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Tenn n . 


Minerva's deſcent to Ithaca. 


The poem ofent within forty-eight days of the arrival of | 


Ulyſſes in his daminions. He had una remained ſe ve 


years in the iſland of Calyfſoy when the gods, aj, el 
in cguncil, propoſed the method of bis departure from 
thence, and his return ts his native country. For this 
prirpoſe it is concluded te jend Mercury to Calypſe, aud 
Pallas immediately deſcends to Ithaca. She holds a ch. 


ference with Telemachus, in the ſhape of Mentes king 


of the T aphians ; ; in which ſhe adviſes him to take a 


Journey in queſt. of his father Ulyſſes, to Pylss and Spar 
ta, where Neſtor and Menelaus yet reioned ; + then, af. 


ter having vijibly diſp.ayed ber divinity, 2 peur. The 


ſuitors of Penelope make great entertainments, ary riot 


ir her palace till night. Phemuus ſings ts them the rc 


turn of the Grecians, till Peuelape puts a flop to the 


ſoug. Some words ar 72 b-tween the ſuitor, and Tele 


machusy avs ſummons the council to meet tie du Allo - 


2. 


HE man, for wiſdom's various arts renowa'd, 
Long exercis'd in woes, oh Muſe! reſound. 
Who, when bis arms had wrought the deſtin “d fail 
Of ſacred Troy, and raz'd ber bcav'n-built wall, 
WanJ ring irom clime to clime, obſervant ſtray'd, 
Their mauuers noted, and their itates furvey'd, 
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On {tormy ſeas unnumber'd toils he bore, 

Safe with his fr iendg to gain his natal ſhore : 
Vain toils! their impious folly dar'd to prey 
On herds devoted to the god of day; 

Pie god vindictive doom d them never more 
(Al men unbleſs'd!) to touch that natal ſhore. 
Oh fnatch ſome portion of theſe acts from fate, 
Celeſtial Muſe! and to our world relate. 


Now at their native realms the Greeks arriv'd; 


All who the wars of ten Jong years {urviv'd, 

53 ſcap'd the perils of tlie gulty main. 
lyſTes, ſole of all the victor train, 

8. exile from his dear paternal coaſt, 

Deplor'd his abſent queen, and empire loft. 

Calypſo in her caves conſtrain'd Ins ſtay, 

With ſweet, reluctant, amorous delay: 

In vain—for now the circling years diſcloſe 

The day predeſtin'd to reward his woes. 

At length his Ithaca is giv” n by tate, 
Where yet new labours bis arrival wait; 

At length their rage the hoſtile pow'rs reſtrain, 
All but the ruthleſs monarch of the main. 
Put now the god, remote, a heav'nly gueſt, 
In /Ethiopia grac'd the genial feaſt, 

(.\ race divided, whom with floping rays 

The riling and deſcending ſun ſurveys), 
There on the world's extremeſt verge, rever'd 
With becatombs and pray” r in pomp preferr'd, 
Diſtant he lay: while in the bright abodes 
Of high Olympus, Jove conven d the gods: 
Th allembly thus the fire ſupreme adadreſt, 
Argyſt hus' fate revolvin 197 IN his breait, 

Whom young Orcites to the dreary coaſt 
Of Piuto fern, „ hlood-polluted ght. 

Perverſe mankind ! whoſe wilis created free, 
Charge all their woes on abſolute decree ; 

A} to the doo! Ning gods their gullt tranſlate; 
And follies are miſcall'd the critaes of ſate. 
When to his just EY thus gave the rein, 
Did fate, or we, th? adult'rous act conſtrain? 
Did fate, or we, when great Atrides dy'd, 
Urge the bold traitor to the regicide ? 
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Hermes I ſent, while yet his ſou! remain'd 
Sincere from royal blood, and faith profan'd; 5 
To warn the wretch, that young Oreſtes, grown 
To manly years, ſhould re-affert the throne. 
3 Vet impotent of mind, and uncontroll'd, 
He plung'd into the gulf which heav'n foretold. 
Here paus'd the god; and penſive thus replies 55 
Minerva, graceful with her azure eyes. 
O thou ! from whom the whole creation ſprings, 
The ſource of pow*r on earth deriv'd to kings! 
His death was equal to the direful deed; 
So may the man of blood be doom'd to bleed! 60 
But grief and rage alternate wound my breaſt 
For brave Ulyſſes, ftill by fate opprett. 
Amidſt an ifle, around whoſe rocky ſhore 
The foreits murmur, and the ſurges roar, 
The blameleſs hero from his wiſh'd- for home 65 
A goddeſs guards in her inchanted dome. 
(Atlas her lire, to whoſe far-piercing eye 
The wonders of the deep expanded lie; 
"Ih' eternal columns which on earth he rears 
End in the ſtarry vault, and prop the ſpheres). 70 
By his fair daughter is the chief confin'd, 
Who ſoothes to dear delight his anxious mind: 
Succeſsleſs all her ſoft careſſes prove, 
To baniſh from his brea't his country's love; 


To ſce the ſmoke from his lov'd palace riſc, - ? 


| While the dear ifte in diltant proſpect hes, 
| | With what contentment could he cloſe his eyes? 
| And will omnipotence neglect to ſave 
The ſuff *ring virtue of the wiſe and brave? 
| Muſt he, whoſe altars on the Phrygian ſhore 80 
With frequent rites, and pure, avow'd thy pow'r, 
Be doom'd the worſt of human ills to prove, 
Unbleſs'd, abandon'd to the wrath of Jove? 
Daughter! what words have pals'd thy lips un- 
weigh'd? 
(Reply'd the thund'rer to the martial maid); 85 
EE: Decm not unjuſtly by my doom oppreſt 
Of human race the wiſel and the beſt, 
Neptune, by pray'r repentant rarely won, 
Afflicts the chief, t' avenge his glant-ſon, | | 
A 3 Whoſe 
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Whoſe viſual orb Ulyſſes robb'd of light; 90 
Great Polypheme, of more than mortal miglit! 
Him young Thooſa bore, (the bright increaſe 
Of Phoreys, dreaded in the ſounds and ſeas) : 
Vhom Neptune ey'd with bloom of beauty bleſt, 
And in is cave the yielding uymph compreſt. 95 
For this, the god conſtrains the Greek to roam, 
A hopeleſs exile from lus native home, 
From death alone exempt—BÞBut ceaſe to mourn z 
Let all combine t achieve his wiſh'd return: 
Neptune aton'd, his wrath ſhall now refrain, 100 
Or thwart the ly nod of the gods in vain. 
Father and king ador'd ! Minerva ery'd, 
Since all who. 1 in th? Olympian bow'r reſide 
Now make the wand'ring Greek their public care, 
Let 1 to * Atlantic ifte * repair; 105 
Bid him, arriv'd in bright Calypſo's court, 
he fanction of th' aſſembled pow'rs report: 
That wiſe Ulyſles to his native land 
Mult ſpeci, obedient to their high command. 
Meantime Telemachus, the bloocing heir 110 
Of ſca-girt Ithaca, demands my care: 
„is mine to form his green, unpractis 'd years, 
In tage debates, ſurrounded with bis peers, 
To ſave the ſtate, and timely to reſtrain 
he bold intrufion of the ſuitor-train; 115 
Who crowd his palace, and, with lawleſs pow'r, | 
His herds and flocks in fealtful rites devour. 
'Fo dittunt Sparta, and the ſpacious. walte 
Of ſandy Pyle, the royal youth thall halte. 
here, warm with filial love, the cauſ2 inquire 120 
"hat from his realm retards his god-like ſire: 
* 1eliv'ring early to the voice of Tame 
ne promile of a great, immortal name, 
She ſaid: the ſandals of celeſtial mold 
Fledg'd with ambrotial plumes, and rich with gold, 
Surround her feet; with theſe ſublime ſhe ſails 126 
aerial ſpace, and mounts the winged gales: 
0 er earth and ocean wide prepar'd to ſoar, 
Her dreaded arm a beamy jav'lin bore, 
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Pond'rous and valt ; which, when her fury burns, 130 
Proud tyrants humbles, and whole hoſts o'erturns. 

From high Oly mpus prone her flight ſhe bends, 

And in the realm of Ithaca deſcends. 

Her, lineaments divine, the grave diſguiſe 

Of Mentes' form conccal'd from human eyes: 135 

(Mentes, the monarch of the Taphian land); 

A glitt' ring ſpear wav'd awful in her hand. 

There in the portal plac'd, the heav'n-born maid 

Enormous riot and ine ſurvey'd. 

On hides of beeves, before the palace- gate, 140 

(Sad ſpoils of luxury), the ſuitors fat; 

With rival art, and ardour in their mien, 

At cheſs they vie, to captivate the queen, 

Divining of their loves. Attending nigh, 

A menial train the flowiag bowl ſupply: 145 

Others, apart, the ſpacious hall prepare, 

And form the coſtly feaſt with buſy care. 

There young 'Velemachus, his bloomy face 


Glowing celeſtial {weet, with godlike grace 


Amid the circle ſhines: but hope and tcar 150 
(Painful viciſlitude!) his bofom tear. 

Now imag'd in his mind, he {ees reflor'd 

In peace and | Joys the people 3 rightful lord; 5 
The proud opyreffors fly the vengeful "ry 


While his fond foul theſe fancied triumphs fwell'd; 155 
The ſtranger gueit, the royal youth beheld : 
Griev'd that a vilitant fo long ſhould wait 
Unmark'd, unhonour'd, at a  monarch's gate; 
Inſtant he flew with hoſpitable halte, 
And the new friend with courtcous air embrac'd.- 160 
Stranger! whoe'er thou art, fecurely reſt, 
Afflanc'd in my taith, a friendly guelt ; 
Approach the dome, the ſocial banquet ſhare, 
And then the purpoſe of thy ſoul declare. 
Thus aftable and mild, the prince precedes, 165 
And to the dome th' unknown celettial leads. 
The ſpear receiving from her hand, he plac'd 
Againſt a column, fair with ſculpture grac'd; 
Where, ſecmly rang'd, in peaceful order ſtood | 
Ulyiles' arms, now Toon diſus'd to blood, Mo 
| He 
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He led the goddeſs to the ſov'reign ſeat, 

Her feet ſupported with a ſtool of ſtate ; 

(A purple carpet ſpread the pavement wide), 

Then drew his ſeat, familiar, to her fide; 

Far from the ſuitor-train, a brutal crowd, 175 

With inſolence, and wine, clate and loud: 

Where the free gueſt, unnoted, might relate, 

If haply conſcious of his father's fate. 

The golden ew'r a maid obſequious brings, 

Repleniſh'd from the cool, tranſlucent ſprings ; 180 

With copious water, the bright vaſe ſupplies 

A filver laver, of capacious ſize: 

They waſh. The tables in fair order ſpread, 

They heap the glitt'ring caniſters with bread: 

Viands of various kinds allure the taſte, 185 

Of choiceſt fort and favour, rich repaſt! 

Delicious wines th' attending herald brought; 

The gold gave luſtre to the purple draught. 

Lur'd with the vapour of the fragrant feaſt, 

In ruſh'd the ſuitors with voracious haſte : 190 

Marſhall'd in order due, to each a ſew'r 

Preſents, to bathe his hands, a radiant ew'r. 

Luxurious then they feaſt. Obſervant round 

Gay ſtripling youths the briming goblets crown'd. 

The rage of hunger quell'd, they all advance, 195 

And form to meafur'd airs the mazy dance: 

To Phemius was conſign'd the chorded tyre, 

Whoſe hand reluctant touch'd the warbling wire: 

Phemius, whole voice divine could ſweetel ling 

High ſtrains, reſponſive to the vocal ſtring. 200 

Mean while, in whitpers, to his bal} gueſt 
His indignation thus the prince expreſt. 
Indulge my riſing grief, whilſt theſe (my friend) 

With ſong and dance the pompous revel end. 

Light is the dance, and doubly ſweet the lays, 2C5 

When for the dear deligbt another pays. 

His treaſur'd ſtores theſe cormorants conſume, 

Whoſe bones, defrauded of a regal tomb 

And common turf, ly naked on the plain, 

Or doom'd to welter in the whelming main. 210 

Should he return, that troop fo blithe and bold, 

With purple robes inwrought, and iliif with gold, 
Precipitant 
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Precipitant in fear, would wing their flight, 
And curſe their cumbrous pride's unwieldy weight. 
But ah, I dream —th' appointed hour is fled, 215 
And hope, too long with vain deluſion fed, 
Deaf to the rumour of fallacious fame, 
Gives to the rol] of death his glorious name ! 
With vemal freedom let me now demand 
Thy name, thy lineage, and paternal land : 220 
Sincere, from whence began thy courſe, recite, 
And to what ſhip I owe the friendly freight ? 
Now tirit to me this viſit dolt thou deign, 
Or number'd in my father's ſocial train ? 
Ai! who deſerv'd his choice, he male his own, 225. 
Aud curious much to know, he far was xnown. 
My birth 1 boaſt, (the bluc-ey'd virgin crics), 
From great Anchualus, renown'd and wile : 
Mentes my name; I rule the Taphian race, 
Whoſe bounds the deep circumfluent waves embrace: 
A duteous people, and induſtrious iſle, 231 
To naval arts inur'd, and ftormy toil. 
Freighted with iron from my native land, 
I ſteer my voyage to the Brutian ſtrand; 
To gain by commerce, for the labour'd maſs, 235 
A juſt proportion of refulgent braſs. 
Far from your capital my thip reſides 
At Reithrus, and ſecure at anchor rides; 
Where waving groves on airy Neton grow, 
Supremely tall, and ſhade the deeps below. 240 
Thence to revilit your imperial dome, 
An old hereditary gueſt I come: 
Your father's fiend, Laertcs can relate 
Our faith unſpotted, and its carly date 
Who, preſt with heart-corroding grief and years, 245 
To the gay court a rural ſhade prefers, 
Where, ſole of all his train, a matron ſage 
Supports with homely food his drooping age, 
With feeble iteps from marſhalliug his vines 
Returning ſad, when toilſome day declines. 250 
With friendly ſpeed, induc'd by erring fame, 
To lil UlyiTes ſafe return I came: 
But ſtill the frown of ſome celeſtial pow'r 
With envious joy retards the blitsful hour. 1 
ct 


— (ß 


10 HOME Rs ODYSSEY. Book I. 


Let not your ſoul be ſunk in ſad deſpair; 255 
He lives, he breathes this heav'nly vital air, 

Among a favage race, whoſe ſhelty bounds 

With ccaſcleſs roar the foaming deep ſurrounds. 

The thoughts which roll within my raviſh'd breaſt, 
To me, no ſeer, th” inſpiring gods ſuggelt ; 260 
Nor {ki1IPd, nor ſtudious, with prophetic eye 


'To judge the winged omens of the iky ; 


Vet hear this certain ſpeech, nor deem it vain 
Tho' adamantine bonds the chief reſtrain, 
The dire reſtraint his wiſdom will defeat, 265 
And ſoon reſtore him to his regal ſeat. | 
But, gen'rous youth! fincere and free declare, 
Are you, of manly g growth, his royal heir ? 
For ture Ulyſſes in your look appears, 
Ihe ſame his features, if the ſame his years. 270 
Such was that face, on which I dwelt with j joy 
Lre Greece aſſembled ſtemm'd the tides to Troy ; 
But parting then for that deteſted ſhore, 
Our eyes, unhappy! never greeted more. 
To prove a genuine birth, (the prince replies), 275 
On female truth aſſenting faith relies; 
Thus manifeſt of right, I build my aim 
Hure-founded on a Fair maternal fame, 
Ulyſſes' ſon: but happier he, whom fate 
H. 5 plac'd beneath the ſtorms winch toſs the great! 
Flappier the ſon, whoſe hoary ſire is bleſt 281 
Vith humble affluence, and domeſtic relt ! 
Happier than I, to future empire born, 
But doum'd a father's wretched fate to mourn ! 
To whom, with aſpe& mild, the gueſt divine. 285 
O true deſccadant of a ſcepter'd line! 
The gods a glorious fate, from anguiſh free, 
To chaite Penclope's increaſe decree. 
But ſay, yon jovial troop ſo gaily dreſt, 
is this 2 bridal or a friendly feaſt? 290 
Or from their deed I lighther may divine, 
Buſeeraly flown with inſolence and wine; 
Uauvelcane revellers, whoſe lawleſs; joy 
Pains the e car, and hurts the ſober eye ? 
Maguilicence of old, (the prince reply'd), 295 
Beneath our roof with virtue could reſide; 
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Unblam'd abundance crown'd the royal board, 


What time this dome rever'd her prudent lord; 

Who now, (ſo heav'n decr&es), is doom'd to mourn, 
3itter conſtraint! erroneous and forlorn. 300 
Better the chief, on Ilion's hoſtile plain 

Had fall'n, ſurrounded with his warlike train; 
Or ſafe return'd, the race of glory paſt, 

New to his friends embrace, had breath'd his laſt! 
Then grateful Greece, with ſtreaming eyes, would raiſe 
Hiſtoric marbles, to record his praiſe 


06 
His praiſc, eternal on the faithful ſtone, . 
Had with tranſmiſſive honour grac'd his ſon. 
Now ſnatch'd by harpies to the dreary coaſt, 
Sunk 1s the hero, and his glory Joſt: 310 


Vaniſh'd at once ! unheard-of, and unknown! 
And I his heir in miſery alone. 

Nor for a dear, loſt father only flow 

The filial tears, but woe ſucceeds to woe: 
To tempt the ſpouſeleſs queen with am'rous wiles, 315 
Reſort the nobles from the neighb'ring iſles ; 
From Samos, circled with th* Ionian main, 
Dulychium, and Zacynthus' filvan reign : 

Ev'n with preſumptuous hope her bed t' aſcend, 
The lords of Ithaca their right pretend. 


20 
She ſeems attentive to their pleaded vows, : 
Her heart deteſting what her ear allows. 
They, vain expectants of the bridal hour, 
My ſtores in riotous expence devour, 
In feaſt and dance the mirthful months employ, 325 


And meditate my doom to crown their joy. 
With tender pity touch'd, the goddeſs cry'd : 

Soon may kind heav'n a ſure relief provide, 

Soon may your fire diſcharge the vengeance due, 

And all your wrongs the proud oppreſſors rue! 330 

Oh! in that portal ſhould the chief appear, 

Each hand tremendous with a brazen- ſpear, 

In radiant panoply his limbs incas'd ; 

( For ſo of old my father's court he grac'd, 

When ſocial mirth unbent his ſerious ſoul, 

O'er the full banquet, and the ſprightly bowl); 

He then from Ephire, the fair domain 

Of Ilus, ſprung from Jaſon's royal train, 

Meaſur'd a length of ſcas, a toilſome length, in vain. 


For 
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For voyaging to learn the direful art 340 

To taint with deadly drugs the barbed dart; 

Obſcrvant of the gods, and ſternly juſt, 

Hus refus'd t' impart the baneful truſt: 

With friendlier zeal my father's ſoul was fir'd, 

The drugs he knew, and gave the boon deſir'd. 345 

Appear'd he now with ſuch heroic port, 

As then conſpicuous at the Taphian court ; 

Soon ſhould yon boaſters ceaſe their haughty ſtrife, 

Or each atone his guilty love with life. 

But of his wiſh'd return the care relign ; 350 

Be future vengeance to the pow'rs divine, 

My ſentence hear; with ſtern diſtaſte avow'd, 

To their own diſtricts drive the ſuitor- crowd: 

When next the morning warms the purple caſt, 

Convoke the peerage, and the gods atteſt ; 355 

"The ſorrows of your inmoft ſoul relate ; 

And form ſure plans to ſave the ſinking ſtate. 

Should ſecond love a pram flame inſpire, 

And the chaſte queen connubral rites require; 

Diſmiſs'd with honour, let her hence repair 360 
o great Icarius, whoſe paternal] care 

Will guide her paſſion, and reward the choice 

With wealthy dow'r, and bridal gifts of price. 

Then let this dictate of my love prevail: 

Inſtant, to foreign realms prepare to ſail, 365 

To learn your father's fortunes : fame may prove, 

Or omen'd voice, (the meſſenger of Jove), 

Propitious to the ſearch. Direct your toll 

"Thro' the wide ocean firſt to ſandy Pyle ; 


Of Neſtor, hoary ſage, his doom demand; 370 | 


Thence ſpeed your voyage to the Spartan ſtrand ; 
For young Atrides to th* Achaian coaſt 

Arriv'd the laſt of all the victor hoſt. 

If yet Ulyſles views the light, forbear, 

Till the fleet hours reſtore the circling year: 375 
But if his ſoul hath wing*d the deftin'd flight, 
Inhabitant of deep diſaſtrous night, 
Ltomeward with pious ſpecd repaſs the main, 

Jo the pale ſhade funereal rites ordain, 
Plant the fair column o'er the vacant grave, 380 
A hero's honours let the hero have, 8 
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With decent grief the royal dead deplor'd, | 
For the chaſte queen ſelect an equal lord. 

"Then let revenge your daring mind employ, 8 2 
By fraud or force the ſuitor- train deſtroy, 385 
And, ſtarting into manhood, ſcorn the boy. 

Haſt thou not heard how young Oreſtes, fir'd 

With great revenge, immortal praiſe acquir'd ? 

His virgin-ſword, ÆEgyſthus' veins imbru'd 

The murd'rer fell, and blood aton'd for blood. 39% 
O greatly bleſs'd with every blooming grace! 

With equal ſteps the paths of glory trace; 

Join to that royal youth's your rival name, 

And ſhine eternal in the ſphere of fame 
But my aſſociates now my ſtay deplore, 395 
Impatient on the hoarſe-reſounding ſhore. 
Thou, heedful of advice, ſecure procced ; 

My praiſe the precept is, be thine the deed. 

The counſel of my friend (the youth rejoin'd) 
Imprints conviction on my grateful mind. 400 
So fathers ſpeak (perſuaſive ſpeech and mild!) 

Their ſage experience to the fav'rite child. 

But, ſince to part, for ſweet refection due 

"The genial viands let my train renew: 

And the rich pledge of plighted faith reccive, 405 
Worthy the heir of Ithaca to give. 

Deter the promis'd boon, (the geddefs cries, 

Ccleſtial azure bright'ning in her eyes), 
And let me now regain the Reithrian port : 
rom "Femelc return'd, your royal court 410 
] thall revifit ; and that pledge receive, 
Aud gifts, memorial of our friendſhip, leave. 
Abrupt, with eagle-ſpeed the cut the (ky ; 
Inſtant inviſible to mortal eye. 
Ihen firſt he recognig'd th? ætherial gueſt ; 415 
Wonder and joy alternate fire his breaſt ; | 
Heroic thoughts infus'd, his heart dilate, 
Revolving much his father's doubtful fate: 


At length, compos'd, he join'd the ſuitor-throng, 


. 20 
His tender theme the charming lyriſt choſe ; 


Huſh'd in attention to the warbled * 
Minerva's anger, and the direful woes 


Which 


— 
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Which voyaging from Troy the victors bore, 


While ſtorms vindictive intercept the ſhore. 
The ſhrilling airs the vaulted roof rebounds, 425 
Reflecting to the queen the ſilver ſounds. 
With grief renew'd the weeping fair deſcends; 
Their eres n's ſtep a virgin train attends : 
A. veil of richeſt texture wrought, ſhe wears, 
And filent to the joyous hall repairs. 430 
"There from the portal, with her mild command 
Thus gently checks the minſtrel's tuncful hand. 
Phemius! let acts of gods, and heroes old, 
What ancient bards in hall and bow'r have told, 
Attemper'd to the lyre, your voice employ ; 
Such the pleas'd 1 will drink with 7" anc joy. Ive 
But oh! Chas that dear, diſaſtrous name, 
To ſorrow ſacred, and ſecure of fame: 
My bleeding boſom ſickens at the ſound, 
And ev'ry N Frog inflicts a wound. 4-40 
Why, deareſt object of my duteous love, 
(Reply'd the prince), will you the bard reprove? 
Oft Jove's zthenal rays (reſiſtleſs fire) 
The chanter's ſoul and raptur'd ſong inſpire; 
Inſtinct divine! nor blame ſevere his choice, 445 
Warbling the Grecian woes with harp and voice: 
For novel lays attract our raviſh'd ears; 
But old, the mind with inattention hears. 
Patient permit the ſadly- pleaſing ſtrain; 
Familiar now with grief, your tears refrain, 450 
And in the public woe forgot your own; 
You weep not for a periſh'd lord, alone. 
What Greeks, now wand'ring in the Stygian gloom, 
With your Ulyſſes ſhar'd an equal doom! 
Your widow'd hours, apart, with female toil 455 
And various labours of the loom, beguile; 
There rule, from palace cares remote and free, 
That care to man belongs, and moſt to me. 
Mature beyond his years, the queen admires 
His ſage reply, and- with her train retires. 400 
Then {welling ſorrows burſt their former bounds, 
With echoing grief afreſh the dome refounds; 
Till Pallas, piteous of her plaintive cries, | 
In ſtumber elos'd her filver ſtreaming eyes, 
Mcuntime, 
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Meantime,.rekindled at the royal charms, 465 
Tumultuous love each beating boſom warms ; 
Intemp'rate rage a wordy war began; 

But bold Telemachus atfum'd the man. 

Inſtant (he cry'd) your female diſcord end, 

Ye deedleſs bcaſters ! and the ſong attend: 470 
Obey that ſweet compulſion, nor profane 
With diſſonance the fmooth mclodious ſtrain. 
Pacific now prolong the jovial feaſt ; 

But. when the dawn reveals the roſy eaſt, 

I, to the peers aſſembled, ſhall propoſe 475 
The firm reſolve, I here in few. diſcloſe. 

No longer live the cankers of my court ; 

All to your ſev'ral ſtates with ſpeed reſort 

Waite in wild riot what your land allows, 

There ply the early feaſt, and late carouſe. 480 
But if, to honour loſt, 'tis ſtill decreed | 
For you my bowl ſhall flow, my flock ſhall bleed; 
Judge and revenge my right, impartial Jove ! 

By him and al! th? immortal thrones above, 
(A ſacred cath) each proud oppreſſor, ſlain, 485 
Shall with inglorious gore this marble ſtain, 

Aw'd by the prince, thus haughty, bold, and young, 
Rage gnaw'd the lip, and wonder cham'd the tongue. 
Silence at length the gay Antinous broke, 
Conſtrain'd a ſmile, and thus ambiguous ſpoke. 490 
What god to your untutor'd youth affords 
This headlong torrent of amazing words? 

May Jove delay thy reign, and cumber late 
So bright a _ with the toils-of ſtate! 

'Thote toils (Telemachus ſerene replies) 95 
Have charms, with all their weight, t'allure the wile. 
Faſt by the throne obſequious fame reſides, 

And wealth inceſſant rolls her golden tides. 

Nor let Antinous rage, if ſtroug deſire 

Of wealth and fame a youthful boſom fire: 500 
Elect by Jove his delegate of ſway, 

With joyous pride the ſummons I'd obey.. 

Whene'er Ulyſles roams the realm of night, 

Shou'd factious pow'r diſpute my lineal right, 

Some other Greeks a fairer claim may plead ; 505! 
'To your pretence their title would precede. 
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At leaſt, the ſcepter loft, I ſtill ſhou'd reipn 


ole o'er my vaſſals, and domettic train. 
To tlis Eurymachus. To heav'n alone 
Refer the clioice to fill the vacant throne. 510 
Your petrnnumal ſtores in peace poſſeſs; 
Uncoulted all your filial claim confeſs : 
Your private right ſhou'd impious pow'r invade, 
The pcers of Ithaca wou'd arm in aid. | 
But ſay, that flranger-gueſt who late withdrew, 515 
Whet aud from whence? his name and lineage thew. 
His grave Cemeanour, and majeſtic grace 
Speuk hin deſcended of no vulgar race: 
Did he feme loan of ancient right require, 
r came itore-rnnner of your ſcepter'd fire? 520 
Gn on of Polybus! the prince replies, 
No more my fre will glad theſe longing eyes: 
ihe gueen's fond hope inventive rumour cheers, 


Or ain diviners' dreams divert her fears. 


Phot ſtranger guelt the Taphian realm obeys, 525 
:\ realm defended with incireling ſeas. 


Mentes, an ever-honour'd name, of old 
High in Ulyſſes focial lift inroll'd 
Ihus he, tho' conſcious of th' xtherial gueft, 
Aniwer'd evaſive of the fly requeit. | 530 
Mann time the lyre rejoins the ſprightly lay; 
Love-ittied airs, and dance, conclude the day. 
But when the far of eve, with golden liglit 
£A.dorn'd the matron-brow of ſable night; 
Vke nirth ful train diſperſing quit the court, 535. 
And to their ſeveral domes to reſt retort. 
A. tow'ring ſtructure to the palace join'd; 
o this his ſteps the thoughtful prince inclin'd; 
ln his pavilion there, to ſleep repairs; 
The lighted. torch, the fage Euryclea bears 540 
(Daughter of Ops, the juſt Piſcnor's fon, 
For twenty beeves Ly great Laertes won; 
In roſy prime with charms attractive grac'd, 
Honour'd by him, a gentle lord and chatte, 


With dear eiteem: too wile, with jealous {trife 545 


"Co taint the joys cf ſweet, connubial life. 
Sole with Tclemacius her ſervice ends, 
A child ſhe nurs'd him, and-a man attends). 


Whilſt 
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Whilſt to his couch the prince himſelf addreſt, 

The duteous dame receiv'd the purple veſt: 559 
The purple veit with decent care diſpos'd, 

The filver ring ſhe pull'd, the door reclos'd ; 

The bolt, obedient: to the filken cord, 

To the ſtrongle ſtaple's inmoſt depth reſtor'd, 

Secur'd the valves. There, wrapt in ſilent ſhade, 555 
Penſive, the rules the goddeſs gave he weigh'd ; 
Stretch'd on the downy fleece, no reſt he knows, 

And in his raptur'd foul the viſion glows. 
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Tur ARGUMENT. 


F he council of Ithaca. 


7elemachkasr, in the aſſembly of the lords of Ithaca, cams 
rains of th» lif uſtice done him by the ſuitors, and in- 
nts upen their departure from his palace ; appealing 
ts the princes, and exciting the people to declare again 
them. The ſuil:rs endeavour to juſtify their ſtay, at 
lraft till be ſhall ſend the queen to the court of Jcarius 
her father ; which he refufer. There appears a pro- 
dipy of tao eagles in the ſky, which an augur expounds 
to the ruin of the ſuitors. Telemachus then demand 
# veſ/cl to carry him to Pylos and Sparta, there 7s en- 
gere of his father's fortunes. Pallas in the ſhape e 
Mentor {an ancient friend ef Ulyſſes ) helps him to a 
fh, aſliſts kim in preparing neceſſaries for the voyage, 
and embarks with him that night; which concludes the 


fecend day frem the opening of the poem. 
The ſcene continues in the palace of Ulyſſes in Ithaca. 


OW redd'ning from the dawn, the morning ray 
F Glow'd in the front of heav'n, and gave the day. 
he youthful hero, with returning light, 
Rofe anxious from th' inquietudes of night. 
A royal robe he wore, with graceful pride, 5 
A two-edg'd falchion threaten'd by his hide, 


Embroider'd ſandals glitter'd as he trod, 


And forth he mov'd, majeſtic as a god. 

Then by his heralds, reſtleſs of delay, 

To Council calls the peers ; the peers obey. ; 10 
oon 
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Soon as in ſolemn form th' aſſembly ſat, 

From his high dome himſelf deſcends in-ſtate. 

Bright in his hand a pond'rous jav'lin ſhin'd; 

Two dogs, a faithful guard, attend behind; 

Pallas with grace divine his form improves, 15 
And gazing crowds admire him as he moves. | 

His father's throne he fill'd: while diſtant ſtood 
The boary peers, and aged wiſdom bow'd. 

"Twas ſilence all, at laſt AEgyptms ſpoke; 
Lgyptius, by his age and forrows broke: 20 
A length of days his ſoul with prudence crown'd, 

A length of days had bent him to the ground, 
His eldeſt * hope in arms to llion came, 
By great Ulyſles taught the path to fame; 


But (hapleſs youth) the hideous Cyclops tore 25 


His quiv'ring limbs, and quaff'd his ſpouting gore. 
Three ſons remain'd : to climb with haughty fires 
The royal bed, Eurynomus aſpires 
The reſt with duteous love his griefs aſſwage, 
And eaſe the fire of half the cares of age. 30 
Vet ſtill his Antiphus he loves, he mourns, 
And as he ſtood, he ſpoke and wept by turns. 

Since great Ulyſſes fought the Phrygian plains, 
Within theſe walls inglorious ſilence reigns, 
Say then, ye peers! by whoſe commands we meet? 35 
Why here once more in ſolemn council fit ? | 
Ye young, ye old, the weighty cauſe diſcloſe : 
Arrives ſome meſſage of invading foes? 
Or ſay, does high neceſſity of ſtate 
Inſpire ſome patriot, and demand debate! 40 
The preſent ſynod ſpeaks its author wile 
Afſhit him, Jove, thou regent of the ſkies ! 

He ſpoke. Telemachus with tranſport glows, 
Embrac'd the omen, and majeltic roſe ; 
(IIis royal hand th' imperial ſcepter ſway'd) ; 45 
Then thus, addrefling to AEgyptins, ſaid, 

Rev'rend old man! lo here conteſt he ſtands 
By whom ye meet; my grief your care demands. 
No ſtory J unfold of public woes, 
Nor bear advices of impending foes : FO 
Peace the bleſt land, and joys inceifant crown; 
Of all this happy realm, I grieve alone. 

| For 
* Aiti;hus, 
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For my loſt fire continual ſorrows ſpring, 

The great, the good; your father, and your king. 

Yet more; our Eats from its foundation bows, 55 
Our foes are pow'rful, and your ſons the foes: 
Hither, unwelcome to the queen they come; 

Why ſcek they not the rich Icarian dome? 

If ſhe muſt wed, from other hands require 


The dow'ry : is Telemachus her fire? 6 


Vet thro' my court the noiſe of revel rings, 

And waſtes the wife frugality of kings. 

Scarce all my herds their luxury ſuffice ; 

Scarce all my- wine their. midnight-hours ſupplies. 


Safe in my youth, in riot ſtill they grow, 65 


Nor in the helpleſs orphan-dread a foe. 

But come it will, the time when manhood grants 

More pow'rful advocates than vain complaints. 
Approach that hour ! unſufferable wrong 

Cries to the gods, and vengeance ſleeps too long. 70 
Rife then, ye peers ! with virtuous anger riſe ! 

Your fame revere, but moſt th' avenging ſkies. - 

By all the deathleſs pow'rs that reign above, 

By righteous Themis and by thund'ring Jove, 


(Themis, who gives to councils or denies 73 


Zucceis; and humbles, or confirms the wiſe), 

Rile in my aid! ſuffice the tears that flow 

For my loſt fire, nor add new woe to woe. 

If &er he bore the ſword to ſtrengthen ill, 

Or having pow'r to wrong, betray'd the will, 89. 
On me, on me, your kindled wrath aſſwage, 

Aud bid the voice of lawleſs riot rage. 

If ruin to our royal race ye doom, 

Be you the ſpoilers, and our wealth conſume. . 


Then might we hope redreſs from juſter laws, 85 


And raiſe all Ithaca to aid our cauſe: 
But while your ſons commit th' unpuniſh'd wrong, 
You make the arm of violence too ſtrong. 


While thus he ſpoke, with rage and grief he frown'd, 
And daſh'd th? imperial ſceptre to the grow: 90 


The big round tear hung trembling in his eye: 
The ſynod gricv'd, and gave a pitying ſigh, 
Then filent ſat.—At length Antinous burns 
With havghty rage, and ſteraly thus returns. 


— Wa TT FF  * 


it Book II. HOMER's ODYSSEY. 21 


O inſolence of youth? whoſe tongue affords 95 
Such railing eloquence, and war of words, 
Studious thy country's worthict to defame, 
Thy erring voice diiplays thy mother's ſhame. 
Eluſive of the bridal day, the gives 
Fond hopes to all, and all with hopes deceives. ice 
Did not the ſun, thru? heav'n's wide azure roll'd, 
8 For three long years the royal fraud behold ? 
While the, laborious in deluſion, ipread 
The ſpacious loom, and mix'd the various thread: 
Where, as to lite the wond'rous figures riſe, 10 
Thus ſpoke th' inventive queen, with artful ſighs. 
5 „% Tho” cold in death Uiyiics breatnes no more, 
5' „ Ceaſe yet a while to urge the bridal hour 
7 *« Ceaſe, till to great Laertes J bequeath 
« A taſk of grief, his ornaments of death. 110 
« Leſt when the fates his royal aſhes claim, 
« 'The Grecian matrons taint my ſpotleſs fame; 
« When he, whom living mighty realms obey'd, 
„ Shall want in death a throud to grace his ſhade.“ 
Thus ſhe: at once the gen'rous train complies, 115 
Nor fraud miſtruſts in virtue's fair diſguiſe. 
The work ſhe ply'd ; but ſtudious of delay, 
1 By night revers'd the labours of the day. 
While thrice the ſun his annual journey made, 
The conſcious lamp the nudnight fraud furvey'dz3 120 
Unhbcard, unſeen, three years wy arts prevail; 
The fourth, her nud anfelds th? amazing tale, 
We ſaw, as unperceiv'd we took our ſtaud, 
The backward labours of ber faithteſs hand. 
Then urg'd, the perfects ber illuſtrious toils ; 125 
A wond'rous monument of female wiles! 
But you, oh peers! and thou, oh prince! give ear, 
5 I ſpeak. aloud, that every Greek may hear), 
iſmiſs the queen; and, if her fre approves, 
Let him eſpouſe ker to the peer ſhe loves: 130 
Bid inſtant to prepare the bridal train, 
Nor let a race of princes wait in vain. 
Tho? with a grace divine her ſoul is bleſl, 
Aud all Minerva breathes within her breaſt, 
In wond'rous arts than women, more renown'd, 135 
And more than woman with deep wiſdom crown'd; 


Tho“ 


uUu 
Wn 
Oat 6 


22 HOMERS ODYSSEY. Book LI. 


Tho? Tyro nor Mycene match her name, 
Nor great Alemena, (the proud boaſts of fame), 
Yet thus by heav'n adorn'd, by heav'n's decree 
She ſhines with fatal excellence, to thee : 140 
With thee, the bow] we drain, indulge the feaſt, 
ill righteous heav'n reclaim. her ſtubborn breaſt. 
What tho' from pole to pole reſounds her name! 
'The ſon's deſtruction waits the mother's fame: 
For till ſhe leaves thy court, it is decreed, 145 
Thy bowl to empty, and thy flocks to bleed. 
While yet he ſpeaks, Telemachus replics. 
Ev'u nature ſtarts, and what ye aſk denies. 
I'hus, ſhall I thus repay a mother's cares, 
Who gave me life, and nurs'd my infant years? 150 
While ſad and foreign ſhores Ulyſſes treads, 
Or glides a ghoſt with unapparent ſhades,. 
How to Icarius in the bridal hour 
Shall J, by waſte undone, refund the dow'r ? 


How from my father ſhould 1 2 dread? 155 


Flow would my mother curſe my hated head? 

And while in wrath to vengeful fiends ſhe cries, 

How from their bell would vengeful. fiends ariſe ?. 
Abborr'd by all, accurs'd my name would grow, 

The earth's diſgrace, and humankind my 2 160 
If this diſpleaſe, why urge ye here your ſtay? 

Haſte from the court, ye ſpoilers, haſte away: 

Waſte in wild riot what your land allows, 


There ply the early feaſt, and late carouſe. 


But if, to honour loſt, 'tis ſtill decreed 165 


For you my bowl ſhall flow, my flocks ſhall bleed ; 
Judge and affert my right, ynpartial Jove! 

By ky and all th' immortal hoſt above, 

(A facred oath), if heav'n the pow'r ſupply, 


Vengeance [ vow, and for 2000 wrongs ye die. 170 


With that, two eagles, from a mountain's height, 
By Jove's command direct, their rapid flight; 
Swift they deſcend, with wing to wing conjoin'd, 
Stretch their broad plumes, and float upon the wind. 
Above th' aſſembled peers they wheel on high, 175 
And clang their wings, and hov'ring beat the ſy ; 
With ardent eyes the rival train they threat, 
And ſhrieking loud, denounce approaching fate. 


They 


© 
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They cuff, they tear; their cheeks and necks they rend, 


And from their plumes huge drops of blood deſcend : 
| Thea failing o'er the domes and tow'rs, they fly 181 


Full tow'rd the eaſt, and mount into the ſky. 
The wond'ring rivals gaze with cares oppreſt, 
And chilling horrors freeze in ev'ry breaſt, 
Till, big with knowledge of approaching woes, 185 
The prince of augurs, Hlalitheries, roſe: 
Preſcient he view'd th? aerial tracks, and drew 
A ſure preſage from ev'ry wing that flew. 
Ye ſons (he cry'd) of Ithaca, give car, 
Hear all ! but chiefly you, oh rivals.! hear, 19e 
Deſtruction ſure o'er all your heads impends ; 
Ulyfles comes, aud death his ſteps attends. 
Nor to the great alone is death decreed ; 
We, and our guilty Ithaca, mult bleed. 
Why ceaſe we then the wrath of heav'n to ſtay? 195 
Be humbled all, and lead, ye great! the way. 
For lo! my words no fancy'd woes relate : 
I ſpeak from ſcience, and the voice 1s fate. 
When great Ulyſles ſought the Phrygian ſhores, 
To ſhake with war proud Ilion's lofty tow'rs, 200 
Deeds then undone my faithful tongue foretold; 
Icav'n ſcal'd my words, and you thoſe deeds behold. 
I ſee (I cry'd) his woes, a countleſs train; 
J ſee his friends o'erwhelm'd beneath the main: 
How twice ten years from ſhore to ſhore he roams ; 205 
Now twice ten years are paſt, and now he comes ! 
To whom Eurymachus —— Fly, dotard, fly! 
With thy wiſe dreams, and fables of the iky. 
Go propheſy at home; thy ſons adviſe : 
Here thou art ſage in vain—I better read the ſkies. 
Unnumber'd birds glide thro” th' acrial way, 211 
Vagrants of air, and unforeboding ſtray. 
Coll in the tomb, or in the deeps below, 
Ulyſſes lies; oh wert thou laid as low! 
Then would that buſy head no broils ſuggeſt, 215 
Nor fire to rage 'Telemachus's breaſt. 
From him ſome bribe thy venal tongue requires, 
And int'reft, not the god, thy voice inſpires, 
His guideleſs youth, if thy experienc'd age 
Miſlead fallacious into idle rage, 222 
Vengeance 
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Vengeance deferv*d thy malice ſhall repreſs, 
And but augment the wrongs thou would'ſt redreſs. 
Telemachus may bid the queen repair 
"To great Icarius, whole paternal care 
Will guide her paſhon, and reward her choice, 225 
With wealthy dow'r, and bridal gifts of price. 
Till ſhe retires, determin'd we remain, 
And both the prince and augur threat in vain: 
His pride of words, and thy wild dream of fate, 
Move not the brave, or only move their hate. 23© 
"Threat on, oh prince ! elude the bridal day, 
Threat on, till all thy ſtores in waſte decay. 
True, Greece affords a train of lovely dames, 
In wealth and beauty worthy of our flames : 
But never from this nobler ſuit we ceaſe ; 235 
For wealth and beauty leſs than virtue pleaſe. 
To whom the youth. Since then in vain [ tell 
My num'rous woes, in ſilence let them dwell. 
But heav'n, and all the Greeks, have heard my wrongs: 
To heav'n, and all the Greeks, redreſs belongs. 240 
Yet this I aſk, (nor be it alk*d in vain), 
A. bark to waft me o'er the rolling main; 
The realms of Pyle and Sparta to explore, 
And ſeek my royal ſire from ſhore to ſhore : 
If, or to fame his doubtful fate be known, 245 
Or to be learn'd from oracles alone? | 
If yet he lives, with patience J forbear, 
Till the fleet hours reſtore the circling year: 
But if already wand'ring in the train 
Of empty ſhades ; I meaſure back the main, 250 
Plant the fair column o'er the mighty dead, 
And yield his conſort to the nuptial bed. 
He ceas'd ; and while abaſh'd the peers attend, 

Mentor aroſe, Ulyſſes? faithful friend: 

When fierce in arms he ſought the ſcenes of war, 255 
« My friend (he cry'd) my palace be thy care; 
„ Years roll'd on years my god-like fire decay, 
„ Guard thou his age, and his beheſts obey.” 
| Stern as he roſe, he caſt his eyes around, 
| That flaſh'd with rage; and as he ſpoke, he frown'd. 
1 O never, never more! let king be juſt, 261 
ll Be mild in pow'r, or faithful to his trull ! 
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Let tyrants govern with an iron rod, 
Oppreſs, deſtroy, and be the ſcourge of God; 
Since he who like a father held his reign, 265 
So ſoon forgot, was juſt and mild in vain ! 
True, while my friend is griev'd, his griefs I ſhare ; 
Yet now the rivals are my ſmalleſt care: 
They, for the mighty miſchiefs they deviſe, 
E'er long ſhall pay—their forfeit lives the price. 270 
But again you, ye Greeks! ye coward train, 
Gods! how my foul is mov'd with jult diſdain ? 
Dumb ye all and, and not one tongue affords 
His injur'd prince the little aid of words. 
While yet he ſpoke, Leocritus rejoin'd: 275 
O pride of words, and arrogance of mind ! 
Wouldit thou to riſe in arms the Greeks adviſe ? 
Join all your pow'rs! in arms, ye Greeks, ariſe! 
Vet would your pow'rs in vain our ſtrength oppoſe ; 
The valiant few o'ermatch an hoſt of foes. 280 
Should great Ulyſſes ſtern appear in arms, 
While the bowl circles, and the banquet warms 
Tho? to his breaſt his ſpouſe with tranſport flies, 
Torn from her breaſt, that hour, Ulyſſes dies. 
But hence retreating .to your domes repair; 285 
To arm the veſſel, Mentor! be thy care, 
And Halitherſes! thine: be each his friend ; 
Ye lov'd the father: go, the ſon attend. 
But yet, I truſt, , e means to ſtay 
Safe in the court, nor tempt the watry way. 290 
Then, with a ruſhing ſound, th' aſſembly bend 
Diverſe their ſteps: the rival rout aſcend 
The royal dome; while ſad the prince explores 
The neighb'ring main, and ſorrowing treads the ſhores, 
There, as the waters o'er his hands he ſhed, 295 
The royal ſuppliant to Minerva pray'd. 
O goddeſs! who deſcending — the ſkies 
Vouchſaf'd thy preſence to my wond”ring eyes, 
By whoſe commands the raging deeps 1 trace, 
And ſeek my fire thro? ſtorms and rolling ſeas ! 300 
Hear from thy heav'ns above, oh warrior maid ! 
Deſcend once more, propitious to my aid. 
Without thy preſence, vain is thy command; 
Greece, and the rival train, thy voice withitand. 
. 1 Indulgem 
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Indulgent to his pray'r, the goddeſs took 305 
Sage Mentor's form, and thus like Mentor ſpoke. 
O prince, in early youth divinely wiſe, 


Born, the Ulyſſes of thy age to rite ! ; 
Tf to the ſon the father's worth deſcends, 
O'er the wide waves ſucceſs thy ways attends : 310 


To tread the walks of death he ſtood prepar'd, 

And what he greatly thought, he nobly dar'd. 

Were not wiſe ſons deſcendant of the wiſe, 

And did not heroes from brave heroes riſe, 

Vain were my hopes: few ſons attain the praiſe 315 
Of their great ſires, and molt their fires diſgrace, 

But ſince thy veins paternal virtue hires, 


And all Penelope thy ſoul inſpires, 


Go, and ſucceed ! the rivals aims deſpiſe ; 


For never, never, wicked man was wiſe. 320 
Blind they rejoice, tho' now, ev'n now they fall; 
Death haſtes amain : one bour o'erwhelms them all! 
And lo, with ſpced we plough the watry way ; 
My pow'r ſhall guard thee, and my hand convey : 
The winged veſſel ſtudious I prepare, 325 
Thro' ſeas and realms companion of thy care. | 
Thou to the court aſcend ; and to the ſhores 
— night advances) bear the naval ſtores; 
read, that decaying man with ſtrength ſupplics, 
And gen'rous wine, which thoughtful ſorrow flies. 330 
Meanwhile the mariners, by my command, 
Shall ſpeed aboard, a valiant choſen band. 
Wide o'er the bay, by veſſel veſlel rides; 
The beſt I chuſe to waft thee o'er the tides. 
She ſpoke : to his high dome the prince returns, 335 
And as he moves with royal anguiſh mourns, 
»Twas riot all, among the lawleſs train; 
Boar bled by boar, and goat by goat lay ſlain, 
Arriv'd, his hand the gay Antinous preſt, 
And thus deriding, with a ſmile addreſt. 340 
Grieve not, oh daring prince ! that noble heart ; 
Il ſwts gay youth the Ren heroic part. 
tndulge the genial hour, unbend thy ſoul, 
Eeave thought to age, and drain the flowing bowl. 
tudious to eaſe thy grief, our care provides 345 
+.ac bark, to waft thee o'er the ſwelling tides. 
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Is this (returns the prince) for mirth a time ? 
When lawleſs gluttons riot, mirth's a crime; 
The luſcious wines, diſhonour'd, loſe their taite ; 
The ſong is noiſe, and impious is the feaſt. 350 
Suffice it to have ſpent with ſwift decay 
The wealth of kings, and made my youth a prey; 
But now the wiſe inſtructious of the ſage, 
Aud manly thoughts, inſpir'd by maaly age, 
teach me to ſeek redrels for all my woe, 355 
Here, or in Pyle—in Pyle, or here, your foe. 
Deny your veilels, ye deny in vain ; 
A private voyager I paſs the main. 

Free breathe the winds, and free the billows flow, 
And where on earth I live, I live your foe. 360 
He ſpoke and frown'd, nor longer deigu'd to ſtay, 

Sternly his hand withdrew, and ſtrode away. 
Meantime, o'er all the dome, they quaff, they feaſt, 
Derifive taunts were ſpread from guelt to gueſt, 
And each in jovial mood his mate addreſt. 365 
J'remble ye not, oh friends! and coward fly, 
Doom'd by the ſtern Telemachus to die ? 
To Pyle or Sparta to demand ſupplies, 
Big with revenge the mighty warrior flies: 
Or comes from Ephyre, with poiſons ſraught, 370 
And kills us all ia one tremendous draught ? 
Or who can ſay, (his gameſome mate replies), 
But while the danger of the deeps he trics, 
He, like his fire, may fink depriv'd of breath, 
And puniſh us unkindly by his death ? 375 
What mighty labours would he then create, 
To ſeize Nis treaſures, and divide his ſtate, 
The royal palace to the queen convey, 
Or him ſhe bleſſes in the bridal day! 
Meantime the lofty rooms the prince furveys, 380 
Where lay the treaſures of th* Ithacian race: 
Here ruddy braſs and gold refulgent blaz'd ; 
There poliſh'd cheſts Sdroidard veſtures grac'd ; 


Here jars of oil breath'd forth a rich perfume; 
There caſks of wine in rows adorn'd the dome. 383 
(Pure flav'rous wine, by gods in bounty giv'n, 
And worthy to exalt the fealts of heav'n). 
C2 Itouch'd 
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Z labours o'er, 


Untouch'd they ſtood, till his long 

The great Ulyſſes reach'd his native ſhore. 

A. double ſtrength of bars ſecur'd the gates: 39® 
Faſt by the door the wiſe Euryclea waits 

Euryclea, who, great Ops! thy lineage ſhar'd, 

And watch all night, all day; a faithful guard. 

To whom the prince: O thou, whole guardian care 
Nurs'd the moſt wretched king that breathes the air! 
Untouch'd and ſacred may theſe veſſels ſtand, 396 
Till great Ulyſſes views his native land. 

But by thy care twelve urns of wine be fill'd, 

Next theſe in worth, and firm thoſe urns be ſeal'd ; 
And twice ten meaſures of the choiceſt flour 400 
Prepar'd, e'er yet deſcends the ev'ning hour. 

For when the fav'ring ſhades of night ariſe, 

And peaceful ſlumbers cloſe my mother's eyes, 

Me from our coaſt ſhall ſpreading fails convey, 

Fo ſeek Ulyſſes thro' the watry way. 405 

While yet he ſpoke, ſhe fill'd the walls with cries, 
And tcars ran trickling trom her aged eyes. 

Oh whither, whither flies my fon ? ſhe cry'd, 

'Vo realms, that rocks and roaring ſeas divide? 

In foreign lands thy father's days decay'd, 410 
And foreign lands contain the mighty dead. 

The watry way ill-fated if thou try, 

All, all muſt periſh, and by fraud you die! 

Then {tay, my child! ſtorms beat, and rolls the main; 
Oh beat thoſe ſtorms, and roll the ſcas in vain! 415 
Far hence (reply'd the prince) thy fears be driv'n: 

Heav'n calls me forth; theſe counſels are of heav'n. 
But by the pow'rs that hate the perjur'd, ſwear, 

To keep my voyage from the royal ear, 

Nor uncompell'd the dang*rous truth betray, 420 
Till twice fix times deſcends the lamp of day: 

Leſt the fad tale a mother's life impair, 

And grief deſtroy what time a-while would ſpare, 

Thus he. The matron with uplifted eyes 


Atteſts th” all-ſeeing Sov'reign of the ſkies. 425 


Then ſtudious ſhe prepares the choicelt flour, 


The {trength of wheat, and wines an ample {tore. 
| . While 
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While to the rival train the prince returns, 
The martial goddeſs with impatience burns 
50 Like thee, 'Telemachus, in voice and ſize, 430 
With ſpeed divine from ſtreet to ſtreet ſhe flies, 
She bids the mariners prepar'd, to ſtand, 
When night deicends, embody'd on the ſtrand. 
Then to 3 ſwift ſhe runs, ſhe flies, 
«| And aſks a bark : the chief a bark ſupplics. 435 
9 : And now, declining with his ſloping wheels, 
” Down ſunk the ſun behind the weltern hills. 
The goddeſs ſhov'd the veſſel from the ſhores, 
And ſtow'd within its womb the naval flores. 
Full in the op'nings of the ſpacious main |, 440 
It rides; and now deſcends the ſailor- train. 
Next, to the court, impatient of delay, 
With rapid ſtep the goddeſs urg'd her way: 
„ YZ There ev'ry eye with ſlumb'rous chains ſhe bound, 
3 And daſh'd the flowing goblet to the ground. 445 
Drowſy they roſe, with heavy fumes oppreſt, 
Recl'd from the palace, and retir'd to reſt. 
Then thus, in Mentor's rev'rend form array'd, 
Spoke to Telemachus the martial maid. 
Lo! on the ſeas, prepar'd, the veſſel ſtands, 450 
Th' impatient mariner thy ſpeed demands. 
Swift as ſhe ſpoke, with rapid pace ſhe leads; 
The footſteps of the deity he treads. 
Swift to the ſhore they move: along the ſtrand 
5 The ready veſſel rides, the ſailors ready ſtand. 455 
| He bids them bring their ſtores ; th” attending train 
Load the tall bark, and launch into the main. 
The prince and goddeſs to the ſtern aſcend ; 
To the ſtrong ſtroke at once the rowers bend. 
Full from the weſt ſhe bids freſh breezes blow ; 4650 
The ſable billows foam and roar below. 
The chief his orders gives; th? obedient band 
With due obſervance wait the chiet's command; 
With ſpeed the maſt they rear, with ſpeed unbiud 
The ſpacious ſheet, and ſtretch it to the wind. 465 
High o' er the roaring waves the ſpreading ſails 
Bow the tall maſt, and ſwell before the gales; 
= | C 3 | The 
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The crooked keel the parting ſurge divides, 

And to the ſtern retreating roll the tides. 

And now they ſhip their oars, and crown with wine 
The holy goblet to the pow'rs divine; 


471 
1 all the gods that reign above, 


But chief, the blue-ey'd progeny of Jove. 


Thus all the night they ſtem the liquid way, 


And end their voyage with the morning ray. 475 
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Tu AR GU MEN x. 
The interview of Telemachus and Neſtor. 


Telemachus, guided by Pallas in the ſhape of Mentor, 
arrives in the morning at Pylos, where Neſtor and his 
ſons are ſacrificing on the ſea-ſhore to Neptune. Tele- 
machus declares the occaſion of his coming, and Neftor 
relates what paſh in their return from Too, how their 
fleets were ſeparated, and he never ſiuce heard of Ulyſ- 
ſes. They diſcourſe concerning the death of Agamemnon, 
the revenge of Oreſtes, and the injuries of the ſuitors. 
Neſtor aki him to go to Sparta, and inquire further 
of Menelaus. The ſacrifice ending with the night, Mi- 
nerva vaniſhes from them in the form of an eagle Te- 
lemuc u, is lodged in the palace. The next mornin 
they ſacrifice a bullock to Minerva, and Telemachus 
proceeds on his journey to Sparta, attended by Piſiſtra- 
tus. 


The ſcene lies on the ſea ſhore of Pyles. 
HE ſacred ſun, above the waters rais'd, 


Thro' heav'n's eternal brazen portals blaz'd ; 
And wide o'er earth diffus'd his cheering ray, 
To gods and men to give the golden day. 
Now on the coaſt of Pyle the veſſel falls, 5 
Before old Neleus' venerable walls. 
There, ſuppliant to the monarch of the flood, 
At nine green theatres the Pyhans ſtood, 
Each held five hundred, (a deputed train); 
At each, nine. oxen on the ſand lay lain. 10 


They 
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They taſte the entrails, and the altars load 
With ſmoking thighs, an olf'ring to the god. 
Full for the port the Ithacenſians ſtand, 
And furl their ſails, and iſſue on the land. 
Telemachus already preſt the ſhore ; 15 
Not firft, the power of wiſdom march'd before, 
And &er the ſacrificing throng he join'd, 
Admoniſh'd thus his well-attending mind. 
Proceed, my fon! this youthſul ſhame expel ; 
An honeſt bus'neſs never bluſh to tell. 2S 
To learn what fates thy wretched fire detain, 
We palt the wide, immeaſurable main. 
Meet then the ſenior far renown'd for ſenſe, 
With rev'rend awe, but decent confidence: 
Urge him with truth to frame his fair replies; 25 
And ſure he will ; for wiſdom never lies. 
Oh tell me, Mentor! tell me, faithful guide, 
(The youth with prudent modeſty reply'd), 
How ſhall I meet, or how accoſt the ſage, 
Unſkill'd of ſpeech, nor yet mature of age? 30 
Awful th' approach, and hard the taſk appears, 
To queſtion wiſely men of riper years. 

To whom the martial goddeſs thus rejoin'd. 
Search, for ſome thoughts, thy own ſuggeſting mind 
And others, dictated by heav'nly pow'r, 35 
Shall riſe ſpontaneous in the needful hour. 
For nought unproſp'rous ſhall thy ways attend, 
Born with good omens, and with heav'n thy friend. 

She ſpoke, and led the way with ſwifteſt ſpeed : 
As ſwift, the youth purſu'd the way ſhe led; 40 
And join'd the band before the ſacred fire. 
Where ſat, encompaſs'd with his ſons, the fire. 
The youth of Pylos, ſome on pointed wood 
Transfix'd the fragments, ſome prepar'd the food. 
In friendly throngs they gather to embrace 45 
Their unknown gueſts, and at the banquets place. 
Piſiſtratus was firſt to graſp their hands, 
And ſpread ſoft hides upon the yellow ſands; 
Along the ſhore th' illuſtrious pair he led, h 
Where Neſtor ſat with youthful Thraſymed. 50 
To each a portion of the feaſt he bore, 
And held the golden goblet foaming o'er ;. 


Then 
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Then firſt approaching to the elder gueſt, 
The latent goddeſs in theſe words addreſt. 


Whoe'er thou art, whom fortune brings to keep 55 


Theſe rites of Neptune, monarch of the deep, 

Thee firſt it fits, oh itranger ! to prepare 

The due libation and the ſolemn pray'r : 

Then give thy friend to ſhed the facred wine z 

Tho' much thy younger, and his years like mine, 8 

He too, I deem, implores the pow'rs divine: 

For all mankind alike require their grace, 

All born to want; a miſerable race! 
He ſpake, and to her hand prefer'd the bowl: 

A ſecret pleaſure touch'd Athena's foul, 65 

To ſee the pref*'rence due to facred age 

Regarded ever by the juil and tage. 

Of ocean's king ſhe then 1nplores the grace. 

Oh thou! whole arms this ample glube embrace, 

Fulfil our wiſh, and let thy glory ihine 70 

On Nettor firſt, and Neſtor's royal line; 

Next grant the Pylian itates their juit defires, 

Pleas'd with their hecatomb's afcending tires ; 

Laſt deign Telemachus and me to bleſs, 

And crown our voyage with deſir'd ſucceſs, 75 
Thus the; and having paid the rite divine, 

Gave to Ulyſſes' ſon the roſy wine. 

Suppliaat he pray'd. And now the victims dreſt 

They draw, divide, and celebrate the fealt. 


The banquet done, the narrative old man, 80 


Thus mild, the pleaſing conference began. 
Now, gentle gueſts! the genial banquet o'er, 
It fits to aſk ye, what your native ſhore, 
And whence your race ? on what adventure, ſay, 
Thus far ye wander thro? the watry way ? 85 
Relate, if bus'neſs, or the thirſt of gain, 
Engage your journey o''er the pathlels main? 
Where ſavage pirates ſeck, thro' ſeas unknown 
The lives of others, vent'rous of their own. 


Urg'd by the precepts by the goddeſs giv'n, 90 


And $ll'd with confidence infus'd from heav'n, 
The youth, whom Pallas deſtin'd to be wiſe, 
And fam'd among the ſons of men, replies. 
Inquir'ſt 
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Inguir'ſt thou, father! from what coaſt we-came ? | 1 
(Oh grace and glory of the Grecian name!) 95 1 2 
From where high Ithaca o'erlooks the floods, 7 f 
Brown with o''er-arching ſhades and pendent woods. \ 

Us to theſe ſhores our filial duty draws, He 
& private ſorrow, not a public cauſe. No 
My lire I ſeek, where'er the voice of fame 100 Th 
Has told the glories of his noble name, | 
Tae great Ulyſſes ; fam'd from ſhore to ſhore, r's 
For valour much, for hardy ſuff*ring more. a N; 
Long time with thee before proud Iion's wall | W 
In arias he fought ; with thee beheld her fall. 105 

Of all the chiefs, this bero's fate alone 81 
Has Jove reſerv'd, unheard of, and unknown; | 9 
Whether in fields by hoſtile fury ſlain, ; F 
Or ſunk by tempeſts in the gulfy main? = 
Of this to learn, oppreſt with tender fears, 110 + 
Lo, at thy knee his ſuppliant ſon appears. \ 

If or thy certain eye, or curious ear, | 8 
Have learnt his fate, the whole dark ſtory clear : | \ 

And oh! whate'er heav'n deſtin'd to betide, þ 

Let neither flatt'ry ſmooth, nor pity hide. 115 J 

Prepar'd I fland: he was but born to try . 

The lot of man; to ſuffer, and to die. , 

Oh then, if ever thro” the ten years war 

The wiſe, the good Ulyſles claim'd thy care f 


If &er he join'd thy council, or thy ſword, 120 
"True in his deed, and conſtant to his word; 
Far as thy mind thro? backward time can ſee, 
Search all thy ſtores of faithful memory : 
Tis ſacred truth I aſk, and aſk of thee. 

To him experienc'd Neſtor thus rejoin'd. 
O friend! what ſorrows doſt thou bring to mind? 
Shall I the long, laborious ſcene review, ; 
And open all the wounds of Greece anew ? 
What toils by ſea! where dark in queſt of prey 
Dauntleſs we rov'd ; Achilles led the way: 
What toils by land! where mixt in fatal light 
Such numbers fell, ſuch heroes ſunk to night: 
There Ajax great, Achilles there the brave, 
There wiſe Patroclus, fill an early grave: 
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There too my ſon—ah once my beſt delight, 135 
Once ſwift of foot, and terrible in fight, 

In whom ſtern courage with ſoft virtue join'd, 

A faultleſs body, — a blameleſs mind: 
Antilochus—what more can I relate? 

How trace the tedious ſeries of our fate? 140 
Not added years on years my talk could cloſe, 

The long hiſtorian of my country's woes: 

Back to thy native 1Jands might'ſt thou fail, 

And leave half-heard the melancholy tale. 

Nine painful years on that deteſted ſhore, 145 
What ſtratagems we form'd, what toils we bore? 

Still lab'ring on, till ſcarce at laſt we found 

Great Jove propitious, and our conquelt crown'd. 

Far o'er the reſt thy mighty father ſhin'd, 

In wit, in prudence, . in force of mind. 150 
Art thou the fon of that illuſtrious ſire? 

With joy I graſp thee, and with love admire, 

So like your voices, and your words ſo wiſe, 

Who finds thee younger muſt conſult his eyes. 

Thy fire and I were one; nor vary'd ought 155 
In public ſentence, or in private thought; 

Alike to council or th' aſl-mbly came, 

With equal ſouls and ſentiments the ſame. 

But when (by wiſdom won) proud Ilion burn'd, 

And in their ſhips the conqu'ring Greeks return'd ; 
Twas God's high will the victors to divide, 161 
And turn th' event, confounding human pride: 

Some he deltroy'd, ſome ſcatter'd as the duſt; 

(Not all were prudent, and not all were juſt); 

Then Difcord, ſent by Pallas from above, 165 
Stern daughter of the great avenger Jove, 

The brother-kings inſpir'd with fen debate; 

Who call'd to counci! all th' Achaian ſtate, 

But call'd untimely; (not the ſacred rite 

Obſerv'd, nor heedful of the ſetting light, 170 
Nor herald ſworn the ſeſſion to proclaim); 

Sour with debauch, a xeeling tribe they came. 

To theſe the cauſe of meeting they explain, 

And Mcaclaus moves to croſs the main; 
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Not ſo the king of men: he will'd to tay ; 175 


The ſacred rites and hecatombs to pay, 

And calm Minerva's wrath. Oh blind to fate! 

The gods not lightly change their love, or hate. 

With irefu] taunts each other they oppoſe, 

Till in loud tumult all the Greets aroſe. 180 
Now diff'rent counſels ev'ry breaſt divide, 

Each burns with rancour to the adverſe tide : 

Th' unquiet night ſtrange projects entertain'd : 

(So Jove, that urg'd us to our fate, ordain'd). 

We, with the riſing morn our ſhips unmoor'd, 185 
And brought our captives and our ſtores aboard; 

But half the people with reſpect obey'd 

"The king of men, and at his bidding ſtay'd. 

Now on the wings of winds our courſe we keep, 

(For God had ſmooth'd the waters of the deep), 190 
For Tenedos we ſpread our eager bars, 

"There land, and pay due victims to the pow'rs : 

To bleſs our ſafe return we join in pray'r, 

But angry Jove diſpers'd our vows in air, 

And rais'd new diſcord. Then (fo heav'n decreed) 
Ulyſſes firſt and Neſtor diſagreed : 196 
Wile as he was, by various counſels ſway'd, 

He there, tho? late, to pleaſe the monarch, ſtay'd. 

But I, determin'd, item the foamy floods, 

Warn'd of the coming fury of the gods. 200 
With us, 'Tydides fear'd and urg'd his haſte 

And Menelaus came, but came the laſt. 

He join'd our veſſels in the Leſbian bay, 

While yet we doubted of our watry way ; 

If to the right to urge the pilot's toil, 205 
(The ſafer road) beſide the Pſyrian ifle ; 
Or the {treight courſe to rocky Chios plow, 
And anchor under Mimas' ſhaggy brow ? 
We ſought direction of the pow'r divine : 
The god propitious gave the guiding ſign; 21@ 
Thro' the mid ſeas he bids our navy ſteer, 
And in Eubaa ſhun the woes we fear. 
The wuiſtling winds already wak'd the ſky ; 
Before the whillling winds the veſlels fly, 
With rapid ſwiftneſs cut the liquid way, x 215 
And reach Gereſtes at the point of day. 

1 There 
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There hecatombs of bulls, to Neptune ſlain, 

High flaming, pleaſe the monarch of the main. 

The fourth day ſhone, when all their labours o'er, 

Tydides' veſſel touch'd the wiſh'd-tor ſhore :; 220 

But I to Pylos ſcud before the gales, 

The god ſtill breathing on the Feeling fails ; 

Sep'rate from all, I ſafely landed here; 

Their fates or fortunes never reach'd my car. 

Yet what I learn'd, attend; as here I fat, 225 

And aſlc'd each voyager each hero's fate; 

Cunous to know, and wilhng to relate. 5 
Safe reach'd the Myrmigons their native land, 

Beneath Achilles? warlike ſon's command. 

Thoſe, whom the heir of great Apollo's art, 230 

Brave Philoctetes, taught to wing the dart; 

And thoſe whom Idomen from Ilion's plain 

Had led, ſecurely croft the dreadful main. 

How Agamemnon touch'd his Argive coaſt, 

And how his hfe by fraud and force he loſt, 235 

And how the murd'rer paid his forfeit breath; 

What lands ſo diſtant from that ſcenc of death 

But trembling heard the fame? and heard admire 

How well the ſon appeas'd his Naughter'd fire ! 

Ev'n to th* unhappy, that unjultly Deed, 240 

Heav'n gives poſterity t'avenge the deed. 

So fell KEgyſthus; and mayit thou, my friend, 

(On whom the virtues of thy fire deſcend), 

Make future times thy equal act adore, 

And be what brave Oreſtes was before! 245 
The prudent youth reply'd. O thou the grace 

And laſting glory of the Grecian race ! 

Juſt was the vengeance, and to lateſt days 

Shall long poſterity reſound the praiſe. 

Some god this arm with equal proweſs bleſs ! 250 

And the proud ſuitors ſhall its force confeſs: 

Injurious men ! who while my ſoul is ſore 

Of freſh affronts, are meditating more. 

But heav'n denies this honour to my hand, 


Nor ſhall my father repoſſeſs the land: 255 


The father's fortune never to return, 
And the ſad ſon's to ſuffer and to mourn ! 


D Thus 


= 2... v2 —— _—_— 


— 
Vo HE — 


== * * — 
— — 


* . — — 
— © — I rg — 


— or 
— — 


— 


— 
> 


- * — 3 — 
— —— 


33 HOMER” ODYSSEY. Book III. 


Thus he; and Neſtor took the word: My fon, 
Is it then true, as diltant rumours run, 


1 hat crowds of rivals for thy mother's charms 269 
Thy palace fill with inſults and alarms? 

Say, is the fault, thro? tame ſubmiſſion, thine ? 2 
Or leagu'd againſt thee, do thy people join, 


Mov'd by ſome oracle, or voice Heines 
And yet who knows, but rip'ning lies in fate 265 
An hour of vengeance for th' afflicted ſtate; 
When great U}yſles ſhall ſuppreſs theſe harms, 
Ulylics ſingly, or all Greece in arins. 
But if Athena, war's triumphant maid, 
"The happy ſon, will, as the father, aid, 270 
(Whoſe fame and ſafety was her conſtant care 
In ev'ry danger and in ev'ry war: _ 
Never on man did heav'nly favour ſhine 
With rays fo ſtrong, diſtinguiſh'd and divine, 
As thoſe with which Minerva mark'd thy tire), 275 
So might the love thee, fo thy foul inſpire ! 
Soon ſhou'd their hopes in humble duſt be laid, 
And long oblivion of. the bridal bed. | 
Ah! no ſuch hope (the prince with ſighs replies) 
Cun touch my brealt; that blefhng heav'n denies. 280 
Ev'n by celeſtial favour were it giv'n, 
Fortune or fate wou'd croſs the will of heav'n. 
What words are theſe, and what imprudence thine ? 
{Thus interpos'd the martial maid divine): 
Forgetful youth! but know, the meu above 285 
"With eaſe can ſave each object of his love; 
Wide as his will, extends his boundleſs grace; 
Nor loſt in time, nor circumſcrib'd by place. 
{Iappicr his lot, who, many ſorrows paſt, 
Long lab'ring gains his natal ſhore at laſt; 290 
han who, too ſpeedy, haites to end his life 
By ſome ilern ruthan, or adult'rous wife. 
Death only is the lot which none can miſs, 
And all is pollible to heav'n, but this. | 
Ihe beſt, the deareſt fav'rite of the tky 295 
Mutt taite that cup, for man is born to die. 
"has check'd, reply'd Ulvſles' prudent heir: 
Nleutor, no moure—the mournful thought ſorbear: 
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For he no more muſt draw his country's breath, 
Already ſnatcl'd by fate, and the black doom ot death ! 
Paſs we to other ſubje Ks; ar engage 301 
On themes remote the vdenersble age: 
(Who tirice has ſcen the periha be Kind ? 
Of men decay, and tbro* three ages thin'd, 
Like gods myjeltic, and like pods in mind). 3055 
For muct he knows, and jutt concluſions draws 
From various precedents, and various laws. 

0 ſon of Nelcus! awful Neſtor, tell 

How he, the mighty Agamemnon fell ? 

zy what ſtrange fraud /Z oy hn wroupht, relate, 310 
(By force he could not) ſuck a hero's tate ? 

Liv'd Menelaus not in Greece ! or where 

Was then the martial brother's pious care? 

Coulcmn'd perhaps ſome foreiga ſhore to tread 

Or ſure AEgyſthus had not dard the deed. 315 

To whom the full of days. Iitultrious youth, 

Att-nd (tho' partly thou haft gueſt) the tut, 

For had the martial Menelaus found 

The ruffian breathing yet on Argive ground; 

Nor earth had bid his carcaſe from the {kies, 320 
Nor Grecian virgins ſhriek'd his obſequies, 

But fowls abſcene diſmember'd his remains, 

And dvgs bad torn him on the naked plains. 

While us the works of bloody Mars eraploy'd, 

The wanton youth inglorious peace enjoy'd ; 325 
He ſtretch'd at eaſe in Argos calm receſs, 

(Whoſe ſtately ſteeds luxuriant paſtures bleſs), 

With flattery's inſiauating art 

Sooth'd the frail queen, and poiſon'd all her heart. 
At firſt with worthy ſhame and decent pride, 330 
The royal dame his lawleſs ſuit deny'd. 

For virtue's image yet poſſeſt her mind, 
Vaught by a maſter of the tuneful kind: 

Atrides, parting for the 'Trojan war, 


Conſign'd the youthful confort to his care. 335 


True to his charge, the bard preſerv'd her long 
lu bonour's limits; ſuch the pos'r of ſang, 
But when the gods theſe objects of their hate 
Dragg'd to deſtruction, by the links of fate; 
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The bard they baniſh'd from his native ſoil, 

And left all helpleſs in a deſert iſle; 

There he, the tweeteſt of the ſacred train, 

Dung dying to the rocks, but ſung iu vain, 

Then virtue was no more; ber guard away, 

She tell, to luſt a voluntary prey. 

'n to the temple ſtalk'd th? adult'rous ſpouſe, 

V. ith impious thanks and mockery of vows, 

With images, with garments, and with gold, 

And od'ruus fumes — loaded altars roll'd. 
Mean time from flaming; 'Troy we cut the way, 

V/ith Menclaus, thro? the curling fea. 

But when to Sunium's ſacred point we came, 

Crown'd with the temple of th' Athenian dame; 

Airdes* pilot, Phrontes, there expir'd ; 

( Uihirontes, of all the fons of men admir'd 

o itcer the bounding bark with ſteady toil, 

When the form thickens, and the billows boil), 

While yet he exercis'd the ſteerman's art, 

Apollo touch'd him with his gentle dart ; 

Evu with the rudder in his hand he fell. 

"Fo pay whoſe honours to the ſhades of bell, 

We check*d our haite, by pious office bound, 

nl laid our old companion in the ground, 


And now, the rites diſcharg'd, our courſe we keep 


Var on the gloomy boſom of the dgep : 

Soon as Maliea's milty tops ariſe, 

Sudden the Thund'rer blackens all the ſkies, 
And the winds whiſtle, and the ſurges roll 
Mountains on mountains, and obſcure the pole. 
"Phe tempeſt ſcatters, and divides our fleet; 
Part, the ſtorm urges on the coalt of Crete, 
Where, winding round the rich Cydonian plain, 
Phe {treams of Jardan iſſue to the main. 

Pere flands a rock, high, eminent and ſteep, 
WW hofe ſnaggy brow o'crhangs the ſhady deep, 
Anil views Gortyna on the weltern fide ; 

O this rough Aulter drove th' impetuous tide z 
With broken force the billows roll'd away, 
And heuv'd the Beet into the neighb'ring bay. 


345 


350 


355 


360 


363 


370 


375 


Thus fav'd from death, they gain'd the Pliueltan. ſhores, 
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340 


; But five tall barks the winds and waters toſt, 


Far from their fellows on the Egyptian coalt. 

There wander'd Menelaus thro? foreign ſhores, 

Amaſſing gold, and gath'ring naval itores ; 385 

While curſt Agyſthus the deteſted deed. 

By fraud fulhll'd, and his great brother bled. 

Sev'n years, the traitor rich. Mycenz ſway'd, 

And his (tern rule the groaning land obey'd ; 

"The eighth, from Athens to his realm reſtor' d, 390 

Oreſtes brandiſh'd the revenging ſword, 

Slew the dire pair, and gave to fun'ral flame 

The vile affafſin, and aduit*rous dame. 

That day, ere yet the bloody triumphs ceaſt, 

Return'd Atrides to the coalt of Greece, 395 

And ſafe to Argos” port his navy brought, 

With gifts of price and pondrous treaſure fraught. 

Hence warn'd, my fon beware ! nor idly land 

Loo long a ſtranger to thy native land; 

Le{t heedleſs abſence wear thy wealth away, 400 

While lawleſs feaſters in thy palace ſway; 

Perhaps may ſeize thy realm, and ſhare the ſpoil ; 

And thou return,. with diſappointed toil, 

From thy vain journcy, to a rifled iſle. { 

Howe'er, my friend, indulge one labour more, 405 

And ſeek Atrides on the Spartan ſhore. 

He, wand'ring long, a. wide circle made, 

And r nat ions has ſurvey'd ; 

And mcaſur'd tracts unknown to other thips, 

Amid the monſtrous wonders of the deeps ; 410 

(A length of ocean and unbounded ſky, 

Which. ſcarce the ſea-fowl in a year o'erfly) : 

Go then ; to Sparta take the watry way, 

I'hy ſhip and ſailors but for orders ftay ;. 

Or if by land thou chuſe thy courſe to bend, 415 

My iteeds, my chariots,. and my ſons attend: 

Thee to Atrides they ſhall ſafe convey, 

Guides of thy road, companions of thy way. 

Urge him with truth to 3 his free replies, 

And ſure he will: for Menclaus is wiſe. 420 
Thus while he ſpeaks, the ruddy ſun deſcends, 

And twilight grey her cy'ning ſhade extends. | 

3 Then 
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Then thus the blue-ey'd maid : O full of days! 
Wile are thy words, and juſt are all thy ways. 


Now immolate the tongues, and mix the wine, 425 


Sacred to Neptune and the pow'rs divine. 

Thc lamp of day is quench'd beneath the deep, 
Aud ſoft approach the balmy hours of fleep : 
Nor fits it to prolong the heav'nly feaſt, 


Timeleſs, indecent, but retire to reſt, 430 


50 ſpake Jove's daughter the celeſtial maid, 
The ſober train attended and obey'd. 
"The ſacred heralds on their hands around 


Pour'd the full urns ; the youths the goblets crown'd : 


From bowl to bowl the holy bev'rage flows; 435 
While to the final ſacrifice they roſe. 

The tongues they calt upon the fragrant flame, 

And pour, above, the conſecrated ftream. 

And now, their thirit by copious draughts allay'd, 


The youthful hero and th* Athenian maid 440 


Propoſe departure from the finiſh'd rite, 

And in their hollow bark to paſs the night : 

But this the hoſpitable ſage deny'd. 

Ferbid it, Jove ! and all the gods! he ery'd, 

Thus from my walls the much-lov'd fon to fend 445 
Of ſuch a bero, and of ſuch a friend! | 

Me, as ſome needy peaſant, would ye leave, 

Whom heav'n denies the bleſſing to relieve ? 

Me would ye leave, who boait imperial ſway, 

When beds of royal itate invite your ſtay ? 450 
No—long as life this mortal ſhall inſpire, 

Or as my children imitate their fire, 

Here ſhall the wand'ring ſtranger find his home, 

And hoſpitable rites adorn the dome. 

Well hait thou ſpoke, (the blue-ey'd maid replies), 
Belov'd old man! benevolent, as wile, 456 
Be the kind dictates of thy heart obey'd, 

And let thy words Telemachus perſuade : 

He to thy palace {hall thy ſteps purſue ; 

I to the ſhip, to give the orders due, 460 
Preſcribe directions, and confirm the crew. 

For I alone ſuſtain their naval cares, 

Who boalt experience from theſe filver hairs 
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All youths the reſt, whom to this journey move 
= Like years, like tempers, and their prince's love. 465 
425 There in the veſſel thall I paſs the night 
And ſoon as moruing paints the fields of light, 
I go to challenge from the Caucons bold, 
A debt, contracted in the days of old. 
But this thy gueit, receiv'd with friendly care, 47S 
30 Let thy ſtrong courlers ſwift to Sparta bear 
Prepare thy chariot at the dawn of day, 
And be thy fon compamion of his way, 
3 Then turning with the word, Minerva flies, | 
d: And ſoars an eagle thro? the liquid ſkies, 475 | 
35 © Viſion divine! the throng'd ſpectators gaze, 
In] holy wonder fixt and {till amaze. 
Put chief the rev'reud ſage admir'd; he took | 
Ihe hand of young Telemachus, and ſpoke. | 
v3 Oh happy youth! and favour'd of the ſkies, 480 | 
Diſtinguiſh'd care of guardian deities ! | 
Whoſe early years for future worth engage 
No vulgar manhood, no ignoble age: 
For lo! none other of the court above 
Than ſhe, the daughter of almighty Jove, 485 
5 Puallas herſelf, the war-triumphant maid, 
= Confeſt is thine, as once thy father's aid. 
4 So guide me, goddeſs ! ſo propitious ſhine 
On me, my confort, and my royal line! 
if A yearling bullock to thy name ſhall ſmoke, 490 | 
'* TUntam'd, unconſcious of the galling yoke, | 
With ample forchead, and yet tender l-;rns, 
© Whoſe budding honours ductile gold adorns. 
1 Submiſſive thus the hoary lire preterr'd 
His holy vow: the fav'ring e heard. 495 
Then ſlowly riſing, o'er the ſandy ſpace 
ty Precedes the father, follow'd by his race, 
(A long proceſſion) timely marching home 
In comely order to the regal dome. 
There, when arriv'd, on thrones around him plac'd, 
Bis ſons and grandfons the wide circle grac'd. 501 
* To theſe the hoſpitable ſage, in ſign 
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Of ſocial welcome, mix'd the racy wine : 

(Late from the mellowing caſk reſtor'd to light, 

7 By ten long years refin'd, and roſy bright). 505 
25 | To 


44 HOMER's ODYSSEY. Book III. 


To Pallas high the foaming bowl he crown'd, 
And ſprinkled large libations on the ground. 
Each drinks a full oblivion of his cares, 
And to the gifts of balmy ſleep repairs. 
Deep in a rich alcove the prince was laid, 510 
And ſlept beneath the pompous colonade; 
Faſt by his ſide Piſiſtratus lay ſpread, 
(In age his equal), on a ſplendid bed: 
Bit in an inner court, ſecurely clos'd, 
Ihe rev'rend Neſtor and his queen repos'd. 515 
When now Aurora, daughter of — 
With roſy luſtre purpled o' er the lawn; 
The old man early roſe, walk'd forth, and ſat 
On poliſh'd {tone before his palace gate: 
With unguents ſmooth the lucid marble ſhone, 520 
Where ancient Neleus fat, a ruſtic throne; 
But he deſcending to th' infernal ſhade, . 
Sage Neſtor fill'd it, and the ſeeptre ſway'd. 
His ſons around him mild: obeifance pay, 
And duteous take the orders of the day. 525 
Firſt Echephron and Stratus quit their bed; 
Then Perſeus, Aretus, and Thraſymed ; 
"The laſt Piſiſtratus aroſe from reſt; 
They came, and near him plac'd the ſtranger gueſt. 
To theſe the fenior thus declar'd his will: 530 
My ſons! the dictates of your fire fulfil. 
To Pallas, firſt of gods, prepare the feaſt, 
Who grac'd our rites, a more than mortal gueſt. 
Let one, deſpatchful, bid ſome ſwain to lead 
A well-fed bullock from the graſſy mead'; 535 
One ſeek the harbour where the veſſels moor, 
Aand bring thy friends, Telemachus ! aſhore, 
{ Leave only two the galley to attend) ; 
Another to Laerceus muſt we ſend, 
Artiſt divine; whoſe ſkilful hands infold- 549 
The victim's horn with circumfuſile gold. 
The reſt may here the pious duty ſhare, 
And bid the handmaids for the feaſt prepare, 
The ſeats to range, the fragrant wood to bring, 
And limpid waters from the living ſpring. $45 
He ſaid, and buſy each his care beltow'd ; 
Already at the gates,the bullock low'd, 
Already 
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Already came the Ithacenſian crew, 

The dext'rous ſmith the tools already drew: 

His pond'rous hammer, and his anvil ſound, 550 
And the ſtrong tongs to turn the metal round. 

Nor was Minerva abient from the rite, 

She view'd her honouts, and enjoy'd the fight. 


Which round th” iatorted horas the gilder roll'd; 
So wrought, as Pallas might with pride behold. 556 
Young Aretus from forth his bridal bow'r / 5 


With rev'rend hand the king pretents the gold, 5 


Brought the full Javer, o'er their hands to pour, 

And caniſters of conſecrated flour. 

Stratius and Echephron the victim led; 560 
The ax. was hold by warlike Thraſymed, 

In act to ſtrike: before him Perſeus ſtood, 

The vaſe extending to receive the blood. 

The king himſelf initiates to the pow'r; 

Scatters with quiv'ring hand the facred flour, 565 
And the ſtream ſprinkles: from the curling brows 
The hair collected in the fire he throws. 

Soon as due vows on ev'ry part were paid, 

And ſacred wheat upon the victim laid, 

Strong Thraſymed diſcharg'd the ſpeeding blow 570 
Full on his neck, and cut the nerves in two. 

Down ſunk the heavy beaſt : the females round, 
Maids, wives, and matrons, mix a ſhrilling ſound. 

Nor ſcorn'd the queen the holy choir to join, 

(The ürſt-born ſhe, of old Clymenus' line; 575 


In youth by Neſtor lov'd, of ſpotleſs fame, 


And lov'd in age, Eurydice her name). 

From earth they rear him, ftruggling now with death; 
And Neitor's youngeſt ſtops the vents of breath. 

The foul for ever flies: on all ſides round 580 
Streams the black blood, and ſmokes upon the ground. 
'The beait they then divide, and difunite 

The ribs and limbs, obſervant of the rite : 

On theſe, in double cawls involv'd with art, 

The choicelt morſels lay from ev'ry part. 585 
The ſacred ſage before his altar Rands, 

Turns the burat-off 'ring with Ins holy hands, 

And pours the wine, and bids the flames aſpire ; 

The youth with inſtruments ſurround the fire, 
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The thighs now ſacritic'd, and entrails dreſt, 
Th' aſüſtants part tranfix, and broil the reſt. 
While theſe officious tend the rites divine, 
The laſt fair branch of the Neſtorean line, 
Sweet Polycaſte, took the pleating toi] 
To bathe the prince, and pour the fragrant oil. 
O'er his fair limbs a flow'ry velt he threw, 
And iſſu'd, like a god, to mortal view. 
His former ſeat betide the king he found, 
(His people's father, with his peers around); 
All plac'd at eaſe the holy banquet join, 
And in the dazzling goblet laughs the wine. 
The rage of thirk and hunger now ſuppreſt, 
The monarch turns him to his royal gueſt; 
Aad for the promis'd journey bids prepare 
The ſmooth-hair'd horſes, and the rapid car. 
Obſervant of his word, the word ſcarce ſpoke, 
'Uhe ſons obey, and join them to the yoke. 
Then bread and wine a ready handmaid brings, 
And preſents, ſuch as ſuit the ſtate of kings. 
The glitt'ring ſeat Telemachus aſcends z 
His Pithfu] guide Pifiſtratus attends ; 
With haſty hand the ruling reins he drew; 
He laſh'd the courſers, and the courſers flew. 
Beneath the bounding yoke alike they held 
Their equal pace, and ſmok'd along the field. 
The tow'rs of Pylos fink, its views decay, 
Firlds aſter fields fly back, till cloſe of day : 
Then ſunk the ſun, and darken'd all the way. 
To Pherz now, Diocleus' ſtately ſcat, 
{Of Alpheus' race), the weary youths retreat. 
His houfe affords the hoſpitable rite, 
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And pleas'd they fleep, (the bleſſing of the night). 


But when Aurora, daughter of the dawn, 
With roſy luftre purpled o'er the lawn; 
Again they mount, their journey to renew, 
And from the ſounding portico they flew. 
Along the waving fields their way they hold, 
The nelds receding as the chariot roll'd :. 
Then Oowly ſunk the ruddy globe of light, 
And o'ce the thaded lindicape ruſh'dthe night. 
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1 IV. 
Tur NN GUM EN T. 
The conference with Menclaus. 


Telemachas with Piſiſiratus arriving at Sparta, is he- 
ſpita My received by Menelaus, to whom he relates the 
cauſe of his coming, and learns fram him many particu- 
lars of what befel the Greeks ſiuce the deſtruction of Troy. 

He anvells more at large upon the prophecies of Proters 
to him in tis return, from which he acquaints Telema- 
cus, that Ulyſſes is detained in the ifland of Cabhpſa. 

In the mean time the ſuitors conſult to dre Telemachus 
in his voyage home. Penelope is affprifed of this, but 
coriferted in a dream by Pallas, in the ſnape 'of her 
After Ipthima. 


A ND now proud Sparta with their wheels reſounds, 
Sparta whoſe walls a range of hills ſurrounds : 
At the fair dome the rapid labour ends ; 
Where fat Atrides, midſt his bridal friends, 
With double vows invoking Hymen's pow'r, 5 
To bleſs his ſons and daughters nuptial hour. 

That day, to great Achilles' fon reſign'd, 
Hermione (the Pireft of her kind) 
Was ſcat to crown the long-protracted joy, 
Eſpous'd before the final doom of Troy: 10 
With fteeds and gilded cars, a gorgeous train, 
Attend the nymph to Phthia's diſtant reign. 
Mean while at home, to Megapenthes' bed 
The virgin-choir Alector's daughter led. 
Brave Megapenthes, from a ttoÞu amour 15 
To great Atrides' age his hand- maid bore: 
0 Helen's bed the gods alone aſſign 
Hermione, t' extend the regal line; 
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On whom a radiant pomp of graces wait, 
Reſembling Venus in attractive ſtate, 20 
While this gay friendly troop the King ſurround, 
With feſtival and mirth the roots . 
A bard amid the joyous circle ings 
High airs, attemper'd to the vocal ſtrings ; 
Whilit, warbling to the varied {train, advance 25 
Two ſprightly youths to form the bounding dance. 
'Twas then, that iſſuing thro? the palace gate 
The ſplendid car roll'd flow in regal ſtate: 
On the bright eminence young Neſtor ſhone, 
And fait belide him great Ulyſſes“ fon: 30 
Grave Eteoneus ſaw the pomp appear, 
And, ſpeeding, thus addreſs'd the royal ear. 
Two youths approach, whoſe ſemblant features prove 
Their blood devolving from the ſource of Jove. 
Is due reception deign'd, or muſt they bend 35 
Their doubtful courſe to ſeek a diſtant friend? 
Inſenſate! (with a ſigh the king replies), 
Too long, miſ-judging, have I thought thee wiſe: 
But ſure relentleſs folly ſteels thy breaſt, 
Obdurate to reje& the ſtranger gueſt; 40 
To theſe dear hoſpitable rites a foe, 
Which in my wand'rings oft reliev'd my woe: 
Fed by the bounty of another's board, 
Till pitying Jove my native realm reſtor'd 
Straight be the courſers from the car releaſt, 45 
Conduct the youths to grace the genial feaſt. 
The ſeneſchal rebuk'd in haſte withdrew ; 
With equal haſte a menial train purſue: 
Part led the courſers, from the car enlarg'd, 
Each to a crib with choiceſt grain ſurcharg'd, 50 
Part in a portico, profuſely grac'd 
With rich magniticence, the chariot plac'd : 
'Then to the dome the friendly pair invite, 
Who eye the dazzling roofs with valt delight ; 
Reſplendent as the blaze of ſummer-noon, 55 
Or the pale radiance of the midnight moon. 
From room to room their eager view they bend; 
Thence to the bath, a beauteous pile, deſcend ; 
Where a bright damſel-train attend the gueſts 
With liquid odours, aud embroider'd veits, 60 
Refreſh'd 
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Refreſh'd, they wait them to the how'r of ſtate, 

Where circled with his peers Atrides fat: 

Thron'd next the king, a fair attendant brings 

The purelt products of the cryſtal ſprings 

High on a maſly vaſe of filver mold, 

The burniſh'd laver flames with ſolid gold: 

In ſolid gold the pag vintage flows, 

And on the board a ſecond banquet roſe. 

When thus the king, with hoſpitable port : — 

Accept this welcome to the Spartan court; 

The waſte of nature Jet the feaſt repair, 

Then your high lineage and your names declare: 

Say from what ſcepter'd anceltry your claim, 

Recorded eminent in deathleſs fame ? 

For vulgar parents cannot ſtamp their race 

With ſignatures of ſuch majeſtic grace. 
Ceaſing, benevolent, he ſtraight aſſigns 

The =. portion of the choiceſt chines 

To each accepted friend: with grateful haſle 

They ſhare the honours of the rich repaſt. 

Suffic'd, ſoft-whiſp'ring thus to Neſtor's ſon, 

His head reclin'd, young Ithacus begun. 
View'!t thou unmov'd, O ever-honour'd molt ! 

Theſe prodigies of art, and wond'rous colt ! 

Above, beneath, around the palace ſhines 

The ſumleſs treaſure of exhauſted mines: 

The ſpoils of elephants the roofs inlay, 

And ſtudded amber darts a golden ray: 

Such, and not nobler, in the realms above 

My wonder dicates is the dome of Jove. 


The monarch took the word, and grave reply'd. 


Preſumptuous. are the vaunts, and vain the pride 
Of man, who dares in pomp with Jove conteſt, 
Unchang'd, immortal, and ſupremely bleſt! 


With all my affluence when my woes are weigh'd, 


F.nvy will own, the purchaſe dearly paid. 

For eight flow-circling years by tempeſt toſt, 

From Cyprus to the far Phenician coaſt, 

(Sidon the capital), I ſtretch'd my toil 

Thro' regions fatten'd with the flows of Nile. 

Next /Ethiopia's utmoſt bound explore, 

And the parch'd borders of th' Arabian ſhore; 
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Then warp my voyage on the ſouthern gales, 

O'er the warm Libyan wave to ſpread ny fails ; 

That happy clime ! where each revoiving year 105 
The teeming ewes a triple offspring bear; 

And two fair creſcents of tranſlucent horn 

The brows of all their young increaſe adorn : 

The ſhepherd ſwains, with ſure abundance bleſt, 

On the fat flock and rural dainties feaſt; 110 
Nor want of herbage makes the dairy fail, 

But ev'ry ſeaſon fills the foaming pail. 

Whilſt, heaping unwiſh'd wealth, I diſtant roam, 

"The beſt of brothers, at his natal home, | 
By the dire fury of a traitreſs wife, 115 
Ends the fad ev'ning of a ſtormy life: 

Whence with inceſſant grief my ſoul annoy'd, 

Theſe riches are poſſeſs'd but not enjoy'd! 

My wars, the copious theme of ev'ry tongue, 

To you, your fathers have recorded long: 120 
How fav'ring heav'n repaid my glorious toils 

With a ſack'd palace, and barbaric ſpoils. 

Oh! had the gods ſo large a boon deny'd, 

And life, the jult equivalent, ſupply'd 


To thoſe brave warriors, who, with glory fir'd, 125 


Far from their country in my cauſe expir'd! 

Still in ſhort intervals of pleaſing woe, 

Recardful of the friendly dues 1 owe, 

I to the glorious dead, for ever dear! 

Indulge the tribute of a grateful tear. 130 

But ot Ulyſſes— deeper than the reſt, 

That ſad idea wounds my anxious breaſt! 

My heart bleeds freſh with agonizing pain; 

The bowl, and taſteful viands tempt in vain, 

Nor fleep's ſoft pow'r can cloſe my ſtreaming eyes, 

When imag'd to my ſoul his ſorrows riſe. 136 

No peril in my cauſe he ccas'd to prove, 

His labours equall'd only by my love: 

And both alike to bitter fortune born, 

For him to ſuffer, and for me to mourn! 140 

Whether he wanders on ſome friendleſs coaſt, | 

Or glides in Stygian gloom a ee ghoit, 

No fame reveals; but, doubtful of his doom, 

lis good old lire with ſorrow to the tomb as 
h Declines 
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Declines his trembling ſteps ; untimely care 145 
Withers the blooming vigour of his heir; 
And the chaſte partner of his bed and throne, 
Waſtes all her widow'd hours in tender moan. 
While thus pathetic to the prince he ſpoke, 
From the brave youth the ſtreaming paſſien broke: 
Studious to veil the grief, in vain repreit, 151 
His face he ſhrouded with his purple veſt. 
The conſcious monarch pierc'd the coy diſguiſe, 
And view'd his filial love with valt ſurpriſe; 
Dubious to prels the tender theme, or wait I55 
To hear the youth inquire his father's fate. 
In this ſuſpenſe bright Helen grac'd the room; 
Before her breath'd a gale of rich perfume. 
N So moves, adorn'd with each attractive grace, | 
4 The ſilver-ſhafted goddeſs of the chace ! 16@ 
i} The ſeat of majelty Adraſte brings, 
| With art illuſtrious, for the pomp of kings. 
1 To ſpread the pall (beneath the regal chair) 
| Of ſofteſt woot, is bright Alcippe's care. 
A ſilver caniſter divinely wrought, 165 
In her foft hands the beauteous Phylo brought: 
To Sparta's queen of old the radiant vaſe 
Alcandra gave, a pledge of royal grace: 
For Polybus her lord, (whoſe ſov'reign {wa 
The wealthy tribes of Pharian Thebes obey), 170 
Whea to that court! Atrides came, careſt 
With vaſt munificence th? imperial gueſt: 
Two lavers from the richeſt are retin'd, 
With filver tripods, the kind hoſt aſſign'd; 
And bounteous, from the royal treaſure told 175 
Ten equal talents of refulgent gold. 
Alcandra, conſort of his high command, 
A golden diſtaff gave to Helen's hand; 
And that rich rf. 0 with living ſculpture wrought, _ 
Which heap'd with wool the beauteous Phylo brought: 
The, ſilken fleece impurpl'd for the loom, 181 
Rival'd the hyacinth in vernal bloom. 
The ſov'reign ſeat then Jove-born Helen preſs'd, 
And pleaſing thus her ſcepter'd lord addreſs'd. 
Who grace our palace now? that friendly pair, 185 
2 Speak they their lineage, or their names declare? 
E 2 Uncertain- 
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Uncertain of the truth, yet uncontrollPd 
Hear me the bodings of my breaſt unfold. 
With wonder rapt, on yonder cheek | trace 
Ihe features of the Ulyſſcan race: 199 
Diffus'd o'er each reſembling line appear, 
In juſt ümilitude, the grace and air 
Ot young Telemachus! the lovely boy, 
Who blefs'd Ulyfles with a father's joy. 
What time the Greeks combin'd their ſocial arms, 
1” avenge the ſtain of my ill-fated charms ! 196 
Jult is thy thought, the king aſſenting cries, 
Methinks Ulyſſes rike⸗ my wond'ring eyes: 
Pull ſhines the father in the filial frame, 
Ilis port, his features, and his ſhape the ſame: 200 
Such quick regards his ſparkling eyes beſtow; 
Such wavy ringlets o'er his * flow! 
And when he cn the long difattrous [tore 
Of cares, which in my cauſe Ulyſſes bore; 
Diſmay'd, heart-wounded with paternal woes, 205 
Above reſtraint the tide of ſorrow roſe : 
Cautious to let the guſting grief appear, 
His purple garment veil'd the falling tear, 
Sce there confeſt, Piſiſtratus replies, 
The genuine worth of Ithacus the wiſe! 210 
Or that heroic fire the youth is ſprung, 
But modeſt awe hath chain'd his tim'rous tongue, 
thy voice, O king! with pleas'd attention heard, 
Is like the dictates of a god rever'd. 
With him at Neſtor's high command I came, 215 
Whoſe age I honour with a parent's name. 
By adverſe deſtiny conſtrain'd to ſue 
Yor counſel and redreſs, he ſues to you. 
Whatever ill the friendleſs orphan bears, 
Bereav'd of parents in his infant years, 220 
Still muſt the wrong'd "Velemachus ſuſtain, 
If hopeful of your aid, he hopes in vain : 
Affianc'd in your friendly pow'r alone, 
The youth would vindicate the vacant throne. 
Is Sparta bleſt, and theſe deſiring eyes 225 
View my friend's ſon ? (the king exulting cries) ; 
Son of my friend, by glorious toils approv'd, 
Whoſe ſword was ſacred to the man he lov'd: 
Mirrour 
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Mirrour of conſtant faith, rever'd and mourn'd !— 

When Troy was ruin'd, had the chief return'd, 230 
No Greek an equal ſpace had c' er poſſeſt, 

Of dear alfection, in my grateful breaſt. 

I, to confirm the mutual joys we ſhar'd, 

For his abode a capital prepar'd; 

Argos the ſeat of ſovereign rule I choſe 235 

Fair in the plan the future palace roſe, 

Where my Ulyſies and his race might reign, 

And portion to his tribes the wide domain. 

To them my vaſlals had reſign'd a ſoil, 

With teeming plenty to reward their toil. 240 

There with commutual zeal we both had {trove 

In acts of dear benevolence, - and love: 

Brotbers in peace, not rivals in command, 

And death aluae diſſolv'd the friendly band! 

Some envious pow'r the bliſsful ſcene deſtroys; 245 

Vaniſh'd are all the viſionary joys: 

The ſoul of friendſhip to my hope is loſt, 

Fated to wander from his natal coaſt ! 

He ceas'd; a guſt of grief began to riſe: _ 

Faſt ſtreams a tide from -beauteous Helen's eyes; 250 
Falt for the fire the filial ſorrows flow; 

The weeping monarch {wells the mighty woe: 

Thy cheeks, Piſiſtratus, the tears bedew, 

While pictur'd to thy mind appear'd in view 

Thy martial“ brother: on the Phrygian plain 255 
Extended pale, by ſwarthy Memnon {lain ! 

But Glence from the fon of Neſtor broke, 

And melting with fraternal pity ſpoke. 

Frequent, O king, was Neitor wont to raiſe 
And charm attention with thy copious praiſe: 260 
To crown thy various gifts, the fage allign'd 
The glory of a firm capacious mind: 

With that ſuperior attribute controul 

This unavailiag impotence of ſoul, 

Let not your roof with echoing grief reſound, 265 

Now for the feaſt the friendly bowl is crown'd : | 

But when from dewy ſhade emerging bright, 

Aurora {ireaks the ſky with orient light, 

Let each deplore his dead: the rites of woe 

Are all, alas! the hving can beſtow ; 270 
E 3 O'er 
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O'er the congenial duſt injoin'd to ſhear 

The graceful curl, and drop the tender tear. 

Then mingling in the mournful pomp with you, 

PII pay my brother's gholt a warrior's due, 

And nivurn the brave Antilochus, a name 275 

Not unrecorded in the rolls of fame: 

With ſtrength and ſpeed ſuperior form'd, in fight 

Lo face the foe, or intercept his flight: 

Too early ſnatch'd by fate ere known to me! 

1 boaſt a witneſs of his worth in thee. 280 
Young and mature! the monarch thus rejoins, 

In thee renew'd the ſoul of Neſtor ſhines : 

Form'd by the care of that conſummate ſage, 

In carly bloom an oracle of age. 


\Vhene'er his influence Jove vouchſafes to ſhow'r 285 


Yo bleſs the natal, and the nuptial hour; 
From the great fire tranſmifſive to the race, 
The boon devolving gives diſtinguiſh'd grace. 
Such, happy INeitor ! was thy glorious doom; 
Around thee full of years, thy offepring bloom, 290 
Expert of arms, and prudent in debate; 
he gifts of heav'n to guard thy hoary ſtate. 
But now let each becalin bis troubled breait, 
Wath, and partake ſerene the friendly feaſt. 
To move thy ſuit, Telemachus, delay, 295 
Pill hears revolving lamp reſtores the day. 

He ſaid, Aſphalion ſwift the laver brings; 
Alternate all partake the grateful ſprings; 
Then from the rites of purity repair, | 
ud with keen guſt the faviry viands ſhare. 300 
Mean time with genial joy to wurm the ſoul, 
Bright Helen mix'd a mirth-inſpiriug bow : 
Femper'd with drugs of fov'reign ule, t' aſſuage 
The boiling boſom of tumultuous rage; 
To clear the cloudy front of wrinkled care, 305 
And dry the tearful fluices of deiparr : 
Charm'd with that virtuous draught, th' exalted mind 
All ſenſe of woe delivers to the wind. 
"Cho? on the blazing pile his parent lay, 
Or a lov'd brother groan'd his life away, 310 
Or darling ſon, oppreſs'd by ruſfian- force, 

ell breathleſs at his feet, a mangled corie; | 
From 
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From morn to eve, impaſſive and ſerene, 

The man entranc'd would view-the deathſul ſcene. 
Theſe drugs, ſo friendly to the joys of life, 315 
Bright Helen learn'd from Thonc's imperial wife; 
Who ſway'd the ſceptre where prolific Nile 

With various {imples clothes the fatten'd ſoil. 

With wholeſome herbage mix'd, the direiul bane 

Of vegetable venom, tang the plain 320 
From Pon ſprung, their patron- god imparts 

To all the Pharian race his healing arts. 

The bev'rage now prepar'd t' inſpire the feaſt, 

The circle thus the beauteous queen addreſt. 

"Fhron'd in omnipotence, ſupremeſt Jove 325 

Tempers the fates af human race above; 

By the firm ſanction of his ſov'rcign will, 

Alternate are decreed our good or ill. 

o feallful mirth be this white hour aſſign'd, 

Aud ſweet diſcourſe, the banqu: t of the mind. 330 
Myſelf aſſiſting in the ſocial joy, 

WI tell Ulytſes' bold exploit in Troy: 

Sole witnels of the deed I now declare; 

Speak you (who ſaw) his wonders in the war. 

Seam?d o'er with wounds, which his own ſabre gave, 
[a the vile habit of a willage-flave, “ 236 
The toe deceiv'd, he paſs'd the tented plain, 

In Troy to mingle with the hoſtile train. 
In this attire ſecure from ſearching eyes, 
Jill haply piercing thro? the dark difguiie 340 
The chief I challeng'd ; he, whoſe practis' d wit 
Knew all the ſerpent-mazcs of deceit, 
Eludes my ſearch: but when his form I view'd 
Freſh from the bath with fragrant oils renew'd, 
His limbs in military purple drets'd ; 345 
Each bright 'ning grace the genuine Greek confeſs'd. 
A previous pledge of facred faith obtain'd, 
Till he the lines and Argive fleet regain'd, 
To keep his ſtay conceal'd ; ; the chief declar' d 
The plans of war againſt the town prepar'd. 350 
Exploring then the ſecrets of the itate 
He learn'd what beſt might urge the Dardan fate: 
And ſafe returning to the Grecian hoſt, 
Sent many a ſhade to Fluto's Greary coalt, 
Loud 
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Loud grief reſounded thro? the tow'rs of Troy, 355 
But my pleas'd boſom glow'd with fecret joy: 

For then with dire remorſe, and conſcious ſhame, 

I view'd th” effects of that diſaſtrous flame, 


Which, kindled by th' imperious queen of love, 


Conſtrain'd me from my native realm to rove : 362 


And oft in bitterneſs of ſoul deplor'd 
My abſent daughter, and my dearer lord; 
Admir'd among the firſt of human race, 
For ev'ry gift of mind, and manly grace. 

Right well, reply'd the king, your ſpeech diſplays 
The matchleſs merit of the chief you praiſe: 366 
Heroes in various chimes myſelf have found, 

For martial deeds, and depth of thought renown'd; 
But Ithacus, unrival'd in his claim, 

May boait a title to the Joudeit fame: 370 
In battle calm, he guides the rapid ſtorm, 

Wiſe to reſolve and patient to perform. 

What wond'rous conduct in the chief appear'd, 

When the vaſt fabric of the ſteed we rear'd ! 

Some demon, anxious for the T rojan doom, 375 
Urg'd you with great Deiphobus to come, 

T' explore the fraud; with guile oppos'd to guile, 
Slow-pacing thrice around th' intidious pile; 

Each noted Jeader's name you thrice invoke, 

Your accent varying as their fpouics ſpoke : 380 
The plealing ſounds cach latent warrior warm'd, 

But moſt Tydides' and my heart alarm'd: 

To quit the ſteed we both impatient preſs, 
Threut'ning to anſwer from the dark receſs, 

Unmovy'd the mind of Ithacus remain'd, 385 
And the vain ardours vf our love reitrain'd: | 
But Anticlus unable to controul, 

Spoke loud the language of his yearning foul : 
Ulyſſes flraight with indignation fir'd, 

(For fo the common care of- Greece requr'd), 390 
Firm to his lips his forceful hands apply'd, 

Till on his tongue the futt'ring murmurs dy'd. 

Mean time Minerva, from the fraudful horſe, 

Back to the court of Priam bent your courſe. 

Inclement fate! Telemachus rephes ; 395 
Frail is the boalted attribute of wiſe: 
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The leader mingling with the vulgar hoſt, 

Is in the common maſs of matter loſt! 

But now let {leep the painful waſte repair 

Of ſad reflection and corroding care. 400 
He ceas'd : the menial fair that round her wait, 

At Helen's beck, prepare the room of ſtate: 

Beneath an ample portico they ſpread 

The downy fleece, to form the ſlumb'rous bed; 

And, o'er ſoft palls of purple grain, unfold 405 

Rich tapeſtry, {tiff with inwoven gold: 

Then thro* th” illumin'd dome, to balmy reſt, 

TH obſcquious hereld guides each princely gueſt: 

While to his regal bow'r the king aſcends, 

And beauteous Helen on her lord attends. 410 
Soon as the morn, in orient purple dreſt, 

Unbarr'd the portal of the roſcate eaſt, 

The monarch roſe ; magnificent to view, 

TH imperial mantle o'er his veſt he threw; 

The glitt'ring zone athwart bis ſhoulders caſt, 415 

A. ſtarry falchion low-dependivg grac'd ; 

Claſp'd on his feet th* embroider'd ſandals ſhine ; 

And forth he moves, majeſtie and divine. 

Inſtant to young Pelemachus he preſs'd, 

And thus benevolent his ſpeech addreſs'd. 420- 
Say, royal youth, fincere of foul, report 

What cauſe hath led you to the Spartan court? 

Do public or domeſtic cares conſtruin 

This toilſome voyage o'er the ſurgy main? 
O highly-favour'd delegate of Jove! ; 425 

(Replies the prince); inflam'd with filial love, 

And anxious hope, to hear my parent's doom, 

A ſuppliant to your roval court I come. 

Our lov'reign feat a lewd uſurping race 

With lawlets riot and mifrule ditgrace 430 

To pamper'd infolence devoted fall | 

Prime of the flock, and civicelt of the ſtall: 

For wild ambition wings their bold dene, 

And all to mount th' imperial bed aſpire. 

ut proitrate J implore, oh King ! relate 435 

The mourniul ſerics of my father's fate: 

Each known diſaſter of the man diſcloſe, 

Born by his mother to a world of woes! 

| x Recite- 
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Recite them! nor in erring pity fear 
To wound with ftoried grief the filial ear: 440 
If e'er Ulyſſes, to reclaim your right, 
Avow'd his zeal in council or in fight, 
If Phrygian camps the friendly toils atteſt, 
To the hre's merit give the ſon's requeſt. 

Deep from his inmoſt ſou] Atrides figh'd, 445 
And thus indignant to the prince reply'd : 
Heav'nsz! would a ſoft, inglorious, d-itard train 
An abſent hero's nuptial joys profane ! 
Zo with her young, amid the woodland ſhades, 
A tim'rous hind the lion's court invades, 450 
Leaves in the fatal lair the tender fawns, 
Climbs the green cliff, or fecds the flow'ry lawns: 
Mean time return'd, with dire remorſeleſs ſway 
The monarch ſavage rends the trembling prey. 
With equal fury, and with equal fame, 455 
Ulyſſes ſoon ſhall re-afſert his claim. 
O Jove ſupreme, whom gods and men revere! 
And thou“, to whom *tis giv'n to gild the ſphere! 
With pow'r congenial join'd, propitious aid 
The chief adopted by the martial maid ! 460 
Such to our wiſh the warrior ſoon reſtore, 
As when conte:ding on the I.efbian ſhore 
His proweſs Philomelides conf-{s*d, 
And loud-acclaiming Greeks the victor bleſs'd: 
"Then ſoon th' invaders of his bed and throne, 465 
Their love preſumptuous ſhall with life atone. 
With patient ear, oli royal youth, attend 
The ſtoried labours of thy father's friend; 
Fruit ful of deeds, the copious tale is long, 
But truth ſevere ſhall dictate to my tongue: 470 
Learn what I heard the ſea-born ſcer relate, 
Whoſe eye can pitree the dark receſs of fate. 

Long on th' /.,yptian coaſt by calms conſin'd, 
Hcav'n to my fleet refus'd a proſp'rous wind; 
No vows had we preferr'd, nor victim ſlain! 475 
For this the gods each fav'ring gale reſtrain : 
Jealous, to ſee their lligh beheſts obey'd ; 
Severe, if men th' eternal rights evade. 
High o'er a gulfy ſea, the Phariaa ifle 
Fronts the deep roar of diſemboguing Nile: 480 
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Her diſtance from the ſhore, the courſe begun 
At dawn, and ending with the ſetting ſun, 
A galley meaſures; when the {tiffer gales 
Rite on the poop, and fully ſtretch Ga ſails. 
"There, anchor'd vellels fate in harbour ly, 
Whilit limpid ſprings the failing caſk ſupply. 
And now the tweatieth ſun, deſcending, laves 
His glowing axle in the weſtern waves; 
Still with expanded fails we court in vain 
Propitious winds to waft us o'er the main: 
And the pale mariner at once deplores 
His droopitig vigour, and exhauſted ſtores. 
When lo! a bright cœrulean form appears, 
The fair Eidothea! to diſpel my fears: 
Proteus her fire divine. With pity preſs'd, 
Me ſole the daughter of the deep addreſs'd ; 
What time with hunger pin'd, my abſent mates 
Roam the wild ifle in ſearch of rural cates, 
Bait the barb'd ſteel, and from the fiſhy flood 
Appeaſe th' afflictive fierce deſire of food. 5co 
Whoc'er thou art (the azure goddeſs eries) 
Thy conduct ill deſerves the praiſe of wiſe: 
Is death thy choice, or miſery thy boaſt, 
"Chat here inglorious on a barren coaſt 
Thy brave aſſociates droop, a meagre train, 505 
With famine pale, and aſk thy care in vain ? 
Struck with the kind reproach, I itraight reply; 
Whate'er thy title in thy native ſky, 
A goddeſs ſure! for more than mortal grace 
Speaks thee deſcendant of ethereal race : 510 
Deem not, that here of choice my fleet remains; 
Some heavenly pow'r averſe my ſtay conſtrains: 
O, piteous of my fate, vouchſaſe to ſhew, 
(For what's ſequeſter'd from celeſtial view?) 
What pow'r becalms th' innavigable ſeas? 515 
W hat guilt provokes him, and what vows appeaſe? 
I ceas'd, when affable the goddeſs cry'd; 
Obſerve, and in the truths I ſpeak conhide : 
Th' orac'lous ſeer frequents the Pharian coaſt, 
From whoſe high bed my birth divine I boall: 520 
Proteous, a name tremendous o'er the main, 
The delegate of Neptune's watry reign. 
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Watch with inſidious care his known abode ; 
There faſt in chains conſtrain the various god; 
Who bound, obedient to ſuperior force, 525 
Unerring will preſcribe your dettin'd courſe. 
If {tudious of your realms, you then demand 
Their ſtate, ſince laſt you lett your natal land; 
Initant the god obſequious will diſcloſe 
Bright wa of glory, or a cloud of woes. 530 
She ceas'd, and ſuppliant thus I made reply; | 
O goddeſs! on thy aid my hopes rely: 
Dictate propitious to my duteous ear, 
What arts can captivate the changeful ſeer ? 
For perilous th' affay, unheard the toil, 535 
'T” elude the preſcience of a god by guile. 
Thus to the goddeſs mild my ſuit 1 end. 
Then ſhe. Obedient to my rule, attend: 
When thro? the zone of heav'n the mounted ſun 
Hath journey'd half, and half remains to run; 540 
The ſeer, while zephyrs curl the ſwelling deep, 
Baſks on the breezy ſhore, in grateful ſſeep, 
His oozy limbs. Emerging from the wave, 
The Phocz ſwift ſurround his rocky cave, 
Frequent and full; the conſecrated train 545 
Of her“, whoſe azure trident awes the main: 
There wallowing warm, th' enormous herd exhales 
An oily ſteam, and taints the noontide gales. 
To that receſs, commodious for ſurpriſe, 
When purple light ſhall next ſuffuſe the ſkies, 556 
With me repair; and from thy warrior band 
Three choſen chiefs of dauntleſs ſoul command: 
Let their auxiliar force befriend the toi], 
For ſtrong the god, and perfected in guile. 
Stretch'd on the ſhelly ſhore, he tirit turveys 555 
The flouncing herd aſcending from the ſeas; 
Their number ſumm'd, repos'd in ſleep profound 
The ſcaly charge their guardian god ſurround : 
So with his batt'ning flocks the careful ſwain 
Abides, pavilion'd on the grafly plain. | 56S 
With pow'rs united, obitinately bold 
Invade him, couch'd amid the ſcaly fold: 
Inſtant he wears, eluſive of the rape, 
The mimic force of ev'ry ſavage ſhape: G 
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Or glides with liquid lapſe a murm'ring ſtream, 

Or wrapt in flame, he glows at ev'ry lunb. 

Yet {till retentive, with redoubled might 

Thro' each vain paſhve form conſtraiu his flight. 

But when, his native ſhape reſum'd, he ſtands 

Patient of conqueſt, aud your cauſe demands; 

The cauſe that urg'd the bold attempt declare, 

And ſooth the vauquiſh'd with a victor's pray'r. 

The bands relax'd, implore the ſeer to lay 

What godhead interdicts the watry way? 

Who ſtraight propitious, in prophevic ſtrain 

Will teach you to repaſs th' unmealur'd main. 

She ceas'd, and bounding from the ſhelfy ſhore, 

Round the deſcending nymph the waves redounding roar, 
High rapt in wonder of the future deed, 

With joy impetuous to the port I ſpeed: 

The wants of nature with repalt ſuffice, 

Till night with grateful ſhade involv'd the ſkies, 

And ſhed ambrotial dews. Falt by the deep, 

Along the tented ſhore, in balmy tleep, 

Our cares were loſt. When o'er the caſtern lawn, 585 

In ſaffron robes, the daughter of the dawn 

Advanc'd her roſy ſteps, before the bay 

Due ritual honours to the gods 1 pay: 

Then ſcek the place the ſca-born wymph aſſign'd, 

With thrce affociates of undaunted mind. 

Arriv'd, to form along th' appointed ſtraud 

For each a bed, ſhe ſeoops the hilly ſand: 

Then from her azure car the finny ſpoils 

Of four vait Phocz takes, to veil her wiles; 

Beneath the finny ſpoils extended prone, 

Hard toil! the prophet's piercing eye to ſhun: 

New from the corſe, the ſcaly frauds diffuſe 
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Unſav'ry ſtench of oil and brackiſh o0ze : 


But the bright ſea-maid's gentle pow'r implor'd, 
With nectar d drops the fick'ning ſenſe reſtor'd. 
Thus, till the ſun had travell'd half the ſkies, 
Ambulh'd we he, and wait the bold empriſe: 
When thronging thick, to baſk in open air, 
The flocks of ocean to the ſtrand repair: | 
Couch'd on the ſunny ſand, the monſters ſleep: 
Ihen Proteus, mounting from the hoary deep, 
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Surveys his charge, unknowing of deceit : 

(In order told, we make the ſum complete). 
Pleas'd with the falſe review, ſecure he lies, 
And leaden ſlumbers preſs his drooping eyes. 
Ruſhing impetuous forth, we ſtraight prepare 
A furious onſet with the ſound of war, 

And ſhouting ſeize the god: our force t' evade, 
His various arts he ſoon reſumes in aid : 

A lion now, he curls a ſurgy mane; 

Sudden, our bands a ſpotted pard reſtrain ; 


Then, arm'd with tuſks and lightuing in his eyes, 


A boar's obſcener ſhape the god belies : 
On {piry volumes, there, a dragon rides; 
Here, fr 
And, laſt, ſublime his ſtately growth he rears, 
A tree, and well-diſſembled fol'a e Wears. 
Vain efforts! with ſuperior pow'r compreſs'd, 
Me with reluctance thus the ſeer addreſs'd. 
Say, ſon of Atreus, ſay what god inſpir'd 
This daring fraud, and what the boon defir'd ? 
I thus: O thou, whoſe certain eye foreſees 
The fix'd event of fate's remote decrees; 
After long woes, and various toi] endur'd, 
Still on this deſert iſle my fleet is moor'd; 
Unfriended of the gales. All-knowing! ſay, 
What godhead interdicts the watry way? 
What vows repentaut will the pow'r appeaſe, 
To ſpeed a proſp'rous voyage o'er the ſeas? 
To Jove, (with ſtern regard the god replies), 
And all th” offended ſynod of the ſkies, 
Juſt hecatombs, with due devotion ſlain, 
Thy guilt abſoly'd, a proſp'rous voyage gain. 
To the firm ſanction of thy fate attend! 
An exile thou, nor cheering face of friend, 
Nor light of natal ſhore, nor regal dome 
Shalt yet enjoy, but ſtill art doom'd to roam. 
Once more the Nile, who from the ſecret ſource 
Of Jove's high ſeat deſcends with ſweepy force, 
Mult view his billows white beneath thy oar, 
And altars blaze along his ſanguine ſhore. 
Then will the gods, with holy pomp ador'd, 
To thy long yows a ſafe return accord, 
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He ceas'd: heart-wounded with alflictive pain, 


(Doom'd to repeat the perils of the main, 

A ſhelfy tract and long!) O ſeer, I cry, 

To the {tern ſanction of th' offended ſky 

My prompt obedience bows. But deigu to ſay, 

What fate propitious or what dire diſmay 

Suſtain thoſe peers, the reliques of our hoſt, 

Whom I with Neſtor on the Phrygian coaſt 

Embracing left? Muſt 1 the warriors weep, 

Whelm'd 1n the bottom of the monſtrous deep ? 

Or did the kind domeſtic friend deplore 

The breathleſs heroes on their native ſhore? 
Preſs not too far, reply'd the god ; but ceaſe 

To know, what known will violate thy peace: 

Too curious of their doom! with friendly woe 

Thy breaſt will heave, and tears eternal flow. 

Part live! the reſt, a lamentable train! 

Range the dark bounds of Pluto's dreary reign. 

Two, foremoſt in the roll of Mars renown'd, 
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Whoſe arms with conqueſt in thy cauſe were crown'd, 


Fell by diſaſtrous fate; by tempeſts toſt, 
A third lives wretched on a diſtant coaſt. 


By Neptune reſcu'd from Minerva's hate, 
On Gyr#, ſafe Oilean Ajax fat, 


670 


His ſhip o'erwhelm'd; but, frowning on the floods, 


Impious he roar'd defiance to the gods; 
To his own proweſs all the glory gave, 
The pow'r defrauding who vouchſaf'd to ſave. 
This heard the raging ruler of the main; 
His ſpear, indignant for ſuch high diſdain, 
He launch'd ; dividing with bis Deky mace 
Th' aerial ſummit from the marble baſe: 
The rock ruſh'd ſeaward with impetuous roar, 
Ingulf'd, and to th' abyſs the boaſter bore. 

By Juno's guardian aid, the watry vaſt, 
Secure of ſtorms, your royal brother paſt : 
Till coaſting nigh the cape where Malea ſhrouds 
Her ſpiry cliffs amid ſurrounding clouds, 
A whirling guſt, tumultuous, from the ſhore 
Acroſs the deep his lab'ring veſſel bore. 
In an ill-fated hour the coaſt he gain'd, 
Where late in regal * reign'd; 
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But when his hoary honours bow'd to fate, 

Agyſthus govern'd in paternal ſtate. 

"The furges now ſuhſide, the tempeſt ends; 

From lis tall ſhip the king of men deſcends: 

There fondly thinks the gods conclude his toil! 695 
Far from his own domain falutes the ſoil : 

With rapture oft the verge of Greece reviews, 

And the dear turf with tears of joy bedews. 

Him, thus exulting, on the diſtant ſtrand 

A ſpy ditinguiſh'd from his atry ſtand; 70, 
To bribe whoſe vigilance Ægyſthus told 
A mighty ſum of all- perſuading gold: 

There watch'd this guardian of has guilty fear, 

Pill the twelith moon had wheel'd her pale career; 
And now, admoniſh'd by his eye, to court, 705 
With terror wing*d, conveys the dread report. 

Of deat};ful arts expert, his lord employs 

"The miniſters of blood, in dark furprize; 

:\nd tweaty youths, in radiant ae ad, 

Cloſe ambult'd nigh the ſpacious hall he plac'd. 710 
Then bids prepare the hoſpitable treat: 

Vain ſhews of love to veil his felon hate! 

To grace the victor's welcome from the wars, 

A train of courſers and triumphal cars 

Magnificent he leads: the royal gueſt, 715 
Thoughtleſs of ill, accepts the fraudful feaſt. 

"Phe troop, forth iſſuing from the dark receſs, 

Wuh homicidal rage the king oppreſs! 

Zo, whilſt he feeds luxurious in the ſtall, 

"Che ſov'reign of the herd is doom'd to fall. 720 
The partners of his fame and toils at Troy, 

Around their lord, a mighty ruin! lye: 

Mix'd with the brave, the baſe invaders bleed; 

{4 gyithus ſole ſurvives to boaſt the deed. 

He faid: chill horrors ſhook my fhiv'ring ſoul, 725 

Rack'd with convulſive pangs in duft 1 roll; 

And hate, in madneſs of extreme deſpair, 

To view the ſun, or breathe the vital air. 

But when ſuperior to the'rage of woe 


I {Lood reſtor'd, and tears had ceas'd to flow; 730 


J.ement vi griet, the pitying god began 
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To fate's ſupreme diſpoſe the dead reſign, 

That care be fate's, a ſpeedy paſſage thine. 

Still lives the wretch who wrought the death deplor'd, 

But lives a victim for thy . * {word ; 736 

Unleſs with filial rage Oreſtes glow, 

And ſwift prevent the meditated blow: 

You timely will return a welcome gueſt, 

With him to ſhare the ſad funereal feaſt. 740 
He ſaid: new thoughts my beating heart employ, 

My gloomy ſoul receives a gleam of joy. 

A mags revives; and eager I addreſt 

The preſcient godhead to reveal the reſt, 

The doom decreed of theſe diſaſtrous two 745 

I've heard with pain, but oh ! the tale purſue; 

What third brave ſon of Mars the fates conſtrain 

To roam the howling deſert of the main? 

Or in eternal ſhade if cold he lies, | 

Provoke new ſorrow from theſe grateful eyes. 750 
That chief (rejoin'd the god) his race derives 

From Ithaca, and wond'rous woes ſurvives ; 

Laertes” ſon ; girt with circumfluous tides, 

He ſtill calamitous conſtraint abides. 

Him in Calypſo's cave of late I view'd, 755 

When ſtreaming grief his faded cheek bedew'd. 

But vain his pray'r, his arts are vain to move 

Th' enamour'd goddeſs, or elude her love: 

His veſſel ſunk, and dear companions loſt, 

He lives reluctant on a foreign coaſt. 760 

But oh, belov'd by heav'n! reſerv'd to thee | 

A happier lot the ſmiling fates decree : 

Free from that law, beneath whoſe mortal ſway 

Matter is chang'd, and varying forms decay; 

Elyſium ſhall be thine ; the bliſsful lains 765 

Of utmoſt earth, where Rhadamanthus reigns. 

Joys ever young, unmix'd with pain or fear, 

Fill the wide circle of th” eternal year: 

Stern winter {miles on that auſpicious clime : 

The fields are florid with unfading prime: 770 

From the bleak pole no winds inclement blow, 

Mould the round: hail, or flake the fleecy ſnow ; 

But from the breezy deep the bleſt inhale 

The fragrant murmurs of the weſtern gale, 
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his grace peculiar will the gods afford 775 

J% thee the fon of Jove, and beautcors Helen's lord. 
He ceas'd, and plunging in the vait profound, 

Beneath the god the whirling billows bound. 

Then ſpeeding back, involv'd in various thought, 

My friends attendi..z at the ſhore I ſought. 750 

Arriv'd, the rage of hunger we controul, 

TH night with filent thade inveits the pole; 

Ihen loſe the cares of lite in pleaſing ret. 

Soon as the morn reveals the roſeate eaſt, 

With ſails we wing the maſts, our anchors weigh, 785 

Unmoor the fleet, and ruſh into the fea. 

Rang'd on the banks, beneath our equal oars 

Winte curl the waves, and the vex'd ocean roars. 

Then fteering back ward from the Pharian iſle, | 

We gain the {tream of Jove-deſcended Nile: 790 

There quit the ſhips, and on the deſtin'd ſhore 

With ritual hecatorabs the gods adore: 

Their wrath aton'd, to Agamemnon's name 

A cenotaph J raiſe of deathleſs fame. 

Theic rites to piety and grief diſcharg'd, 795 

The friendly gods a ſpringing gale enlarg'd : 

"The Beet ſwiit tilting o'er the furges flew, 

'i! Grecian cliſis appear*d, a blifsful view! 
Thy patient ear hath heard me long relate 

A {tory fruitful of difattrous fate : 800 

And now, young prince, indulge my fond requelt ; 

Be Sparta bonour'd with his royal gueſt, 

Pill from his eaſtern goal, the joyous ſun 

His twelfth diurnal race begins to run. 

Mean time my train the friendly gifts prepare, 805 

Three ſprightly courfers, and a poliſh'd car: 

With theſe, a goblet of capacious mold, 

Fig ed with art to dignity the gold, 

(Form'd for libation to the gods), ſhall prove 

A pledge and monument of facred love. $10 
My quick return, young Ithacus rejoin'd, 

Damps the warm wifhes of my raptur'd mind: 

Did not my fate my needful haſte conſtrain, 

Charm'd by your ſpeech, fo graceful and humane, 

Loft in delight the circling year would roll, 815 

While deep attention. fix'd my liſt'ning ſoul. 


But 
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Rut now to Pyle permit my deſtin'd way, 
My lov'd affociates chide my long delay : 

In dear remembrance of your royal grace, | 
I take the preſent of the promis'd vale; 820 4 
The courſers for the champaiga tports retain | 
That gift our barren recks will render vain ; 
Horrid with cliffs, our meagre land allows 
Thin herbage for the mountain-goat to browze, 1 
But neither mead nor plain — to feed 825 ; 1 


The ſprightly courſer, or indulge his ſpeed: 
To ſea- ſurrounded realms the gods aſſign 
Small tracts of fertile lawn, the leaſt to mine. 
His hand the King with tender paſſion preſs'd, 
And ſmiling l © royal youth addreſs'd-. 830 = | 
O early worth ! a ſoul ſo wiſe, and young, 18 
Proclaims you from the ſage Ulyſles ſprung, 1 
Selected from my ſtores, of matchlais price, | | 
An urn ſhell recompenſe your prudent choice: I 
Not mean the maſfy mold of filver, grac'd 835 1 
By Vulcan's art, the verge with gold enchas'd; 1 
A pledge the ſcepter'd pow'r of Sidon gave, i 
When to his realm I plough'd the oricat wave. 
Thus they alternate; whule with artful care if 
The menial train the regal feaſt prepare: 840 | 


The firſtlings of the flock are doom'd to die; 

Rich fragrant wines the cheering bowl ſupply ; 1 

A female band the gift of Ceres bring z 1 

And the gilt roofs with genial triumph ring. il 
Mean while, in Ithaca, the ſuitor-pow'rs. 845 

In active games divide their jovial hours : 

In areas vary'd with moſaic art, 

Some whirl the diſk, and ſome the jav'lin dart. 

Atde, ſequeſter'd from the vaſt reſort, 


Antinous ſat ſpectator ef the ſport ; $50 
With great Eurymachus, of worth confeſt, 

And high deſcent, ſuperior to the reſt; 

Whom young Noemon lowly thus addreſt. 


My ſhip, equipp'd within the neighb'ring port, 1 
The prinoe, departing for the Pylian court, 855 «| 
Requeſted for his ſpeed; but courteous, ſay 4 
When ſteers he home, or wby this long delay? 
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For Elis I ſhould ſail with utmoſt ſpeed, 


T' import twelve mares which there luxurious feed, 

And twelve young mules, a ſtrong laborious race, 860 

New to the plough, unpractis'd in the trace. 
Unknowing of the courſe to Pyle deſign'd, 

A ſudden horror ſeiz'd on either mind: 

The prince in rural bow'r they fondly thought, 

Numb'ring his flocks and herds, not far remote. 865 

Relate, Antinous cries, devoid of guile, 

When ſpread the prince his ſail for diſtant Pyle ? 

Did choſen chiefs acroſs the gulfy main 

Attend his voyage, or domeſtic train? | 

Spontaneous did you ſpeed his ſecret courſe, . 870 

Or was the veſſel ſeiz'd by fraud or force? 
With willing duty, not reluctant mind, 

(Noëmon cry'd), the veſſel was reſign'd. 

Who in the balance with the great affairs 

Of courts preſume to weigh their private cares? 875 

With him, the peerage next in pow'r to you, 

And Mentor, captain of the lordly crew, 

Or ſome celeſtial in his rev'rend form, 

Safe from the ſecret rock and adverſe ſtorm, 

Pilots the courſe : for when the glimm'ring ray 880 

Of yeſter dawn diſclos'd the enter day, 

Mentor himſelf I ſaw, and much admir'd.— 

Then ceas'd the youth, and from the court retir'd. 
Confounded and appall'd, th' untiniſh'd game 

The ſuitors quit, and all to council came : 885 

Antinous firſt th' aſſembled peers addreſt, 

Rage ſparkling in his eyes, and burning in his breaſt. 

ſhame to manhood! ſhall one 8 boy 

The ſcheme of all our happineſs deſtroy * 

Fly unperceiv'd, feducing half the flow'r 890 

Of nobles, and invite a Beige pow'r? 

The pond'rous engine rais'd to cruſh us all, 

Recoiling, on his , an is fure to fall. 

Inſtant prepare me, on the neighb'ring ſtrand, 

With twenty choſen mates a veſſel mann'd; 89 5 

For ambuſh'd cloſe beneath the Samian ſhore 

His ſhip returning ſhall my ſpies explore: 

He ſoon his raſhneſs ſhall with life atone, 

Seek for his father's fate, but find his own. 


With 
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With vaſt applauſe the ſentence all approve; 900 
Then riſe, and to the feaſtſul hall remove: 5 
Swift to the queen the herald Medon ran, 

Who heard the conſult of the dire divan: 
Before her dome the royal matron ſtands, , 
And thus the meſſage of his hafte demands. 905 

What will the ſtors? mult my ſervant train 
Th' allotted labours of the day refram, 

For them to form ſome exquiſmte repait ? 

Heav'n grant this feſtival may prove their laſt! 

Or if they til] mult live, from me remove 910 
The double plague of luxury and love! 

Forbear, ye ſous of inſolence! forbear 

In riot to conſume a wretched heir. 

In the young ſoul Hluſtrious thought to raiſe, 

Were ye not tutor'd with Ulyſſes“ praiſe? 915 
Have not your fathers oft my lord detin'd, 

Gentle of ſpeech, beneficent of mind ? 

Some kings with arbitrary rage devour, 

Or in their tytant minions veit the pow'r: 

Ulyſſes let no partial favours fall; 920 
The people's parent, he protected all: | 
But abſeat. now, pertidious and ingrate ! 

His ſtores ye ravage, and uſurp his tate, 

He thus: O were the woes you ſpeak the worſt ! 
They form a deed more odious and accurſt; 925 
More dreadful than your boding ſoul di viues: 

But pitying Jove avert the dire deligns! 

The darling object of yaur royal care 

Is mark'd to periſh in a deathful ſnare; 

Before he anchors in his native port, 930 
From Pyle re- failing and the Spartan court; | 
Horrid to fpeak! in ambuſh is decreed 

The hope and heir of Ithaca to bleed! 

Sudden ſhe ſunk beneath the weighty woes, 

The vital ſtreams a chilling horror . 935 
The big round tear ſtands trembling in her eye, 

And on her tongue imperfect accents dye. 

At length, in tender language, interwove 

With tghs, ſhe thus expreſs'd her anxious love. 

Why raſhly wou'd my ſon his fate explore, 949 
Ride the wid waves, and quit the ſaler ſhore? 


Did 
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Did he, with all the greatly wretched, crave 
A blank oblivion, and untimely grave ! 

Tis not, reply'd the ſage, to Medon giv'n 
To know, if ſome inhabitant of heav'n, ; 


In his young breaſt the daring thought inſpir'd; 


Or if alone with filial duty tir'd, 
The winds and waves he tempts in early bloom, 
Studious to learn his abſent father's doom. 
The ſage retir'd: unable te controul 
The mighty griefs that ſwell her lab'ring ſoul, 
Rolling convulſive on the floor, is ſeen 
The piteous object of a proſtrate queen. 
Words to her dumb complaint a pauſe ſupplies, 
And breath, to waſte in unavailing cries. 
Around their ſov'reign wept the menial fair, 
To whom ſhe thus addreſs'd her deep deſpair. 
Behold a wretch whom all the gods conſign 
To wo! Did ever ſorrows equal mine ? 
Long to my joys my deareſt lord is loſt, 
His country's buckler, and the Grecian boaſt : 
Now from my fond embrace, by tempeſts torn, 
Our other column of the ſtate is borne: 


Nor took a kind adieu; nor ſought conſent !— 


Unkind confed'rates in his dire intent! 

Ill ſuits it with your ſhews of duteous zeal, 

From me the purpos'd voyage to conceal : 

Tho' at the PA ul midnight hour he roſe, 

Why did you fear to trouble my repoſe? 

He either had obey'd my fond deſire, 

Or ſeen his mother pierc'd with grief expire. 

Bid Dolius quick attend, the faithful ſlave 

Whom to my nuptial train Icarius gave, 

To tend the fruit-groves: with inceſſant ſpeed 

He ſhall this violence of death decreed 

To good Laertes tell, Experienc'd age 

May timely intercept the ruffian rage, 

Convene the tribes, the murd'rous plot reveal, 

And to their pow'r to ſave his race appeal. 
Then Euryclea thus. My deareſt dread! 

Tho? to the ſword 1 bow this hoary head, 

Or if a dungeon be the pain decreed, 

I own me conſcious of th' unpleaſing deed: 
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Auxiliar to his flight, my aid implor'd, 

With wine and viands I the veſſel ſtor'd: 

A ſolemn oath impos'd, the ſecret ſeal'd, 

Till the twelfth dawn the light of heav'n reveal'd. 
1 th' effect of a fond mother's fear, 


He dar'd not violate your royal ear. 


But bathe, and in imperial robes array'd, 4 
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985 


Pay due devotions to the martial maid “, 

And reſt affianc'd in her guardian aid. 

Send not to good Laertes, nor engage 

In toils of ſtate the miſeries of age: 

"Tis impious to ſurmiſe, the pow'rs divine 995 
To ruin doom the Jove-deſcended line: 

Long ſhall the race of juſt Arceſius reign, 

And iſles remote enlarge his old domain. 

The queen her ſpeech with calm attention hears, 
Her eyes reſtrain tho filver-ſtreaming tears : 1000 
She bathes, and rob'd, the ſacred dome aſcends ; 

Her pious ſpeed a female train attends ; 
The ſalted cakes in caniſters are laid, 
And thus the queen invokes Minerva's aid. 
Daughter divine of Jove, whoſe arm can wield 1005 


'Th* avenging bolt, and ſhake the dreadful ſhield ! 
If e'er Ute to thy fane preferr'd 


The beſt and choicett of his flock and herd; 
Hear, goddeſs, hear, by thoſe oblations won; 
And for the pious ſire preſerve the ſon: 

His wiſh'd return with happy pow'r befriend, 
And on the ſuitors let thy wrath deſcend. 

She ceas'd: ſhrill eeſtaſies of joy declare 
The fav'ring goddeſs preſent to the pray'r: | 
The ſuitors heard, and deem'd the mirthful voice 1015 
A ſignal of her hymenzal choice: 

Whilit one moſt jovial thus accoſts the board: 

« 'Too late the queen ſelects a ſecond lord; 

„ In evil hour the nuptial rite intends, 

« When o'er her ſon diſaſtrous death impends.” 1020 
Thus he, unſkill'd of what the fates provide! 

But with ſevere rebuke Antinous cry'd. 

Theſe empty vaunts will make the voyage vain 
Alarm not with diſcourſe the menial train; 
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The great event with ſilent hope attend; 1025 
Our deeds alone our counſel muſt commend, 

His ſpeech thus ended ſhort, he frowning roſe, 
And twenty chiets renown'd for valour choſe: 
Down to the fraud he ſpeeds with haughty itrides, 
Where anchor'd in the bay the veſſel rides, 1030 
Replete with mail and military ftore, 
In all her tackle trim to quit the ſhore. 
The deſp'rate crew aſcend, unfurl the fails ; 
(The ſca-ward prow invites the tardy gales) ; 
Then take repaſt, till Heſperus difplay'd 1035 
His golden curclet in the weſtern ſhade. 

Mean time the queen, without refe&tion due, 

Heaurt-wounded, to the bed of ſtave withidrew : 

In her ſad breaſt the prince's fortunes roll, 

And hope and doubt alternate feize her ſoul. 1040 
So when the woodman's toil her cave ſurrounds, 

And with the hunter's cry the grove reſounds; 

With grief and rage the mother lion ſtung, 

Fearleis herſelf, yet trembles for her young. 

While penſive in the ſilent ſlumb'rous ſhade, 1045 
Sleep's gentle pow'rs her drooping eyes invade; 
Minerva, liſe-like, on embody'd air 
Impreſs'd the form of Iphthima the fait: 

(Icarius' daughter ſhe, whoſe blooming charms 

Allur'd Eumelus to her virgin arms; 1050 
A ſcepter'd lord, who o'er the fruitful plain 

Of Theſſaly wide-ſtretch'd his ample reign). 

As Pallas will'd, along the fable tkies 

"Vo calm the queen the phantom filter flies. 

Swift on the regal dome deſcending right, 1055 
The bolted valves are pervious to her flight. 

Cloſe to her head the pleaſing viſion ſtands, 

And thus performs Minerva's high commands. 

O why, Penelope, this cauſeleſs fear, 

To render ſleep's ſoft bleſſing unkncere ? 10 66 
Alike devout to ſorrow's dire extreme, 

The day-reflection and the midnight-dream! 

Thy fon the gods propitious will reſtare, 

And bid thee ceale his abſence to deplore. 

To whom the queen, (whilſt yet her penſive mind 
Was in the Gent gates of ſleep conſin'd): 1066 

2 O litter, 
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O ſiſter, to my ſoul for ever dear, 

Why this firſt viſit to reprove my fear? 
How in a realm fo diſtant ſhould you know 
From what deep fource my ceaſeleſs ſorrows flow? 1070 
To all my hope my royal lord 1s lolt, 

His country's buckler, and the Grecian bonſt: 

And, with conſummate woe to weigh me down, 

The heir of all his honours and his crown, 

My darling ſon, is fled! an eaſy prey 1075 
To the fierce ſtorms, or men more tierce than they: 
Who in a league of blood affociates ſworn, 

Will intercept th' unwary youth's return. 

Courage reſume, the thadowy form reply'd, 

In the protecting care of heav'n confide: 1085 
On him attends the blue-ey'd martial maid; 

What earthly can implore a ſurer aid? 

Me now the guardian goddeſs deigns to ſend, 

To bid thee patient his return attend. 

The queen replies: If in the bleft abodes 1085 
A goddeſs, thou haſt commerce with the gods; 
Say, breathes my lord the bliſsful realm of hght, 
Or lies he wrapt in ever-during night ? 

Inquire not of his doomy the phantom cries, 
I ſpeak not all the counſel of the ſkies: 

Nor mult indulge with vain diſcourſe, or long, 
The windy ſatisfaction of the tongue. 

Swift thro' the valves the viſionary fair 
Repaſs'd, and viewleſs mix'd with common air. 
The queen awakes, deliver'd of her woes: 
With florid joy her heart dilating glows: 

The viſion, manifeit of future fate, 
Makes her with hope her ſon's arrival wait. 

Mean time the ſuitors plough the watry plain, 
Telemachus in thought already flain ! 

When ſight of leſs'ning Ithaca was loſt, 

Their ſail directed for the Samian coaſt, 

A ſmall but verdant ifle appear'd in view, 

And Aſteris th' advancing pilot knew: 

An ample port the rocks projected form, 

To break the rolling waves and ruffling ſtorm: 

That ſafe receſs they gain with happy ſpeed, 

And in cloſe ambuſh wait the murd'rous deed. 
G | 
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Tut ARGUMENT. 
The departure of Ulyſſes from Calypſo. 


Pallas in a council of the gods: complains of the detention 


of Ulyſſes in the iſland of Calypſo; whereupon Mere 
cury is fent to command his renal. The feat of Ca- 
Ivpſo dejcribed. She conſents with much difficulty, and 
Ulyſſes builds a veſſel with his can hands, on which he 
embarks. Neptune overtakes him with a terrible tem- 
feſt, in which he is ſhipwrecked, and in the laſt dau- 
ger of death; till Leucothea a ſea-goddeſs aſſiſts him, 


and, after innumerable perils, he gets aſhore en Pha- 


aca. 


HE ſaffron morn, with early bluſhes ſpread, 


Now rofe refulgent from 'Tithonus' bed; 


With new-born day to gladden mortal fight, 

An4 gild the courts of heav'n with ſacred light. 

"Chen met th” eternal ſynod of the ſky, 5 
Before the god who thunders from on high, | 5 
Supreme in might, ſublime in majeſty. 

Pallas, to theſe, deplores th' unequal fates 

Of wiſe Ulyſſes, and his toils relates; 

Her hero's danger touch'd the pitying pow'r, 10 
The nymph's ſeducements, and the magic bow'r. 


Thus ſhe began her plaint. Immortal Jove! 


And you who fill the bliſsful ſeats above! 

Let kings no more with gentle mercy ſway, 

Or bleſs a people willing to obey, 15 
But cruſh the nations with an iron rod, 

And ev\ry monarch be the ſcourge of God: 
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If from your thoughts Ulyſſes you remove, 
Who ruPd his ſubjects with a father's lose. | 
Sole in an iſle, encircled by the main, 20 
Abandon'd, baniſh'd from his native reign, 
Uubleſt he ſighs, detain'd by lawleſs charins, 
And preſs'd unwilling in Calypto's arms. 
Nor friends are there, nor veflels to couvey, 
Nor bars to cut th' immeaſurable way. 25 
And now fierce traitors, ſtudious to deftro 
His only ſon, their ambuſl''d fraud employ ; 
Who, pious, following his great father's fame, 
To ſacred Pylos and to Sparta came. 29 
What words are theſe ? (reply'd the pow'r who forms 
The clouds of night, and darkens heav'n with itorms) ; 
Is not already in thy ſoul decreed, 
The chief's return ſhall make the guilty bleed? 
What cannot wiſdom do? Thou may'l{t reſtore 
1 he fon in ſafety to his native ſhore ; 35 
While the fell focs who late iu ambaulh lay, 
With fraud defeated meaſure back their way. 
"Then thus to Hermes the command was giv'n, 
Hermes, thou choſen meſſcuger of heav'n ! 
Go, to the nymph be theſe our orders borne : 42 
"Tis Jove's decree Ulyſſes ſhall return: 
The patient man ſhall view his old abodes, 
Nor help'd by mortal hand, nor guiding gods: 
In twice ten days ſhall fertile Scheria find, 
Alone, and floating to the wave and wind. 45 
The bold Phzacians there, whoſe haughty line 
Is mixt with gods, half human, half divine, 
The chief ſhall honour as ſome heav'aly gueſt, 
And ſwift tranſport him to his place of reit. | 
His veſſels loaded with a plenteous ſtore 50 
Of braſs, of veſtures, and reſplendent ore; 
(A richer prize than it his joytul ifle 
Receiv'd him charg'd with lion's noble ſpoil) ; 
His friends, his country, he ſhall fee, tho' late; 
Such is our ſovereign will, and ſuch is fate. 55 
He ſpoke. The god who mounts the winged winds 
Fatt to his feet his golden piuions binds, 
That high thro? Felds of aw his flight ſuſtain 
O'er the wide earth, aud o'er the buundicls main. 
G 3 | Fe 


78 HOMER” ODYSBSEY. BookV. 


He graſps the wand that cauſes ſleep to fly, 60 
Or in ſoft ſlumber ſeals the wakeful eye: 

Then ſhoots from heav'n to high Pieria's ſteep, 

And ſtoops incumbent on the rolling deep. 

So watry fowl, that ſcek their fiſhy food, | 
With wings expanded o'er the foaming flood, 65 
Now ſailing ſmooth the level ſurface {weep, 

Now dip their pinions in the briny deep. 

Thus o'er the world of waters Hermes flew, 

Till now the diſtant iſland roſe in view: 

"Then ſwift aſcending from the azure wave, 70 
He took the path that winded to the cave. 

Large was the grot, in which the nymph he found, 
(The fair-hair'd nymph with ev'ry beauty crown'd); 
She fat and ſung ; the rocks reſound her lays ; 

he cave was brighten'd with a riſing blaze; 75 
Cedar and frankincenſe, an od'rous pile, 

Flam'd on the hearth, and wide pertum'd the ifle ; 
While the with work and ſong the time divides, 

And thro” the loom the golden ſhuttle guides. 
Without the grot, a various filvan ſcene 80 
Appear'd around, and groves of living 
Poplars and alders ever quiv'ring play'd, 
And nodding cypreſs form'd a fragrant ſhade 

On whoſe high branches, waving with the ſtorm, 

"Che birds of broadeſt wing their manſion form, 8 
The chough, the fea-mew, the loquacious crow, 

And ſcream aloft, and ſkim the deeps below. 
Depending vines the ſhelving cavern ſcreen, 

With purple cluſters bluſhing thro? the green. 

Four limpid fountains from the clefts diſtil, " 


And ev'ry fountain pours a ſev'ral rill, 

In mazy windings wand'ring down the hill: 

Where bloomy meads with vivid greens were crown'd, 
And glowing violets threw odours round. 

A ſccne, where, if a god ſhould caſt his fight, 95 
A god might gaze, and wander with delight! 

Joy touch'd the meſſenger of heav'n; he ſtay'd 
wntrunc'd, and all the biifsful haunt furvcy'd. 

ttm, ent'ring in the cave, Calypſo knew; 

For pow ''rs ccleſtial to cach other's view 100 


Stand 
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Stand ſtill confeſt, tho” diſtant far they lie 

To habitants of earth, or ſea, or ſky. 

But ſad Ulyſſes, by himſelf apart, 

Pour'd the big ſorrows of his ſwelling heart; 

All on the lonely ſhore he ſat to weep, 105 

And rolPd his eyes around the reſtleſs deep; 

Tow'rd his lov'd coaſt he roll'd his eyes in vain, 

Till dimm'd with riſing grief, they ſtream'd again. 
Now graceful ſeated on her ſhining. throne, 

To Hermes thus the nymph divine begun. 110 
God of the golden wand! on what beheſt 

Arriv'ſt thou here, an unexpected gueſt ? 

Lov'd as thou art, thy free injunctions lay; 

Tis mine with joy and duty to obey. 

Till now a ſtranger, in a happy hour 115 

Approach, and taſte the dainties of my bow'r. 
Thus having ſpoke, the nymph the table ſpread, 

( Ambrolial cates, with near roſy red), 

Hermes the hoſpitable rite partook, 

Divine refection! then, recruited, ſpoke. 120 
What mov'd this journey from my native ſky? 

A goddeſs aſks, nor can a god deny. | 

Hear then the truth. By mighty Jove's command, 

Unwilling, have I trod this pleating land ; 

For who, ſelf-mov'd, with weary wing wou'd ſweep: 

Such length of ocean and unmeaſur'd deep? 126 

A world of waters! far from all the ways 

Where men frequent, or ſacred altars blaze. 

But to Jove's will ſubmiſſion we mult pay; 

What pow'r ſo great, to dare to diſobey ? 130 

A man, he ſays, a man reſides with thee, 

Of all his kind moſt worn with miſery 


Phe Greeks (whoſe arms for nine long years employ'd 


Their force on. Ilion, in the tenth deſtroy'd) 

At length embarking in a luckleſs hour, 135 
With cunquelt proud, incens'd Minerva's pow'r ; 
Hence on the guilty race her vengeance hurl'd 

With ftorms purſu'd them thro? the liquid world, 
"There all his veſſels ſunk beneath the wave! 

There all his dear companions found their grave! 140 
Sav'd from the jaws of death by heav'n's decree, 

The tempett drove him to theſe ſhores and thee. 
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Him, Jove now orders to his native lands 

Straight to diſmiſs; fo deſtiny commands: 

impatient fate his near return attends, 145 


And calls him to his country, and his friends. 
Evn to her inmoſt ſoul the goddeſs ſhook ; 

Then thus her anguiſh and her paſſion broke. 

Ungracious gods! with ſpite and envy curit ! 

Still to your own ethereal race the worſt! 

Ye envy mortal and immortal joy, 

And love, the only ſweet of life, deſtroy. 

Did ever goddeſs by her charms engage 

A favunr'd mortal, and not feel your rage? 

So when Aurora fought Orion's love, 

Her joys diſturb'd your Pliſtful hours above, 

Til in Ortygia, Dian's winged dart 

Had picre'd the hapleſs hunter to the heart. 

So when the covert of the thrice-car'd field 

Saw ſtately Ceres to her paſſion yield, 

Scurce could Ihſion taſte her heav'nly charms, 
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Put Jove's ſwift lightning ſcorch'd him in her arms. 


And is it now wy turn, ye mighty pow'rs ! 
Am I the envy of your blitsful bow'rs ? 

A man, an voutcatt to the ſtorm and wave, 

It was wy crime to pity, and to ſave; 

When be who thunders rent his bark in twain, 
And funk his brave comnanions in the main. 
Alone, abandon'd, in mid-ocean toſt, 


The ſnort of winds, and driv'n from ev'ry coaſt, 


} tither this man of miſeries J led, 

Recein'd the friendleſs, and the hungry fed; 
Nev promiſfs'd (vainly promiſs'd!) to beſtow 
Immortal hte, exempt from age and woe. 

Lis nalt—and Jove decrees he thall remove; 
Gods as we are, we are but ſlaves to Jove. 

(to then he may; (he muſty if he ordain, 
ry all thoſe dangers, all thoſe deeps, again); 
tut never, never ſhall Calypſo fend 

o toils like theſe, her huſband and her friend. 
What ſhips have I, what ſailors to convey, 
What oars to cut the long laborious way? 
Let, II direct the fafeit means to go: 

at all advice ts all J can beſtow. 
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: To her, the pow'r who bears the charming rod. 
| Diſmiſs the man, nor irritate the god; 186 
Prevent the rage of him who reigns above, 
For what ſo dreadful as the wrath of Jove? 
Thus having ſeid, he cut the cleaving ſky, 
And in a moment vaniſh'd from her eye. 190 
The nymph, obedient to divine command, 
To ſeek Ulyſſes, pac'd along the ſand. 
Him penfive on the Jonely beach ſhe found, 
With ſtreaming eyes in brivy torrents drown'd, 
And inly pinirg for his native ſhore 195 
For now the ſoft enchantreſs pleas'd no more: 
For now, reluctant, and conſtrain'd by charms, 
Abſent he lay in her deſiring arms, 
In lumber wore the heavy night away, 
On rocks and ſhores conſum'd the tedious day; 200 
There fat all deſolate, and ſigh'd alone, 
With echoing ſorrows made che mountains groan, 
And roll'd his eyes o'er all the reſtleſs main, 
| Till dimm'd with rifing grief they ſtream'd again. 
Here, on his muſing mood the goddefſs prell, 205 
Approaching ſoft ; and thus the chief red. 
Unhappy man! to waſting woes a prey, 
No more in ſarrows languiſh life away : 
Free as the winds I give thee now to rove 
Go fell the timber of yon lofty grove, 210 
And form a ratt, and build the ritmg ſhip, 
| Sublime to bear thee o'er the gloomy deep. 
| To itore the veflel let the care be mine, 
With water from the rock, and roſy wine, 
| And life— -ſuſtaining bread, and fair array, 215 
And proſp' rous gales to waft thee on thy way. 
| Theſe, if the gods with my deſires comply, 
| (The gods, alas! more mary far than 1, 
And better'd fkill'd in dark events to come), 
In peace ſhall land thee at thy native home. 220 
With ſighs, Ulyſfes heard the words ſhe ſpoke, 
Then thus his melancholy fence broke. 
Some other motive, goddeſs! ſways thy mind, 
(Some cloſe delign, or turn of womankind), 
Nor my return the end, nor this the way, 225 
On a flight raſt to paſs the ſwelling fea, 


Huge, 
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Huge, horrid, vaſt! where ſcarce in ſafety fails 

The beſt built ſhip, tho” Jove inſpire the gales. 

The bold propoſal how ſhall I fulfil ; 

Dark as I am, unconſcious of thy will? 230 

Swear then, thou mean'ſt not what my ſoul foreboudes ; 

Swear by the ſolemn oath that binds the gods. 
im, while he ſpoke, with ſmiles Calypſo ey'd, 

And gently graſp'd his hand, and thus reply'd: 

This ſhews thee, friend, by old experience taught, 235 

And learn'd in all the wiles of human thought. 

How prone to doubt, how cautious are the wiſe ? 

But hear, O earth, and hear ye ſacred ſkies! 

And thou, O Styx! whoſe formidable floods 

Glide thro” the ſhades, and bind th' atteſting gods! 240 

No form'd delign, no meditated end 

Lurks in the counſel of thy faithful friend ; 

Kind the perſuaſion, and ſincere my aim; 

be ſame my practice, were my fate the ſame. 

IIcav'n has not curſt me with a heart of iteel, 245 

But giv'n the ſenſe to pity, and to feel. | 
Thus having ſaid, the goddeſs march'd before: 

He trod her Seeder in the ſandy ſhore. 

At the cool cave arriv'd they took their ſtate ; | 

He fill'd the throne where Mercury had fat; 250 

For him the nymph a rich repaſt ordains, 

Such as the mortal life of man ſuſtains; 

Before herſelf were plac'd the cates divine, 

Ambrotial banquet, and celeſtial wine. 

"Theor hunger ſatiate, and their thirſt repreſt, 255 

Thus ſpoke Calyplo to her god-hke gueſt. | 
Ulyſſes! (with a ſigh the thus began); 

O ſprung from gods! in wiſdom more than man: 

Is then thy home the paſſion of thy heart ? 

Thus wilt thou leave me, are we thus to part? 260 

Farewel! and ever joytul may'| thou be, 

Nor break the tranſport with one thought of me. 

But ah, Ulyſſes! wert thou giv'n to know 

What fate yet dooms thee, yet, to undergo; | 

Thy heart might ſettle in this ſcene of * 265 

And ev'n chele lighted charms might learn to pleaſe. 


A villing goddeſs, and immortal life, 
Might baniſh from thy mind an abſent wife. 
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Am I inferior to a mortal dame? 

Leſs ſoft my feature, lels auguit my frame? 

Or ſhall the daughters of mankind compare 

Their earth-born beauties with the heav'nly fair? 
Alas! for this (the prudent man replies) 

Againſt Ulyſſes ſhall thy anger rife ? 

Lov'd and adur'd, oh guddeis, as thou art; 

Forgive the weakneſs of a human heart, 

Tho' well I fee thy graces far above 

The dear, tho' mortal, object of my love, 

Of youth eternal well the diff *rence know, 

And the ſhort date of fading charms below; 

Yet ev'ry day, while abſent thus I roam, 

I languith to return, and die at home. 

Whatc'er the gods ſhall deſtine me to bear 

In the black ocean, or the watry war, 

is mine to malter with a conſtant mind; 

Inur'd to perils, to the worit reſigu'd. 

By ſeas, by wars, ſu many danyers run 

Still I can ſuffer; their high will be done! 
Thus while he ſpoke, the beamy ſun deſcends, 

And riſing night her friendly ſhade extends. 

To the clule grot the lonely pair remove, 

And ſlept delighted with the gifts of love. 

When rofy morning call'd them from their reſt, 

Ulyſſes rob'd him in the cloak and veſt. 

The nymph's fair head a veil tranſparent grac'd, 

Her ſwelling Joins a radiant zone embrac'd, 

With flow'rs of gold; an under robe, unbound, 

In ſnowy waves flow'd glitt'ring on the ground. 

Forth iſſuing thus, ſhe gave him firſt to wield 

A weighty axe, with trueſt temper ſteel'd, 
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And double edg'd ; the handle ſmooth and plain, 


Wrought of the clouded olive's eaſy grain ; 

And next a wedge, to drive with ſweepy ſway: 
Then to the neighb'ring foreſt led the way. 

On the lone iſland's utmoſt verge there ſtood 

Of poplars, pines, and firs, a lofty wood, 
Whoſe leaflets ſummits to the ſkies aſpire, 
Scorch'd by the fun, or ſcar'd by heav'nly fire: 
(Already dry'd). Theſe pointing out to view, 
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The nympu jult ſhew'd him, and wirh tears withdrew, 


Now 


3823 -- HOMER's ODYSSEY. Bock V. 


Now toils the hero; trees on trees o%'erthrown 31s 
Fall crackling round him, and the foreſt groan : 
Sudden, full twenty on the plain are ſtrow'd, 

And lopp'd, and lighten'd of their branchy load. 

At equal angles theſe diſpos'd to join, -4q08 
He ſmooth'd and ſquar'd 'em by the rule and line. 
(The wimbles for the work Calypſo found) ; 

With thoſe he pierc'd them, and with clenchers bound. 
Long and capacious, as a ſhipwright forms 

Some bark's broad bottom to out-ride the ſtorms, 320 
So large he built the raft : then ribb'd it ſtrong 

From ſpace to ſpace, and nail'd the planks along; 
"Cheſe form'd the ſides; the deck he faſhion'd laſt; 
Ihen o'er the vellel rais'd the taper maſt, 

With crofling ſail-yards dancing in the wind; 325 
And to the helm the guiding rudder join'd. 

(With yielding oſiers fenc'd, to break the force 

Of ſurging waves, and ſteer the ſteady courſe). 

Thy loom, Calypſo! for the future fails 

Supply'd the cloth, capacious of the gales. 330 
With ſtays and cordage laſt he rigg'd the ſhip, 

And, roll'd on levers, lanch'd her in the deep. 

Four days were paſt, and now, the work complete, 
Shone the tifth morn; when from her facred ſeat 
The nymph diſmiſs'd him; (od'rous garments giv'n, 335 
And bath'd in fragrant oils that breath'd of heav'n) : 
Then fill'd two goat-ſkins with her hands divine, 

With water one, and one with ſable wine: 
Of ev'ry kind proviſions heav'd aboard; 
And the full decks with copious viands ſtor'd. 340 
The goddeſs, laſt, a gentle breeze ſupplies, 
To curl old Ocean, and to warm the [kies. 
And now, rejoicing in the proſp'rous gales, 
With beating heart Ulyfles ſpreads his fails ; 
Plac'd at the helm he fat, and mark'd the ſkies, 345 
Nor clos'd in fleep his ever-watchful eyes. 
Vhere view'd the Pletads, and the northern team, 
And great Oriou's more refulgent beam; 
To which, around the axle of the ſky 
The bear revolving, points his golden eye ; 350 
Who ſhines exalted on th' ethereal plain, 
Mor bathes his blazing forchead in the main. 


Far 
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Far on the left thoſe radiant fires to keep 
The nymph directed, as he ſail'd the deep. 
Full ſev'nteen nights he cut the foamy way; 355 
The diſtant land appear'd the folP wing day: 
Then ſwell'd to fight Phzacia's duſky coalt, 
And woody mountains, half in vapours loſt : 
That lay before him, indiſtinct and vaſt, 
Like a broad ſhield amid the watry waſte. 360 
But him, thus voyaging the deeps below, 
From far, on Solyme's aerial brow, 
The king of ocean ſaw, and ſeeing burn'd ; 
(From Ethiopia's happy climes return'd) ; 
"The raging monarch ſhook his azure head, 365 
And thus in ſecret to his ſoul he ſaid. 
Heav'ns! how uncertain are the pow'rs on high? 
Is then revers'd the ſentence of the ſky, 
In one man's favour ; while a diſtant gueſt 
I ſhar'd ſecure the Athiopian fealt ? 370 
Behold how near Phzacia's land he draws! 
The land, affix'd by fate's eternal laws 
To end his toils. Is then our anger vain ? 
No; if this ſceptre yet commands the main. 
He ſpoke, and high the forky trident hurl'd, 375 
Rolls clouds on 3 and ſtirs the watry world; 
At once the face of earth and ſea deforms, 
Swells all the winds, and rouzes all the ſtorms: 
Down ruſh'd the night: ealt, welt, together roar; 
And ſouth, and north, roll mountains to the ſhore. 330 
Then thook the hero, to deſpair reſign'd, 
And queſtion'd thus his yet unconquer'd mind, 
Wretch that I am! what farther fates atteud 
This life of toils, and what my deſtin'd end? 
"Too well, alas! the iſland-goddeſs knew, 385 
On the black ſea what perils ſhou'd enſue. 
New horrors now this deſtin'd head encloſe ; 
Unfill'd is yet the meaſure of my woes. 
With what a cloud the brows of heav'n are crown'd ! 
What raging winds! what roaring waters round! 396 
»Tis Jove himſelf the ſwelling tempeſt rears ; 
Death, preſent death, on ev'ry fide appears. 
Happy! thrice happy! who, in battle ſlain, 
Preſt, in Atrides' cauſe, the Trojan plain! 


Oh! 
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Oh! had I dy'd before that well-fought wall; 395 
Had ſome diſtinguiſh'd day renown'd my fall, 

(Such as was that, when ſhow'rs of jav'lins fled 

From conqu'ring Troy around Achilles dead), 

All Greece had paid me folema fun'rals then, 

And ſpread my glory with the ſons of men. 40a 
A ſhameful fate now hides my hapleſs head, 
Unwept, unnoted, and for ever dead ! 

A mighty wave ruſh'd o'er him as he ſpoke, 
The raft it cover'd, and the maſt it broke; 
Swept from the deck, and from the rudder torn, 405 
Far on the ſwelling ſurge the chief was borne: 

While, by the howling tempeſt rent in twain, 

Flew fail and 8 rattling o'er the main. 

Long preſt, he heav'd beneath the weighty wave, 
Clogg'd by the cumbrous veſt Calypſo gave: 410 
At length emerging, from his noſtrils wide, 

And guſhing mouth, effus'd the briny tide, 

Ev'n then, not mindleſs of his laſt retreat, 

He ſeiz'd the raft, and leapt into his ſeat ; 

Strong with the fear of death. The rolling flood 415 
Now here, now there, impell'd the floating wood. 

As when a heap of gather'd thorns is caſt, 

Now to, now fro, before th' autumnal blaſt, 

Together clung, it rolls around the field; 

So roll'd the float, and ſo its texture held. 420 
And now the ſouth, and now the north, bear ſway, 
And now the eaſt the foamy floods obey, 5 
And now the weſt wind whurls it o'er the ſea. 

The wand'ring chief, with toils on toils oppreſt, 
Leucothea ſaw, and pity touch'd her breaſt ; 425 
( Herſelf a mortal once, of Cadmus' ſtrain, 

But now an azure ſiſter of the main). 

Swift as a ſea-mew ſpringing from the flood, 

All radiant on the raft the goddeſs ſtood: 

Then thus addreſt him. Thou, whom heav'n decrees 

To Neptune's wrath, ſtern tyrant of the ſeas, 431 

( Unequal conteſt !), not his rage and pow'r, | 

Great as he is, ſuch virtue ſhall devour. 

What I ſuggeſt thy wiſdom will perform; 

Forſake utly float, and leave it to the ſtorm ; 435 
2 Strip 
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Strip off thy garments; Neptune's fury brave 

With naked ſtrength, and plunge into the wave. 

To reach Phæacia all thy uerves extend, 

There fate decrees thy miſerics ſhall end, 

This heav'nly ſcarf beneath thy boſom bind, 440 
And live ; give all thy terrors to the wind. 

Soon as thy arms the happy fhore ſhall gain, 

Return the gift, and caſt it in the main; 

Obſerve my orders, and with heed obey, 

Caſt it far off, and turn thy eyes away. 445 

With that her hand the ſacred veil heſtows, 

Then down the deeps ſhe div'd from whence the roſe; 
A moment ſnatch'd the ſhining form away, 
And all was cover'd with the curling ſea. 

Struck with amaze, yet ſtill to doubt inclin'd, 450 

He ſtands ſuſpended, and explores his mind. 

What ſhall I do? Unhappy me! who knows 

But other gods intend me other woes ? 

Whoe'er thou art, I ſhall not blindly join 

Thy pleaded reaſon, but conſult with mine: | 455 
For ſcarce in ken appears that diſtant iſle 

Thy voice foretels me ſhall conclude my toil. 

Thus then I judge; while yet the planks ſuſtain 

The wild waves = here 1 tix'd remain 

But when their texture to the tempelt yields, 460 
J launch advent'rous on the liquid fields, 

Join to the help of gods the ſtrength of man, 

And take this method, fince the beſt I can. 

While thus his thoughts an anxious council hold, 
The raging god a watry mountain roll'd ; 465 
Like a black ſheet the whelming billow ſpread, 

Burit o'er the float, and thunder'd on his head. 
Planks, beams, diſparted fly: the ſcatter'd wood 

Rolls diverſe, and in fragments ftrows the flood. 

So the rude Poreas o'er the fields new ſhorn, 470 
Toſſes and drives the ſcatter'd heaps of corn. 

And now a tingle beam the chief beſtrides ; 

There, pois'd a while above the bounding tides, 

His limbs diſcumbers of the chnging velit, 

And binds the ſacred cincture round his breaſt: 475 
Then prone on ocean in a moment flung, 


Streteh'd wide his eager arms, and ſhot the ſeas along. 
H All 
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All naked now, on heaving billows laid, 
Stern Neptune ey'd him, and contemptuous ſaid : 
Go, learn'd in woes, and other woes eſſay ! 480 
Go, wander helpleſs on the watry way! 
Thus, thus find out the deſtin'd ſhore, and then 
(If Jove ordains it), mix with happier men. 
W hutc'er thy fate, the ills our wrath could raiſe 
Shall laſt remember'd in thy beſt of days. 485 
This ſaid, his ſca-green iteeds divide the foam, 
And reach high Ag and the tow'ry dome. 
Now, ſcarce withdrawn the fierce cearth-ſhaking 
ow'r, 
Jove's daughter Pallas watch' the fav'ring hour, 
Back to their caves ſhe bade the winds to fly, 490 
And huſh'd the bluſt'ring brethren of the ſky. 
The drier blaſts alone of Boreas ſway, 
And bear him ſoft on broken waves away; 
With gentle force impelling to that ſhore, 
Where fate has deſtin'd he {hall toil no more. 495 
And now two nights, and now two days were paſt, 
Since wide he wander'd on the watry waſte ; 
Heav'd on the ſurge with intermitting breath, 
And hourly panting in the arms of death. | 
The third fair morn now blaz'd upon the main; 5o0 
Then glatſy ſmooth lay all the liquid plain, 


The winds were huſh'd, the billows ſcarcely curl'd, 


And a dead ſilence ſtill'd the watry world. 

When, lifted on a ridgy wave, he fpics 

The land at diltance, and with ſharpen'd eyes, 505 
As pious children joy with vaft delight 

When a lov'd tire revives before their ſight, 
(Who ling*ring long has call'd on death in vain, 
Þixt by fome d;zmon to his bed of pain, 

Jill heavn by miracle his life reſtore) ; 510 
So joys Ulyſles at th' appearing ſhore ; 

And fees (and Jabours onward as he fees) 

The rifng foreſts, and the tufted trees. 

And now, as near approzclung as the found 


Of human voice the liſt'ning car may wound, 515 
Amidit the rocks he hears a hollow roar 


Of murm'ring ſurges breaking on the ſhore : 
Nor peacctul port was there, nor winding bay, 
To ſhield the vel! from the rolling fra, 
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But cliffs, and ſhaggy ſhores, a dreadful fight! 520 


All rough with rock, with foamy billows white. 

Fear ſeiz'd his flacken'd limbs and beating heart, 

As thus he commun'd with his ſoul apart. 

Ah me! when o'er a length of waters toſt, 

Theſe eyes at length behold th* unhop'd-for coaſt, 525 
No port receives me from the angry main, 

But the loud deeps demand me. back again. 
A bove, ſharp rocks forbid acceſs ; around, 

Roar the wild waves; beneath, is ſea profound ! 

No footing ſure aſfords the faithleſs ſand, 530 
To item too rapid, and too deep to ſtand. 

If here I enter, my efforts are vain, 
Daſh'd on the cliffs, or heav'd into the main; 

Or round the ifland if my courſe I bend, 

Where the ports open, or the ſhores deſcend, 535 
Back to the ſeas the rolling ſurge may ſweep, 

And bury all my hopes beneath the deep. 

Or ſome enormous whale the god may fend ; 

(For many ſuch on Amphitrite attend); 

Too well the turns of mortal chance 1 know, 540 
And hate relentleſs of my heav'nly foe. 

While thus he thought, a monſtrous wave up-bore 

The chief, and daſh'd him on the craggy ſhore ; 

Torn was his ſkin, nor had the ribs both whole, 

Put inſtant Pallas enter'd in his foul. 545 
Cloſe to the cliff with both his hands he clung, 

And ſtuck adherent, and ſuſpended hung, 

Till the huge ſurge roll'd off: then backward ſweep 
The refluent tides, and plunge him in the deep. 

As when the Polypus, from forth his cave 550 
Torn with full ſorce, reluctant beats the ware; 

His ragged claws are {tuck with ſtones and ſauds; 

So the rough rock had ſhagg'd Ulylies' hands. 

And now beg periſh' d. whelm'd beneath the main, 
Th' unhappy man; ev'n fate had been in vain; 555 
But all-ſubduing Pallas leut her pow'r, 

And prudence ſav'd him in the need!ui hour. 

Beyond the beating ſurge his courſe he bore, 

(A wider circle, but in fight of thore 3, 

With longing eyes, a ag, to ſurvey 560 
Some {mouth alccut, or iafe-{equetter'd bay. 
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P.etween the parting rocks at length he ſpy'd 
A. falling ſtream with gentler waters glide ; 
Where to the ſeas the ſhelving ſhore Feclin d, 
And form'd a bay, impervious to the wind. 565 
To this calm port the glad Ulyſſes preſt, 
And hail'd the river, and its god addreſt. 
Whoe'er thou art, before whoſe ſtream unknown 
I bend, a ſuppliant at thy watry throne, 
Hear, azure king! nor let me fly in vain 570 
to thee from Neptune and the raging main. 
Heav'n hears and pities hapleſs men like me, 
For ſacred ev'n to gods is miſery : + 
Let then thy waters give the weary reſt, 
nd fave a ſuppliant, and a man diſtreſt. 575 
He pray'd, and ſtraight the gentle ſtream ſubſides, 
Detains the ruſhing current of his tides, 
Before the wand'rer ſmooths the wat'ry way, 
And ſoft receives him from the rolling fea, 
That moment, fainting as he touch'd the ſhore, 580 
He dropt his ſinewy arms: his knees no more 
Perform'd their office, or his weight upheld : 
His ſwoPn heart heav'd; his bloated body ſwelPd : 
From mouth and noſe the briny torrent ran; 
And loſt in laffitude lay all the man, 585 
Depriv'd of voice, of motion, and of breath; 
The ſoul ſcarce waking in the arms of death. 
Soon as warm life its wonted office found, 
'The mindſul chief Leucothea's ſcarf unbound ; 
Obſervant of her word, he turn'd aſide 590 
His head, and caſt it on the rolling tide. 
Behind bim far, upon the purple waves 
The waters waft it, and the nymph receives. 
Now parting from the ſtream, Ulyſſes found 
A moſſy bank with pliant ruſhes crown'd ; 595 
The bank he prefs'd, and gently kifs'd the ground: 
Where on the flow'ry herb as ſoft he lay, 
Thus to his foul the ſage began to ſay. 
What will ye next ordain, ye pow'rs on high! 


And yet, ah yet! what fates arc we to try ? Coo 
Here. by tac flream,. if I the night OUt-Wear, 
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Or chilly vapours, breathing from the flood 
When morning riſes ?—If | take the wood, Gog 
And in thick ſhelter of innum'rous boughs 


Enjoy the comfort gentle ſleep allows; 


Tho” fenc'd from cold, and tho? my toil be paſt, 
What ſavage beaſt may wander in the waite ? 
Perhaps I yet may fall a bloody prey 610 
To prowling bears, or lions in the way. 
Thus long debating in himſelf he ſtood: 
At length he took the paſſage to the wood, 
Whoſe thady horrors on a riſing brow 
Wav'd high, and frown'd upon the ſtream below. 615 
There grew two olives, cloſeit of the grove, 
With roots entwin'd, and branches interwove; 
Alike their leaves, but not alike they ſmil'd 
With ſiſter-fruits; one fertile, one was wild. 
Nor here the ſun's meridian rays had pow'r, 620 
Nor wind ſharp piercing, nor the ruſhing ſnow'r; 
The verdant arch ſo cloſe its texture kept; 
Beneath this covert great Ulyſles crept. 
Of gather'd leaves an ample bed he made, 
(Thick ſtrown by tempeſt thro? the bow'ry ſhade), 625 
Where three at leait might winters cold defy, 
Tho' Boreas rag'd along tl inclement ſky. 
This ſtore, with joy the patient hero found, 
And ſunk amidſt 'em, heap'd the leaves around. 
As ſome poor peaſant fated to reſide 630 
Remote from neighbours in a foreſt wide, 
Studious to fave what human wants require, 
In embers heap'd, preſerves the ſeeds of ire: 
Hid in dry foliage thus Ulyſſes hes, 
"Pill Pallas pour'd ſoft ſlumbers on his eyes; 635: 
And golden dreams (the gift of *{weet repoſe ) 
Lull'd all his cares, and baniſh'd all his woes 
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Pallas appearing in a dream ts Nauficaa, the daughter 
of Alcinous ting of Pheacia), commands ber to de- 
ſcend to the river, and waſh the robes of tate, in pre- 
paraliin to her nuptials. Nauſicaa goes with her 
handmnails to the river; where, while the garments 
are ſpread on the bank, they divert themſelves in ſports. 
T heir voices awake Ulyſſes, vhs addreſſing himſelf to 
the princeſs, is by her relieved and clathed, and receives 
directions in what manner to apply ta the king and gueen 


of the iſland. 


W HIL E thus the weary wand'rer ſunk to reſt, 
And peaceful ſlumbers calm'd his anxious breaſt 

The martial maid from heav'n's acreal height 

Swift to Phæacla wing'd her rapid flight, 

In elder times the ſoft Phæœaciau train 5 

In caſe poſſeſt the wide Hyperian plain; 

»Till the Cyclopean race in arms aroſe, 

A lawleſs nation of gigantic foes : 

Then great Nauſithous, from Hyperia far, 


Thro' ſeas retreating from the ſound of war, 10 


"Phe recreant nation to fair Sheria led, 

Where never ſcience rear'd her laurePd head: 

There, round his tribes a ſtrength of wall he rais'd 
Lo heav'n the glitt'ring domes and temples blaz'd : 
Jult io his realms, he parted grounds from grounds, 15 
And ſhar'd the lands, and gave the lands their bounds. 
Now in the ſilent grave the monarch lay, 

And wiſe Aleinous held the regal ſway. 

To this high palace thro? the fields of air 

'The goddeſs thot ; Ulyſſes was her care. 20 
There as the night in ſilence rolPd away, 

A heav'n of charms divine Nauticaa lay: 


'Thro? 
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Thro' the thick gloom the ſhining portals blaze; 
Two nymphs the portals guard, each nymph a grace. 
Light as the viewlels air, the warrior maid 25 
Glides thro? the valves, and hovers round her head; 
A fav'rite virgin's blooming form the took, 
From Dymas ſprung, and thus the viſion ſpoke: 

Oh indolent, to waſte thy hours away! 
And fleep*ſt thou careleſs of the bridal day? 30 
Thy ſpouſal ornament neglected lies; 
Ariſe, prepare the bridal train, ariſe ! 
A jult applauſe the cares of dreſs impart, 
And give ſoft tranſport to a parent's heart. 
Haſte, to the limpid ſtream direct thy way, 35 
When the gay morn unveils her ſmiling ray: | 
Haſte to the ſtream ! companion of thy care, 
Lo, I thy ſteps Attend, thy labours ſhare. 
Virgin awake! the marriage hour is nigh, 
See ! from their thrones thy kindred monarchs figh ! 
The royal car at early dawn obtain, 41 
And order mules obedient to the rein: 
For rough the way, and diltant rolls the wave, 
Where their fair veſts Phæacian virgins lave. 
In pomp ride forth; for pomp becomes the great, 45 
And majeſty derives a grace from ſtate. 

Then to the palaces of heav'n ſhe fails, 
Incumbent on the wings of watting gales : 
The ſeat of gods; the regions mild of peace, 
Full joy, * calm eternity of caſe. OT 
There no rude winds preſume to ſhake the ſkies, 
No rains deſcend, no ſnowy vapours riſe ; 
But on immortal thrones the bleſt repoſe ; 
"The firmament with living ſplendours glows, 
Hither the goddeſs wing'd th' acreal way, 55 
Thro' heav'n's eternal gates that blaz'd with day. 

Now from her roſy car Aurora ſhed 
The dawn, and all the orient flam'd with red. 
Uproſe the virgin with the morning light, 
Obedient to the viſion of the night. 60 
The queen ſhe ſought : the queen her hours beſtaw'd 
In curious works; the whirling ſpindle glow'd 
With crimſon threads, while buſy . cull 
The ſnowy fleece, or twiſt the purpled wool. 

Meanwhile 
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Meanwhile Phæacia's peers in council ſat ; 
From his high dome the king deſcends in ſtate, 
"Then with a filial awe the royal maid 
Approach'd him paſſing, and ſubmiſſive ſaid: 
Will my dread fire his ear regardful deign, 
And may his child the royal car obtain ? 
Say, with thy garments ſhall 1 bend my way, 
Where thro” the vales the mazy waters (tray? 
A dignity of dreſs adorns the great, 
And kings draw luſtre from the robe of ſtate. 
Five ſons thou haſt; three wait the bridal day, 
And ſpotleſs robes become the young and gay : 
So when with praiſe amid the dance they ſhine, 
By theſe my cares adorn'd, that praiſe is mine. 
Thus ſhe: but bluſhes ill reſtrain'd betray 
Her thoughts intentive on the bridal day : 
'The conſcious fire the dawning bluſh ſurvey'd, 
And ſmiling thus beſpoke the blooming maid. 
My child, my darling joy, the car receive; 
That, and whate*er our daughter aſks, we give. 
Swift at the royal nod th attending train 
The car prepare, the mules inceſſant rein. 
The blooming: virgin, with deſpatchful cares, 
Tunics, and itoles, and robes imperial bears. 
The Queen, aſſiduous, to her train aſſigns 
The ſumptuous viands, and the flav'rous wines. 
The train prepare a cruiſe of curious mold, 
A cruiſe of fragrance, form'd of burniſh'd gold; 


Odour divine! whoſe foft refreſhing ftreams. 


Sleek the ſmooth ſkin, and ſcent the ſnowy limbs. 


Now mounting the gay ſeat, the filken reins 
Shine in her hand: along the ſounding plains 
Swift fly the mules: nor rode the nymph alone; 
Around, a bevy of bright damſels ſhone. 

They ſeek the eiſterns where Phæacian dames 
Waſh their fair garments in the limpid ſtreams; 
Where gathering into depth from falling rills, 
The lucid wave a ſpacious baſon hills, 

The mules unharneſs'd range beſide the main, 
Or crop the verdant herbage of the plain. 

Then emulous the royal robes they lave, 
And plunge the veſtures in the cleanſing wave; 
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(The veſtures cleans'd oerſpread the ſhelly ſand, 


Their ſnowy luſtre whitens all the {trand) : 

Y Then with a ſhort repaſt relieve their toil, | 

| And o'er their limbs diffuſe ambroſial oil; 110 

| And while the robes imbibe the ſolar ray, 

O'er the green mead the ſporting virgins play : 

(Their ſhining veils unbound). Along the ſkies 

'Toſt, and retolt, the ball inceſſant flies. 

They ſport, they feaſt; Nauſicaa lifts her voice, 119 

And warbling {weet, makes carth and heav'n rejoice. 

As when o'er Erymanth Diana roves, 

Or wide Taygetus reſounding groves, 

A ſylvan train the huntreſs queen ſurrounds, | 

Her rattling quiver from ber ſhoulder ſounds : 120 

Fierce in the ſport, 2 the mountain brow 

They bay the boar, or chaſe the bounding roe : 

High o'er the lawn, with more majeſtic pace, 

Above the nymphs ſhe treads with lately grace 

Diſtinguiſh'd excellence the goddeſs proves; 125 

| Exults Latona as the virgin moves. 

| With equal grace Naulicaa trod the plain, 

| And ſhone tranſcendent o'er the beauteous train. 

| Mean time, (the care and fav'rite of the ſkics), | 
Wrapt in embow'ring ſhade Ulyſſes lies, 130 | 

| His woes forgot! but Pallas now addreſt 
To break the bands of all-compoling reſt. 

Forth from her ſnowy hand Nauſicaa threw 

'The various ball ; the ball erroncous flew, 

| And ſwam the ſtream: loud ſhrieks the virgin train, 

b And the loud ſhriek redoubles from the main. 136 

| Wak'd by the ſhrilling ſound, Ulyſſes roſe, 

| And to the deaf nw, wailing breath'd his woes. 

Ah me! on what inboſpitable coaſt, 

On what new region is Ulyſſes toſt: 140 

f Poſſeſt by wild barbarians fierce in arms; 

, Or men, whoſe boſom tender pity warms? 
W hat ſounds are theſe that gather from the ſhores: 
The voice of nymphs that haunt the ſylvan bow'rs, 
The fair-hair'd Dryads of the ſhady wood; 145 
Or azure daughters of the ſilver flood; 
Or human voice? But, iſſuing from the ſhades, 
Why ccaſe I Qraight to learn what found invades? 


Then, 
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Then, where the grove with leaves umbrageous bends, 
With forceful ſtrength a branch the hero rends; 150 
Around his loins the verdant eincture ſpreads 
A wreathy foliage and conccaling ſhades. 

As when a lion in the midnight hours, 

Beat by rude blaſts, and wet with wintry ſhow'rs, 
Deſcends terrific from the mountain's brow ; 155 
With living flames his rolling eye-balls glow: 

With conſcious {trength elate, he bends his way, 
Majeitically fierce, to ſeize his prey; 

(The ſteer or ſtag); or, with keen hunger bold, 
Springs o'er the fence, and diſhpates the fold. 160 
No leſs a terror, from the neighb'ring groves 

(Rough from the toſſing ſurge) Ulyſſes moves; 

Urg' 4 on by want, and recent from the ſtorms, 

Pac br ackith ooze his manly grace deforms. 

Wide o'er the ſhore, with many a piercin cry 165 
To rocks, to caves, the frighted virgins * 

All but the nymph: the nymph ſtood fix'd alone, 

By Pallas arm'd with boldneſs not her own. 

Mean time in dubious thought the king awaits, 

And ſelf-conſid'ring, as he ſtands, debates 170 
Diſtant his mournful ſtory to declare, 

Or proftrate at her knee addreſs the pray'r. 

But, fearful to offend, by wiſdom ſway'd, 

At awful diſtance he acoals the maid. | 

If from the ſkies a goddeſs, or it earth 175 

(Imperial virgin!) boaſt thy glorious birth, 

'To thee I bend! if in that bright diſguiſe 

Thou viſit'ſt earth, a daughter of the ſkies, 

Hail, Dian, hail! the huntreſs of the groves 

89 ſhines m- yeltic, and ſo ſtately moves, 180 
So breathes an air divine! But if thy race 

Be mortal, and this earth thy native place, 

Bleſt is the father from whoſe loins you ſprung, 

Bleſt is the mother at whoſe breaſt you hung, 

Bleſt are the brethren who thy blood divide, 1 85 
To ſuch a miracle of charms ally'd : 

Joytal they ſce applauding princes gaze, 

When ſtately i in the dance you ſwim th? harmonious maze. 
But bleſt o'er all, the youth, with heav'nly charms, 
Who claſps the bright perfection i in his arms! 190 


Never, 
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Never, I never view'd till this bleſt hour 
Such finiſh'd grace! I gaze and I adore! 
Thus ſeems the palm with ſtately honours crown'd 
By Phœbus' altars; thus o*erlooks the ground; 
The pride of Delos. (By the Dehan coaſt 195 
I voyag'd, leader of a warrior hoſt, 
But ah how chang'd! from thence my ſorrow flows; 
O fatal voyage, ſource of all my wocs!) 
Raptur'd I 2 and, as this hour, amaz'd, 
With rev'rence at the lofty wonder gaz'd: 200 
Raptur'd I ſtand! for earth ne'er knew to bear 
A plant fo ſtately, or a nymph fo fair. 
Aw'd from acceſs, I lift my ſuppliant hands; 
For miſery, oh queen, before thee ſtands! 
Twice ten tempeltuous nights I roll'd, reſign'd 205 
To roaring billows, and the warring wind; 
Hcav'n bade the deep to ſpare! but heav'n, my foe, 
Spares only to inflict ſome mightier woe! 
Inur'd to cares, to death in aff its forms ; 
Outcalt I rove, familiar with the ſtorms! 210 
Once more I view the face of human kind: 
Oh let ſoft pity touch thy gen'rous mind! 
Unconſcious of what air I breathe, I ſtand 
Naked, defenceleſs on a foreign land. 
Propitious to my wants, a veſt ſupply 215 
To guard the wretched from th? inclement ſky : 
So may the gods, who heav'n and earth controul, 
Crown the Fame wiſhes of thy virtuous foul ; 
On thy ſoft hours their choiceſt bleſſings ſhed ; 
Bleſt with a huiband be thy bridal bed; 220 
Blett be thy huſband with a blooming race, 
And laſting union crown your bliſsful days. 
The gods, when they ſupremely bliſs, beituw 
Firm unton on their favourites below; 
Then eavy grieves, with inly-pining hate; 225 
The good exult, and heav'n is in our Itate. 

To whom the nymph: O ſtranger ceaſe thy care; 
Wiſe is thy ſoul, but man is born to bear: 
Jove weighs aftairs of carth in dubious ſcales, 
And the good ſuffers, while the bad prevails: 230 
Bear, with a ſonl refign'd, the will of Jove; 


Who breathes, muit mourn ; thy woes are from above. 


But 
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But fince thou tread'ſt our hoſpitable ſhore, 
*Fis mine to bid the wretched grieve no more, 
To clothe the naked, and thy way to guide, — 
Know, the Phzacian tribes this land divide; 
From great Alcinous' royal loins I ſpring, 


A happy nation, and an happy king. 


Then to her maids—Why, why, ye coward train, 


Theſe fears, this flight? Ye fear and fly in vain. 
Dread ye a foe? Diſmiſs that idle dread ; 


Tis death with hoſtile ſtep theſe ſhores to tread: 


Safe in the love of heav'n, an ocean flows 

Around our realm, a barrier from the focs ; 

*T'is ours this ſon of ſorrow to relieve, 

Cheer the ſad heart, nor let affliction grieve. 

By Jove the ſtranger and the poor are ſent, 

And what to chole we give, to Jove is lent. 

Then food ſupply, and bathe his fainting limbs 

Where waving ſhades obſcure the mazy ſtreams. 
Obedient to the call, the chief they guide 

'To the calm current of the ſecret tide ; 

Cloſe by the ſtream a royal dreſs they lay, 

A veſt and robe, with rich embroid'ry gay: 

Then unguents in a vaſe of gold ſupply, 

That breath'd a fragrance thro' the balmy ſky, 
To them the king. No longer I detain 

Your friendly care; retire, ye virgin train! 

Retire, while from my weary hmbs I lave 

The foul pollution of the briny wave: 

Ye gods! ſince this worn frame refection knew, 

What ſcenes have I ſurvey'd of dreadful view? 

But, nymphs, recede! ſage chaltity denies 

To raiſe the bluſh, or pain the modeſt eyes. 
The nymphs withdrawn, at once 1ato the tide 

Active he bounds; the flaſhing waves divide: 

O'er all his limbs his hands the wave diffuſe, 

And from his locks compreſs the weedy ooze ; 

The balmy oil, a fragrant ſhow'r, he ſheds ; 

Then, dreſt, in pomp magwlicently treads. 


The warrior-goddeſs gives his frame to ſhine, 


With majeſty enlarg'd and air divine: 
Back from his brows a length of hair unfurls, 
His hyaciuthine locks defcend in wavy curls. 
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The ſplendid ſeat, the liſt'ning chief addreſs'd. 
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As by ſome artiſt, to whom Vulcan gives 275 
His kill divine, a breathing ſtatue lives; 

By Pallas taught, he frames the wondrous mold, 

And o'er the ſilver pours the fuſile gold. 

So Pallas his heroic frame improves 

With heav'nly bloom, and like a god he moves. 28e 
A fragrance breathes around: majeltic grace 

Attends his ſteps: th' altoniſt'd virgins. gaze. 

Soft he reclines along the murm'ring ſeas, 

Inhaling freſhneſs from the fanning breeze. 

The wond'ring nymph his glorious port ſurvey'd, 
And to her damſels, with amazement, ſaid. 286 
Not without care divine the ſtranger treads 
This land of joy: his ſteps ſome godhead leads: 
Would Jove deſtroy him, ſure he had been driv'n 
Far from this realm, the fav'rite iſle of heav'n. 290 
Late a fad ſpectacle of woe, he trod 
The deſert ſands, and now he looks a god. 

Oh heav'n! in my connubial hour decree 


This man my ſpouſe, or ſuch a ſpouſe as he! 


But haſte, the viands and the bowl provide— 295 


The maids the viands and the bowl ſupply'd: 
Eager he fed, for keen his hunger rag'd, 
And with the gen'rous vintage thirſt aſſwag'd. 
Now on return her care Nauficaa bends ; 
The robes reſumes, the glitt'ring car aſcends, 300 
Far blooming o'er the field: ns as ſhe preſs'd 


Stranger ariſe! the ſun rolls down the day, 
Lo, to the palace I direct thy way: 
Where in high ſtate the nobles of the land 3035 
Attend my royal fire, a radiant band. 
But hear, tho* wiſdom in thy ſoul preſides, 
Speaks from thy tongue, and ev'ry action guides; 
Advance at diſtance, while I paſs the plain 
Where o'er the furrows waves the golden grain: 310 
Alone I reaſcend—With airy mounds 
A ſtrength of wall the, guarded city bounds: 
The jutting land two ample bays divides ; 
Full thro? the narrow mouths deſcend the tides: 
The ſpacious baſons arching rocks incloſe, 315 
A ſure defence from ev'ry li that blows. 


Clofe 
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Cloſe to the bay great Neptune's fane adjoins; 

And near, a forum flank'd with marble ſhines, 

Where the bold youth, the num'rous fleets to ſtore, 

Shape the broad fail, or {mooth the taper oar: 320 

For not the bow they bend, nor boaſt the kill 

o give the feather'd arrow wings to kill; 

But the tall maſt above the CP pact: 

Or teach the flutt'ring ſail to float in air, 

They ruſh into the deep with eager joy, 325 

Climb the ſteep ſurge, and thro' the tempeſt ly; 

A proud, unpoliſh'd race—To me belongs 

"The care to ſhun the blaſt of fland'rous tongues ; 

Leſt malice, prone the virtuous to defame, 

Thus with vile cenſure taint my ſpotleſs name, 330 
„ What ſtranger this, whom 4 Nauſicaa leads? 

„ Heav'ns! with what graceful majeſty he treads? 

„Perhaps a native of ſome diſtant ſhore, 

© "Che future conſort of her bridal hour; 

« Or rather, ſome deſcendant of the ſkies ; 335 

„ Won by her pray'r, th' aerial bridegroom flies. 

« Heav'n on that hour its choicelt influence ſhed, 

© That gave a —_ ſpouſe to crown her bed! 

« All, all the godlike worthies that adorn 

& "This realm, the flies: Phwacia is her ſcorn,” 340 
And juſt the blame: for female innocence 

Not only flies the guilt, but ſhuns th” offence ; 

"Th? unguarded virgin as unchaſte I blame; 

And the leaſt e with the ſex is ſhame, 

Till our conſenting fires a ſpouſe provide, 345 

And public nuptials juſtify the bride. 
But would'ſt thou ſoon review thy» native plain? 

Attend, and ſpeedy thou ſhalt paſs the main: 

Nigh where a grove, with verdant poplars crown'd, 

Lo Pallas ſacred, ſhades the holy ground, 350 

We bend our way: a bubbling fount diſtils 

A lucid lake, and thence deſcends in rills; 

Around the prove a mead with lively green 

Falls by degrees, aue forms a beauteous ſcene ; 

Here a rich juice the royal vineyard pours; 355 

Aud there the garden yields a waite of ſlow'rs. 

flence lies the town, ts far as to the car 

Floats a ſtrong thout along the waves of air, 8 

re 
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There wait embow'r'd, while I aſcend alone 
To great Alcinous on his royal throne, 369 
Arriv'd, advance, impatient of delay, 
And to the lofty palace bend thy way: 
The lofty palace overlooks the town, 
From ev'ry dome by pomp ſuperior known; 
A child may point the way. With earneſt gait 365 
Seck thou the queen along the rooms of flate; 
Her royal hand a woud'rous work deſigns, 
Around, a circle of bright damſels ſhines, 
Part twiſt the threads, and part the wool diſpoſe, 
While with the purple orb the ſpindle glows. . 370 
High on a throne, amid the Scherian pow'rs, 
My royal father ſhares the genial hours ; 
But to the queen thy mourntul tale diſcloſe; 
With the prevailing eloquence of woes: 
So ſhalt thou view with joy thy natal ſhore, 375 
Tho' mountains riſe between, and occans roar. 
She added not, but waving, as ſhe wheel'd, 
"The ſilver ſcourge, it plitter'd o'er the field: 
With fill the virgin guides th' embroider'd rein: 
Slow rolls the 4 th* attending train. 380 
Now, whirling down the heav'ns, the golden day 
Shot thro? the weſtern clouds a dewy ray; 
The grove they reach, where from the ſecret ſhade 
To Pallas thus the penſive hero pray'd. 

Daughter of Jore! whoſe arms in thunder wield 385 
Th” avenging bolt, and ſhake the dreadful ſhield ; 
Forſook by thee, in vain I fought thy aid 
When booming billows clos'd — my head: 

Attend, unconquer'd maid! accord my vows, 
Bid the great bear, and pitying heal my woes. 390 

This heard Minerva, but Fr. wp to fly 

By Neptune aw'd) rent from the ſky: 
tern god! who rag'd with vengeance unreftrain'd, 


Till great Ulyſſes hail'd bis native land. 
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The court of Alcinous. 


The Princeſs Nauſicaa returns to the city, and Ulyſſes 
[con after fellows thither. He is met by Pallas in the 
form of a young virgin, who guides him to the palace, 
and directs him in what manner to addreſs the queen 
Arete. She then involves him in a miſt, which cauſes 
tim to paſs inviſible. The palace and gardens of Alci- 
nous deſcribed. Ulyſſes falling at the feet of the queen, 
the miſt diſperſes, the Phaacians admire, and receive 
tim with reſpect. The queen inquiring by what means 
he had the garments he then wore, he relates to her and 


Alcinous his departure from Calypſo, and his arrival 
en their dominions. 


The ſame day continues, and the book ends with the night. 


HE patient, heav'nly man thus ſupplant 2 ; 
While the flow mules draw on th' imperial maid : 

Thro? the proud ſtreets the moves, the public gaze: 
The turning wheel before the palace ſtays. _ 
With ready love her brothers gath'ring round, 5 
Receiv'd the veltures, and the mules unbound. 
She ſeeks the bridal bow'r: a matron there 
Ihe riſing fire ſupplies with buſy care, "F350 
W hoſe charms in youth her father's heart inflam'd, 
Now worn with age, Eurymeduſa nam'd: o 
Ihe captive dame Phezacian rovers bore, 
Soatch*d from Epirus, her ſweet native ſhore, 


(A 


Book VII. HOMER's ODYSSEY. ier 


(A grateful prize), and in her bloom beſtow'd 

n good 'Alcinous, honour'd as a god: 

Nurſe of Nauſicaa from her infant years, 15 
And tender ſecond to a mother's cares. 

Now from the facred thicket where he lay, 

To town Ulyſſes took the winding way. 

Propitious Pallas, to fecure her care, 

Around him fpread % veil of thicken'd air; 20 

To ſhun th' encounter of the vulgar crowd, 

Inſulting ſtill, inqifitive and loud. 

When near the fam'd Phæacian walls he drew, 

The beauteous city op'ning to his view, 

His ſtep a virgin met, and ſtood before : 25 

A poliſh'd urn the ſeeming virgin bore, 

And youthful ſmil'd; but in the low diſguiſe 

Lay hid the yore with the azure eyes. 

Show me, fair daughter, (thus the chief demands), 
The houſe of him who rules theſe happy lands. 30 
Thro' many woes and wand'rimgs, lo! 1 come 
To good Aleinous' hoſpitable dome. 

Far from my native coaſt, I rove alone, 
A wretched ſtranger, and of all unknown! 

The goddeis anſwer'd. Father, I obey, 35 
And point the wand'ring traveller his way : 

Well known to me the palace you inquire, 
For faſt beſide it dwells my honour'd fire; 
But filent march, nor greet the common train 
| With queſtion neniels, or inquiry vain. —" 
A race of rugged mariners are theſe; 
Unpoliſh'd men, and boiſt'rous as their ſeas: 
The native iſlanders alone their care, 
And hateful he that breathes a foreign air. 
Theſe did the ruler of the deep ordain 45 
To build proud navies, and command the main ; 
On canvas wings to cut the watry way; 
No bird ſo light, no thought ſo ſwift as they. 
Thus having ſpoke, th' unknown celeſtial leads: 
f The footfteps of the deity he treads, 50 
N Aud ſecret moves along the crowded ſpace, 
| Unſeen of all the rude Phæacian race. 
p (So Pallas order'd, Pallas to their eyes 
'h The miſt objected, and condens'd the ſkies). | 
13 The 
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The chief with wonder ſees th' extended ſtreets, 55 
The ſpreading harbours, and the riding fleets ; 
He next their princes lofty domes admires, 
In ſep'rate iſlands crown'd with riling ſpires; 
And deep intrenchments, and high walls of ſtone, 
That girt the city like a marble zone. 60 
At length the kingly palace gate he view'd : 
There ſtopp'd the goddeſs — her ſpeech renew'd. 

My taik is done; the manſion you inquire 
Appears before you: enter, and admire. | 
High thron'd, and feaſting, there thou ſhalt behold 65 
"The ſcepter'd rulers. Fear not, but be bold: 
A decent boldneſs ever meets with friends, 
Succeeds, and ev'n a ſtranger recommends, 
Firſt to the queen prefer a ſuppliant's claim, 
Alcinous* queen, Arete is her name, 70 
The ſame her parents, and her pow'r the ſame. 5 
For know, from ocean's god Nauſithous ſprung, 
And Peribza, beautiful and young : 

Eurymcdon's laſt hope, who rul'd of old 

he race of giants, impious, proud, and bold; 75 
Periſh'd the nation in unrighteous war, 
Periſh'd the prince, and lett this only heir): 
Who now, by Neptune's am'rous pow'r compreſt, 
Produc'd a monarch that his people bleſt, 
Father and prince of the Phæacian name; 80 
From him, Rhexenor and Alcinous came. 
"The firſt by Phazbus' burning arrows fir'd, 
New from his nuptials, hapleſs youth! expir'd. 
No fon ſu:viv'd : Arete heir'd his ſtate, 
A :d her, Alcinous choſe his royal mate. 8 
With honours yet to womankind unknown, 
his queen he graces, and divides the throne : 
In equal tenderneſs her ſons conſpire, 
And all the children emulate their fire. 
When thro” the ſtreets ſhe gracious deigns to move, 90 
(The public wonder, and the public love), 
The tongues of all with tranſport ſound her praiſe, 
Ihe eyes of all, as on a goddels, gaze. 
She feels the triumph of a gen*rous breaſt ; | 
To heal diviſions, to relieve th upprett : 50 
In virtue rich; in blefling others, bleſt. 


Go 
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Go then ſecure, thy humble ſuit prefer, 
And owe thy country and thy friends to her, 
With that the goddeſs deign'd no longer ſtay, 
But o'er the world of waters wing'd her way : 100 
Forſaking Scheria's ever-pleaſing ſhore, 
'The wink to Marathon the virgin bore; 
Thence, where proud Athens rears her tow'ry head, 
With o 'ning ſtreets and ſhining ſtructures ſpread, 


She palt, delighted with the well-known feats; 105 
And to Erectheus' ſacred dome retreats, 

Mean while Ulyſſes at the palace waits, 
There ſtops, and anxious with his foul debates, 5 
Fix'd in amaze before the royal gates. 


The front appear'd with radiant ſplendors gay, 110 
Bright as the lamp of night, or orb of day, 

The walls were maſly braſs : the cornice high 

Blue metals crown d, in colours of the tky : 

Rich plates of gold the folding doors incaſe ; 

The pillars ſilver, on a brazen baſe; | 115 
Silver the lintels deep- projecting o'er, 

And gold the ringlets that command the door. 

J'ẽwo rows of . dogs, on either hand, 

In ſculptur'd gold and labour'd ſilver ſtand. 

I heſe Vulcan form'd, with art divine, to wait I20 
Immortal guardians at Alcinous' gate 

Alive each animated frame appears, 

And till to live beyond the pow'r of years. 

Fair thrones, within from ſpace to ſpace were rais'd, 
Where various carpets with midavidery blaz'd, 125 
The work of matrons: theſe the princes preſt, 

Day following day, a long continu'd fealt. 

Retulgent pedeſtals the walls ſurround, 

Which boys of gold with flaming torches crown'd ; 
The poliſh d ore, reflecting ev'ry ray, 130 
Blaz'd on the banquets with a double day. 

Full fifty handmaids form the houſhold train; 

Some turn the mill, or ſift the golden grain 

Some ply the loom; their buſy fingers move 
Like poplar leaves when Zephyr fans the grove. 135 
Not more renown'd the men of Scheria's if, 

For failing arts and all the naval toil, 
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Than works of female ſkill their women's pride, 
The flying ſbuttle thro? the threads to 4 . 
Pallas to thefe her double gifts imparts, 140 
Inventive genius, and induſtrious arts. 

Cloſe to the gates a ſpacious garden lies, 
From ſtorms detended and inclement ſkies. 
Four acres was th” allotted ſpace of ground, 
Fenc'd with a green encloſure all around; 145 
Fall thriving trees confeſs'd the fruitful mold; | 
The redd'ning apple ri here to gold: 
Here the blue hg with luſcious juice o'erflows, 
With deeper red the full pom glows, 
The branch here bends beneath the weighty pear, 
And verdant olives flouriſh round the year. 151 
The balmy ſpirit of the weſtern gale 
Eternal breathes on fruits untaught to fail: 
Each dropping pear a foll'wing pear ſupplies, 
On apples apples, ſigs on figs ariſe: 155 
The ſame mild ſeaſon gives the blooms to blow, 
The buds to harden, and the fruits to grow. 

Here order'd vines m equal ranks appear, 
With all th' united labours of the year ; 
Some to unload the fertile branches run, 160 
Some dry the black*ning cluſters. in the ſun, 
Others to tread the liquid harveſt join, 
The groaning preſſes foam with floods of wine. 
Here are the vines in early flow'r deſery'd, 5 

165 


Here grapes diſcolour'd on the funny fide, 
And there in autumn's richeſt purple dy'd. 
Beds of all various herbs, for ever green, 
In beauteous order terminate the ſcene. 
wo plenteous fountains the whole profpe& crown'd ; 
This tbro' the gardens leads its ſtreams around, 170 
Viſits each plant, and waters all the ground: 5 
While that in pipes beneath the palace flows, 
And thence its current on the town. beſtows ; 
To various uſe their various ſtreams they bring, 
The people one, and one fu 3 the king. 175 
Such were the glories which the gods ordain'd, 
To grace Alcinous, and his happy land. 
Ev'n from the chief, who men and nations knew, 


Th? unwonted ſcene ſurpriſe and rapture drew; 
15 In 
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In pleaſing thought he ran the proſpe& o'er, 
Then haſty enter'd at the lofty door. 

Night now approaching, in the palace ſtand, 
With goblets crown'd, the rulers of the land; 
Prepar'd for reſt, and oPring to the“ god 
Who bears the virtue of the fleepy rod. 
Unſeen he glided through the joyous crowd; 
With darkneſs circled, and an ambient cloud. 
Direct to great Alcinous? throne he came, 
And proſtrate fell before th' imperial dame. 


105 


180 


185 


Then from around him dropp'd the veil of night; 


Sudden he ſhines, and manifeit to fight. 

The nobles gaze, with awful fear opprelt ; 

Silent they gaze, and eye the god-like gueſt. 
Daughter of great Rhexenor! (thus began 

Low at her knees, the much-enduring from, 

To thee, thy conſort, and this royal train, 

To all that ſhare the bleſhngs of your reign, 

A ſuppliant bends ; oh pity human woe! 

*Tis what the happy to th' unhappy owe. 

A wretched exile to his country ſend, 


191 


195 


200 


Long worn with griefs, and long without a friend. 


So may the gods your better days inereaſe, 

And all your joys deſcend on all your race, 

So reign for ever on your country's breaſt, 

Your people bleſſing, by your people bleſt! 
Then to the genial hearth he bow'd his face, 

And humbled in the aſhes took his place. 

Silence enſu'd. The eldeſt firſt began, 


Echeneus ſage, a venerable man! 


203 


Whoſe well- taught mind the preſent age ſurpaſt, 210 


And join'd to that th' experience of the laſt. 
Fit words attended on his weighty ſenſe, 
And mild perſuaſion flow'd in eloquence. 

Oh ſight (he cry” ) diſhoneſt and unjuſt! 
A gueſt, a ſtranger, ſeated in the duſt! 
To raiſe the lowly ſuppliant from the ground 
Betits a monarch. Lo! the peers arouad 
But wait thy word, the gentle gueſt to grace, 
And ſeat him fair in ſome diſtinguiſh'd place. 
Jet firſt the herald due libation pay 
To Jove, who guides the wand'rer on his way; 


Mercury. 


215 


220 


Then 
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Then ſet the genial banquet in his view, 
And give the ſtranger-gueſt a ſtranger's due. 
His ſage advice the liſt' ning king obeys, 
He liretch'd his hand the prudent chief to raiſe, 225 
And from his ſeat Laodamas remov'd, 
(The monarch's offspring, and his beſt-belov'd), 
here next his fide the god-like hero fat; 
With ſtars of filver ſhone the bed of ſtate. 


The golden ew'r a beauteous handmaid brings, 230 

Repleniſh'd from the cool tranſlucent ſprings, ; 
Whoſe polifl'd vaſe with copious ſtreams ſupplies 
A. ſilver laver of capacious wh 
"The table next in regal order ſpread, : 


Viands of various kinds invite the taſte, 

Of choiceit fort and favour, rich repaſt! | 

"Thus feaſting high, Alcinous gave the fign, 

And bade the herald pour the rofy wine. 

Let all around the due libation pay 240 

To Jove, who guides the wand'rer on his way. | 
He ſaid, Pontonus heard the king's command; 

The circling goblet moves from hand to hand: | 

Each drinks the juice that glads the heart of man. 

Alcinous then, with aſpe& mild, began. 245 
Princes and peers, attend! while we impart | 

To you, the thoughts of no inhuman heart. 

Now pleas'd and fatiate from the focial rite 

Repair we to the bleſſings of the night : 

But with the rifing day, afſembled here, 250 

Let all the elders of the land appear, 

Pious obſerve our hoſpitable laws, 

And heav'n propitious in the ſtranger's cauſe : 

Then join'd in council, proper means 1 potly 

Safe to tranſport him to the wiſh'd-for ſhore: 255 
How diitant that, imports not us to know, 

Nor weigh the labour, but relieve the woe) : 

Mean time, nor harm nor anguiſh Jet him bear; 

This interval, heav'n truſts him to our care; 

But to his native land our charge refign'd, 260 

Heav'n's is his life to come, and all the woes behind. 


"There mult he ſuffer what the fates ordain : | 


The glitt'ring caniſters are heap'd with bread: 235 


For fate has wove the thread of life with pain, 
Aud twins, ev'n from the birth, are miſery and man 


But 
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z2at if deſcended from th' Olympian bow'r, 

Gracious approach us ſome immortal pow'r; 

If in that form thou com'ſt a gueſt divine, 

Some high event the conſcious gods deſign. 

As yet, unbid, they never grac'd our feait, 

"The ſolemn ſacrifice call'd down the gueſt; 270 

Then manifeſt of heav'n the viſion ſtoed, 

And to our eyes familiar was the god. 

Oft with ſome favour'd traveller they tray, 

And ſhine before him all the defert way: 

With ſocial intercourſe, and face to face, 275 


265 


The friends and guardians of our pious race. 


So near approach we their celeſtial kind, 
By jultice, truth, and probity of mind; 

As our dire neighbours of Cyclopean birth 
Match, in fierce wrong, the giant-ſons of earth. 280 
Let no ſuch thought (with modeſt grace rejoin'd 

The prudent Greek) poſleſs the royal mind. 

Alas! a mortal, hike thyſelf, am 1; 

No glorious native of yon azure ſky : 

In " uh ah how unhke their heav'nly kind; 285 
How more inferior in the gifts of mind? 

Alas, a mortal! moſt oppreit of thoſe 

Whom fate has loaded with a weight of woes; 

By a fad train of miſeries alone 

Diſtinguiſh'd long, and ſecond now to none! 290 
By heav'n's high will compell'd from ſhore to ſhore, 
With heav'n's high will prepar'd to ſuffer more. 

What hiſtories of toil could I declare! 

But ſtill long-weary'd nature wants repair; 

Spent with * and ſhrunk with pining faſt, 295 
My craving bowels ſtill require repaſt. | 
Howe'er the noble, ſuff*ring mind may grieve 

Its load of anguiſh, and diklain to live; 

Neceſſity demands our daily bread ; 

Hunger is inſolent, and will be fed. zeo 
But tiniſh, oh ye peers! what ye propoſe, 

And let the morrow's dawn conclude my woes. 
Pleas'd will I ſuffer all the gods ordain, 

To ſee my ſoil, my ſon, my friends, again. 
That view vouchſaf'd, let inſtant death ſurpriſe 
With ever-during ſhade theſe happy eyes! 


305 
Th' 
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Th' aſſembled peers with gen'ral praiſe approv'd 


His pleaded reafon, and the ſuit he mov'd. 
Each drinks a full oblivion of his cares, 


And to the gifts of balmy fleep repairs. 310 
Ulyiles in the regal walls alone 

Remain'd : beſide him, on a ſplendid throne, 5 
Divine Arete and Alcinous ſhone. 


The queen, on nearer view, the gueſt ſurvey'd 
Rob'd in the garments her own hands had made; 315 
Not without wonder ſeen. Then thus began, 
Her words addrefſigg to the god-like man. 
Cam'ſt thou not hather, wond'rous ſtranger! ſay, 
From lands remote, and o'er a length of fea? 
Tell then whence art thou ? whence that princely air ? 
And robes like theſe, ſo recent and ſo fair! 321 
Hard is the taſk, oh princeſs, you impoſe; 
(Thus fighing ſpoke the man of many woes); 
The long, the mournful ſeries to relate 
Of all my ſorrows ſent by heav'n and fate! 325 
Yet what you aſk, attend. An ifland lies 
Beyond theſe tracts, and under other ſkies, 
Ogygia nam'd, in ocean's watry arms: 
Where dwells Calypſo, dreadful in her charms! 
Remote from gods or men ſhe holds her reign, 330 
Amid the terrors of the rolling main. 
Me, only me, the hand of fortune bore, 
Unbleſt ! to tread that interdicted ſhore : 
When Jove tremendous 1n the ſable deeps 
Launch'd his red lightning at our ſcatter'd ſhips: 335 
Then, all my fleet, and all my fol wers loſt, 
Sole on a plank, on hoiling ſurges toſt, 
Heav'n drove my wreck tl Ogygian ifle to find, 
Full nine days floating to the waves and wind, 
Met by the goddeſs there with open arms, 340 
She brib'd my ſtay with more than human charms ; 
Nay promis'd, vainly promis'd, to beſtow 
Immortal life, exempt from age and woe. 
But all her blandithments ſucceſsleſs prove, 
Jo baniſh from my breaft my country's love. 345 
I ftay reluctant fern continued years, | 
And water her ambroſhal couch with tears. 
The eighth, ſhe voluntary moves to part, 


Or urg*d by Jouve, or her own changetul heart. 
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A raft was form'd to croſs the ſurging ſea ; 350 
Herſelf ſupply'd the ftores and rich array; 

And gave the gales to waft me on che way. 

In ſecv'ntecn days appear'd your pleaſing coaſt, 

And woody mountains half im vapours loft. 

Joy touch'd my ſoul : my ſoul was joy'd in vain, 355 
For angry Neptune rons'd the 4 * main; 


The wild winds whiſtle, and the bilſows roar; 

The ſplitting raft the furious tempeſt tore; : 
And itorms vindictive intercept the ſhore. 

Soon as their rage ſubſides, the ſeas 1 brave 360 


With naked force, and fhoot along the wave, 
To reach this iſſe: but there my hopes were loſt, 
The ſurge impell'd me on a craggy coaſt. 
J choſe the ſafer fea, and chanc'd to find 
A river's mouth impervious to the wind, 365 
And clear of rocks. I fainted by the flood; 
Then took the ſhelter of the neighb'ring wood. 
*T'was night; and cover'd in the foliage deep, 
Jove plung'd my ſenſes in the death ot ſleep. 
All night I flept, oblivious of my pain: 370 
Aurora dawn'd, and Phœbus ſhin'd in vain, 
Nor till oblique he ſlop'd his ev'ning ray, 
Had Somnus dry'd the balmy dews away. 
Then female voices from the thore I heard : 
A maid amidit them goddeſs-like appear'd : 375 
To her I ſu'd, ſhe pity'd my diſtreſs ; 9 
Like thee in beauty, nor in virtue leſs. 
Who from ſuch youth cou'd hope conſid'rate care? 
In youth and beauty wiſdom 1s but rare ! 
She gave me life, reliev'd with juit ſupplics 380 
My wants, and lent theſe robes that ſtrike your eyes. 
This is the truth: and oh ye pow'rs on high! 
Forbid that want ſhould fink me to a lye. 

To this the king. Our daughter but expreſt 

to 


Her cares imperfe our god-like gueſt, 385 
Suppliant to her ſince firſt he chole to pray, , 
Why not herſelf did ſhe conduct the way, 5 
And with her handmaids to our court convey ? 


Hero and king! (Ulyſſes thus reply'd), 
Nor blame her faultleſs, nor ſuſpe& of pride: 390 
5 5 She 
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She bade me follow in th” attendant train; 
But fear and rev'rence did my ſteps detain, 
Left raſh ſuſpicion might alarm thy mind: 
Man's of a jealous and miſtaking kind. 
Far from my ſou] (he cry'd) the gods efface 395 
fil wrath jJI-grounded, and ſuſpicion baſe! 
ater is honeſt, ſtranger, I approve, 
And would to Phoebus, Pallas, and to Jove, 
Such as thou art, thy thought and mine were one, 
Nor thou unwilling to be call'd my ſon; 400 
In tuch alliance could*ft thou with to join, 
A palace ſtor'd with treaſures ſhould be thine. 
But if reluctant, who ſhall force thy ſtay ? 
Jove bids to ſet the ſtranger on his way, | 
And ſhips ſhall wait thee with the morning ray. 405 
"Pill then, let lumber cloſe thy careful eyes; 
The wakeful mariners ſhall watch the ſkies, 
nd ſeize the moment when the breezes riſe : 
Then gently waft thee to the pleaſing ſhore, 
Where thy foul reſts, and labour is no more. 410 
Far as Eubæa tho? thy country lay, 
Our ſhips with eaſe tranſport thee in a day. 
Thither of old, earth's “ giant-ſon to view, 
On wings of winds with Rhadamanth they flew : 
This land, from whence their morning courſe begun, 
Saw them returning with the ſettin fun. 416 
Your Vyes ſhall witneſs and confirm my tale, 
Our youth how dex'trous, and how fleet our ſail, 
When juſtly tim'd with equal ſweep they row, 
And ocean whitens in long tracks below, 420 
Thus he. No word th” experienc'd man replies, 
Put thus to heav'n, (and heav'nward lifts his eyes): 
Oe! oh father! what the king accords N 
Do thou make perfect! ſacred be his words! 
Wide o'er the world Aleinous' glory ſhine ! 425 
Let fame be his, and, ah! my country mine ! 
Jon time Arete, for the hour of reſt 
Ordains the fleecy couch, and cov'ring velt : 
Bids her fair train the purple quilts prepare, 
And the thick carpets ſpread with buſy care. 430 
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With torches blazing in their hands they paſt, 

And Finiſh'd all their queen's command with haſte : 
"Then gave the ſignal to the willing gueſt: 

He 2 with plcaſure, and retir'd to relt, 

There, ſoft-extended, to the murm'ring found 435 
Of the high porch, Ulyſſes fleeps profound ! 

Within, releas'd from cares, Alcinous lies; 


And tail beſide were clos'd Arcte's eycs. 
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Than . 


Alcinous calls a council, in avhich it is reſolved to tranſ- 
Fart Ui;ſſes into his country. Ajter which ſplendid en- 
tertainments are made, where the celebrated muſician 
aui poet Demodocus plays and fings to the gueſts, They 
next proceed to the games, the race, the wreſtling, 
diſcus, & c. where Ulyſſes caſts 4 prodigious length, to 
ihe admiration of all the ſpedtators. They return again 
to the banquet, and Deuadocus ſings the loves of Mars 
and Venus, Uher, after a compliment to the poet, 
defires him to fing the introdudtion of the worden horſe 
into Troy abies fubjeet provoking his tears, Alcinous 
inquires of his gueſt, his name, parentage, and for- 
tunes. 


OW fair Aurora lifts her golden ray, 
And all the ruddy orient flames with day: 
Alcinous, and the chief, with dawning light, 
Roſe inſtant from the ſlumbers of the night; 
Then to the council-ſeat they bend their way, 5 
And fill the ſhining thrones along the bay. 
Mean while Minerva, in her guardian care, 
Shoots from the ſtarry vaults thro' fields of air; 
in form a herald of the king, ſhe flies 
From peer to peer, and thus inceſſant cnes : 10 
Nobles and chiefs who rule Phæacia's ſtates, 
"Che king in council your attendance waits: 
A prince of form divine your aid implores, 
O'er unknown ſeas arrived from unknown ſhores. 
She ſpoke, and ſudden with tumultuous ſounds 15 
Of thronging multitudes the ſhore rebounds : 
At once the ſcats they fill: and ev'ry eye 
Gaz'd, as before ſome brother of the ſky. 
Pallas, with grace divine his form improves, 
More high he treads, and more iularg'd he moves: * 
She 
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And gives a dignity of mien, to awe; 
With ftrength, the future prize of fame to play, 
And gather all the honours of the day. 

Then from his glitt'ring throne Alcinous roſe: 25 
Attend, he cry'd, while we our will diſcloſe. | 
Your preſent aid this god-like ſtranger eraves, 

Toſt by rude tempeſt thro” a war of waves; 

Perhaps from realms that view the riſing day, 

Or nations ſubject to the weſtern ray. 30 
Then grant, what here all ſons of woe obtain; 

(For here affliction never pleads in vain): 

Be choſen youths prepar'd, expert to try 

The vaſt profound, and bid the veſſel fly: | 
Launch the tall bark, and order ev'ry oar ; 35 
Then in our court indulge the genial hour. | 
Inſtant, you ſailors, to this taſk attend; 

Swift to the palace, all ye peers aſcend : 

Let none to ſtrangers honours due diſclaim: 

Be there Demodocus, the bard of fame, 

Taught by the gods to pleaſe, when high he ſings 
The vocal lay, reſponſive to the ſtrings. 

Thus ſpoke the prince: th? attending peers obey, 
In {tate they move; Alcinous leads the way: 

Swift to Demodocus the herald. flies, 45 

At once the ſailors to their charge ariſe: 

They launch the veſſel, and unfurl the ſails, 

And ſtretch the ſwelling canvas to the gales;, 

Then to the palace move: a gath'ring throng, | 

Youth, and white age, tumultuous pour along: 358 

Now all acceſſes to the dome are fill'd; 

Eight boars, the choiceſt of. the herd, are kill'd: 

Two beeves, twelve fatlings from the flock they bring 

To crown the feaſt; fo wills the bounteous King. 

The herald. now arrives, and guides along 55 

The ſacred maſter. of celeſtial ſong: 

Dear to the mule! who gave his days to flow 

With mighty bleſſings, mix'd with mighty woe: 

With clouds of darkneſs quench'd his viſual ray, 

But gave him kill to raiſe the lofty lay. 

High on a radjant throne ſublime in ſtate, 

Encircled by huge multitudes, he fat; | 
K 3 With: 
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With ſilver ſhoae the throne; his lyre, well ſtrung 
To rapt'rous ſounds, at hand Pontonous hung : 
tefore his ſeat a poliſh'd table fhines, ; 65 
And a full goblet foams with gen'rons wines : 
His food a herald bore : and now they fed; 
And now the rage of craving hunger fled. 
Ihen, 6rd by all the mule, aloud he fings 
'The mighty deeds of demigods and kings: 70 
From that fierce wrath the noble ſong aroſe, 
That made Ulyſſes and Achilles foes: 
How o'er the feaſt they doom the fall of Troy; 
The ſtern debate Atrides hears with joy: 
For heav'n foretold the conteſt, when he trod 75 
The marble threſhold of the Delphic god, 
Curious to learn the counſels of the ſky, 
E'er yet he loos'd the rage of war on Troy. 
Touch'd at the fong, Ulyſſes ftraight reſign'd 
To ſoſt affliction all his manly mind: 80 
Before his eyes the purple veſt he drew, 
Induſtrious to conceal the falling dew: 
But when the mufie paus'd, he ccas'd to ſhed 
Ine flowing tear, and rais'd his drooping head: 
And lifting to the gods a goblet erown'd, 85 
He pour'd a pure hbation to the ground. | 
Tranſported with the ſong, the Tit ning train 
Again with loud applaufe demand the ſtrain: 
Again Ulyiles veil'd his pentive head, 
Again unmann'd a ſhow'r of ſorrow ſhed : 90 
Conceal'd he wept; the king obſerv'd alone 
"Che hilent tear, and heard the ſecret groan : 
Then to the bard aloud: O ceaſe to Tow, 
Vumb be thy voice, and mute th' harmonious ſtring ; 
Enough the feaſt has pleas'd, enough the pow'r 95 
Of heav'nly ſong has erown'd the genial hour! 
Inceſſant in the games your ſtrength diſplay, 
Conteſt, ye brave, the honours of the day ! 
That pleas'd th' admiring ſtranger may proclaim 
In diſtant regions the = a fame : 100 
None wield the gauntlet with ſo dire a ſway, 
Or ſwifter in the race devour the way; | 
None in the leap ſpring with fo ſtrong a bound, 
Or tixmer, in the wreſtling, preſs the ground. _ 
us 
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Thus ſpoke the king; the attending peers obey ; 
In ſtate they move, Alcinous leads the way: 106 
His golden lyre Demodocus unſtrung, 
High on a columa in the palace hung : 
And guided by a herald's guardian cares, 
Majeitic to the liſts of fame repairs. 110 
Now ſwarms the populace ; a countleſs throng, 
Youth and hoar age; and man drives man along: 
The games begin: ambitious of the prize, 
Acroneus, 'Thoon, and Eretmeus rite ; 2 
The prize Ocyalus and Prymneus claim, 115 
Anchialus and Ponteus, chiefs of fame: | 
There Proreus, Nautes, Eratreus appear, 
And fam'd Amphialus, Polyneus' heir: 
Euryalus, like Mars terrific, roſe, 
When clad in wrath he whithers hoſts of foes : 120 
Naubolides with grace unequati'd ſhone, 
Or cquall'd by Laodamas alone. 
With theſe came forth Ambaſfincus the ftrong ; 
And three brave ſons, from great Alcinous iprung. 
Rang'd in a line the ready racers ſtand, 125 
Start from the goal, and vaniſh o'er the ſtrand: 
Swift as on wings of wind upborn, they fly, 
And drifts of ring duſt involve the ſky : 
Before the reſt, what {pace the hinds allow 
Between the mule and ox, from plough to plough ; 
Clytoneus ſprung : he wing'd the rapid way, 30 
And bore th' unrivall'd honours of the day. 
With fierce embrace the brawny wreſtlers join; 
The conqueſt, great Euryalus, 1s thine. 
Amphialus ſprung forward wuth a bound, 135 
Superior in the leap, a length I 
From Elatreus' ftrong arm the diſcus flies, 
Aud fings with unmatch'd force along the ſkies. 
And Laodam whirls high, with dreadful ſway, 
The gloves of death, victorious in the fray. 140 
While thus the peerage in the games contends, 
In act to ſpeak, Laodamas aſcends: 
O friends, he cries, the ſtranger ſeems well ſtcill'd 
To try th' illuſtrious labours of the field: 
I deem him brave; then grant the brave man's claim, 
Invite the hero to his ſhare of fame. 146 


What 
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What nervous arms he boaſts! how firm his tread! 
His limbs how turn'd! how broad his ſhoulders ſpread! 
By age unbroke !—but all- conſuming cure 

Deſtroys perhaps the ſtrength that time would ſpare : 
Dire is the ocean, dread in all its forms ! 15 1 


Man muſt decay, when man contends with ftorms. 


Well haſt thou ſpoke, ny ve; replies), 
Thine is the gueſt, invite him thou to riſe. 
Swift as the word advancing from the crowd 155 
He made obeiſance, and thus ſpoke aloud. 
Vouchſafes the rev' rend ſtranger to diſplay 
His manly worth, and ſhare the glorious day? 
Father, ariſe ! for thee thy port proclaims 
Expert to conquer in the ſolemn games. | 169 
To fame ariſe! for what more fame can yield 
"Than the ſwift race, or conflict of the field ? 
Steal from corroding care one tranſient day, 
To glory give the ſpace thou halt to ſtay; 
Short is the time, and, lo! ev'n now the gales 165 
Call thee aboard, and ſtretch the ſwelling ſails. 
To whom with ſighs Ulyſles gave we I : 
Ah why tl ill-ſuiting paſtime muſt J try? 
To — care my thoughts alone are free; 
Ill the gay ſports with troubled hearts agree: 170 
Sad from my natal hour my days have ran, 
A much-afflicted, much-enduring man! 
Who, ſuppliant to the king and peers, implores 
A ſpeedy voyage to his native ſhores, 
Wide wanders, Laodam, thy erring tongue, 175 
The ſports of glory to the brave belong; 
(Retorts "ec. . 16d he boaſts no claim 
Among the great, unlike the ſons of fame: 
A wand'ring merchant he frequents the main, 
Some mean fea-farer in purſuit of gain; 180 
Studious of freight, in naval trade well ſteill'd, 
But dreads th' athletic labours of the field. 
Incens'd, Ulyſſes with a frown replies; 
O forward to proclaim thy ſoul unwile ! 
With partial hands the gods their gifts diſpenſe ; 185 


Some greaily think, ſome ſpeak. with manly ſenic; 


Here heav'n an elegance of form denies, 
But wiſdom the detect of form ſupplics ; 
This. 
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This man with energy of thought controuls, 
And fals with modeſt violence our fouls, 190 
He {peaks referv'dly, but he fpeaks with force, 
Nor can one word be chang'd but for a woric ; 
In public more than mortal he appears, 
And as he moves the gazing crowd reveres. 
While others, beautcous as th etherial kind, 195 
Ihe nobler portion want, a knowing mind. 
In outward thow heav'n gives thee to excel, 
But heav'n denies the praiſe of thinking well, 
Ill bear the brave a rude ungovern'd tongue, 
And, youth, my gen'rous fuul reſcuts the wrong: 2c0 
Skill'd in heroic exerciſe, I claim 
A poſt of honour with tue {ons of ſame: 
Such was my boalt, wWiule vigour crown'd my days, 
Now care {ſurrounds me, and my force decays 
Inur'd a melancholy part to bear, 205 
In ſcenes of death, by tempett and by war. 
Yet, thus by woes impair'd, no more I wave 
To prove the hero. —Slander ſtings the brave, 
Then ſtriding forward with a furious bound, 
He wrench'd a rocky fragment from the ground, 210 
By far more pond'rous, and more huge by far, 
Than what Phzacia's ſons diſcharg'd in air, 
Fierce from his arm th' enormous 4 he flings; 
Sonorous thro' the ſhaded air it ſings; 
Couch'd to the earth, tempeſtuous as it flies, 215 
The crowd gaze upwards while it cleaves the ſkics. 
Beyond all marks, with many a giddy round 
Down ruſhing, it upturns a hill of ground. 
That inſtant Pallas, burſting from a cloud, 
Fix'd a diſtinguich'd mark, and cry'd aloud. 220 
Ev'n he who ſightleſs wants his viſual ray, 
May by his touch alone award the day : 
Thy ſignal throw tranſcends the utmoit bound 
Of ev'ry champion by a length of ground: 
Securely bid the ſtrongeſt of the train | 225 
Arife to throw; the {lrongell throws in vain. 
She ſpoke ; and momentary mounts the ſky: 
The friendly voice Ulyſſes hears with joy; 
Then thus aloud, (elate with decent pride), 
Riſe ye Phauciaus, try your force, he cry'd ; 2 7 


| 
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If with this throw the ſtrongeſt caſter vie, 
Still, further fill, 1 bid the diſcus fly. 
Stand forth, ye champions, who the gauntlet wield, 
Or you, the ſwifteſt racers of the Held! 
Stund forth, ye wreltlers, who theſe paſtimes grace! 
I wield the gauntlet, and I run the race. 236 
In ſuch heroic games I yield to none, 
Or yield to brave Laodamas alone: 
Shall I with brave Lavodamas contend ? 
A friend is ſacred, and I {tile him friend. 240 
Ungen'rous were the man, and baſe of heart, 
Who takes the kind, and pays th' ungrateful part; 
Chiefly the man, in foreign realms contin'd, 
Bale to his friend, to his own int'reſt blind: 
All, all your heroes, I this day defy ; 245 
(ive me a man, that we our might may try. 
Jxpert in ev'ry art, I boait the kill 
To give the feather'd arrow wings to kill; 
Shoutd a whole holt at once diſcharge the bow, 
My well-aim'd ſhaft with death prevents the foe: 250 
Alone ſvperior in the field of Troy, 
Great PhiloQetes taught the ſhaft to fly. 
From all the ſons of earth unrival'd praiſe 
] juſtly claim; but yield to better days, 
Jo thoſe fam'd days when great Alcides roſe, 255 
And Eurytus, who bade the gods be foes: 
(Vain Eurytus, whoſe art became his crime, 
5 wept from the earth he periſt'd in his prime; 
Sudden th” irremeable way he trod, 
Who boldly durſt defy the bowyer god). 260 
In fighting ttelds as far the fpear I throw, 
As flies an arrow from the well-drawn bow. 
Sole ia the race the conteſt J decline, 
Stiff are my weary joints, and I refign, | 
By ſtorms and hunger worn : age well may fail, 265 
When ſtorms aud hunger both at once aſſail. 
Abaſh'd the numbers hear the godlike man, 
Till great Alcinous miluly thus began. 

Well hait thou ſpoke, and well thy gen'rous tongue 
With decent pride refutes a public wrong: 270 
Warm are thy words, bat warm without offence ; 
Fear only fools, ſecure in meu of feule ; 


Thy 
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Thy worth is known. Then hear our country's claim, 

And bear to heroes our heroic fame 

In diſtant realms our glorious deeds diſplay, 275 

Repeat them frequent in- the genial day ; 

When bleſt with eaſe, thy woes and wand'rings end, 

Teach them thy conſort, bid thy ſons attend; 

How lov'd of Jove he crown'd our fires with praiſe, 

How we their offspring dignify our race, 280 
Let other realms the deathful gauntlet wield, 

Or boaſt the glories of th' athletic field; 

We in the courſe unrival'd ſpeed diſplay, 

Or thro? czrulean billows plow the way, 

To dreſs, to dance, to ſing our ſole delight, 285 

The fealt or bath by day, and love by night: 

Riſe then ye ſkilPd in meaſures ; let him bear 

Your fame to men that breathe a diftant air : 

And faithful ſay, to you the pow'rs belong 

To race, to ſail, to dance, to chant the ſung. 290 
But, herald, to the palace ſwift repair, 

And the ſoft lyre to grace our paſtimes bear. 
Swift at the word, obedient to the king, 

The herald flies, the tuneful lyre to bring. 


Up roſe nine ſeniors, choſen to ſurvey 295 
The future games, the judges of the day: 
With inſtant care they mark a ſpacious round, 


And level for the dance th' allotted ground; 

The herald bears the lyre : intent to play, 

The bard advancing meditates the lay, 300 
Skill'd in the dance, tall youths, a blooming band, 
Graceful before the heav'uly minſtrel ſtand; 
Light-bounding from the earth, at once they riſe, 
Their feet half-viewleſs quiver in the ſkies ; 

Ulyſles gaz'd, aſtoniſh'd to ſurvey 305 
The glancing ſplendours as their ſandals play. 

Mean time the bard, alternate to the ſtrings, 

The loves of Mars and Cytherea ſings ; 

How the ſtern god, enamour'd with her charms, 
Claſp'd the gay panting goddeſs in his arms, 310 
By bribes ſeduc'd: and how the ſun, whoſe eye 

Views the broad heav'ns, diſclos'd the lawleſs joy. 
Stung to the ſoul, indignant thro? the ſkies 

To his black forge vindictive Vulcan flies; 


Arriv'd, 
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Arriv'd, his ſinewy arms inceſſant place 315 
Th' eternal anvil on the maſſy bafe. | 
A wond”rous net he labours, to betray 
The wanton lovers, as entwin'd they lay, 
Indiſſohibly ſtrong! "Then inſtant bears 
To his immortal dome the finiſh'd ſnares, 320 
Above, below, around, with art diſpread, 
The ſure incloſure folds the genial bed; 
Whoſe texture ev'n the ſearch of gods deceives, 
Thin as the filmy threads the ſpider weaves. 
Then, as withdrawing from the ſtarry bow'rs, 325 
He feigns a journey to the Lemnian ſhores, | 
His ſav'rite ile! Obſervant Mars deſcries 
His wiſh'd receſs, and to the goddeſs flies; 
He glows, he burns, the fair-hair'd queen of love 
Deſcends ſmooth Funes from the courts of Jove, 330 
Gay blooming in full charms : her hand he preſt 
With eager joy, and with a ſigh addreſt. 

Come, my belov'd! and taſte the ſoft delights : 
Come, to repole the genial bed invites : 
Thy abſent ſpouſe, neglectful of thy charms, 335 
Prefers his barb'rous Sintians to thy arins! 

Then, nothing loath, th' enamour'd fair he led, 

And ſunk tranſported on the conſcious bed. 
Dow ruſh'd the toils, inwrapping as they lay 
The careleſs lovers in their wanton play: 340 
In vain they ſtrive, th' intangling ſnares deny 
(Inextricably firm) the pow'r to fly: 
Warn'd by the god who ſheds the golden day, 
Stern Vulcan homeward treads the ſtarry way : 
Arriv'd, he ſees, he grieves, with rage he burns; 345 
Full horrible he roars, his voice all keav'n returns: 

O Jove, he cry'd, oh all ye pow'rs above, 
See the lewd dalliance of the queen of love ! 
Me, aukward me, the ſcorns; and yields her charms 
To that fair letcher,.the ſtrong god of arms. 350 
If I am. lame, that ſtain my natal hour | 
By fate impos'd ; ſuch me my parent bore : 
Why was | born? See how the wanton lies! 
O light tormenting to an huſband's eyes! 
But yet I truſt, this once ev'n Mars would fly 355 
His tair-one's arms—he thinks her, once, too nigh. 

2 But 
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But there remain, ye guilty, in my pow'r, 

Till Jove refunds his ſhameleſs daughter's dow'r. 

Too dear I priz'd a fair enchanting face: 

Beauty unchaſte is beauty in diſgrace. 360 

Mean while the gods the dome of Vulcan throng, 
Apollo comes, aud Neptune comes along, 

With theſe gay Hermes trod the ſtarry plain; 

But modeſty with-held the goddeſs-train. 

All heav'n beholds, impriſou'd as they ly: 363 
And unextinguiſt'd laughter ſhakes the ſky, 

Then mutual thus they ſpoke : Behold on wrong; 
Swift vengeance waits; and art ſubdues the itron 
Dwells there a god on all th* Olympian brow 
More ſwift than Mars, and more than Vulcan flow ? 370 
Yet Vulcan conquers, and the god of arms 
Mult pay the penalty for . charms. 

Thus ſerious they: but he who gilds the ſkies, 

The gay Apollo, thus to Hermes cries. 
Would'it thou, enchain'd like Mars, oh Hermes, ly, 375 
And bear the ſhame like Mars, to ſhare the joy ? 

O envy'd ſhame ! (the ſmiling youth rejoin'd), 

Add thrice the chains, and thrice more firmly bind; 
Gaze all ye gods, and ev'ry goddels gaze, 
Yet eager would I bleſs the ſweet difprace. 2380 

Loud laugh the reſt, ev'n Neptune laughs aol 
Yet ſues importunate te looſe the god: 

And free, he cries, oh Vulcan ! free from ſhame 
Thy captives; I inſure the penal claim. 

Will Neptune (Vulcan then) the faithleſs truſt ? 385 

He ſuffers who gives ſurety for th” unjult ; 

But ſay, if that lewd ſcandal of the (ky, 

To liberty reſtor'd, perfidious fly; 

Say, wilt thou bear the mulct? He inſtant cries, 

The mulct I bear, if Mars perſidious flies. 399 
To whom appeas'd : No more I urge delay; 

Wen Neptune ſues, my part is to obey. 

Then to the ſaares his force the god applies; 

They burſt ; and Mars to Thrace indignaut flies: 

To the ſoft Cyprian ſhores the goddeſs moves, 395 

To vitit Paphos, and her blooming groves, 

Where to the pow'r an hundred altars riſe, 


And breathing odours fcent the balmy ſkies: 
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Conccal'd the bathes, in conſecrated bow'ra, 
e See unguents ſhed, ambroſial now'rg, 400 
neuents that charm the gods! fhe laſt aſſures 
Her wond'rous robes ; and full the goddeſs blooms. 
Thus ſung the bard : Ulyſſes hears with joy, 
And loud applauſes rend the vaulted ſky. 
Then to the {ports his ſons the king commands; 405 
Hach blooming youth before the monarch ſtands, 
n dance unmatch'd! A wond'rous ball is brought, 
(the work of Polybus, divinely wrought); 
This youth with ſtrength enormous bids it fly, 
And bending backward whirls it to the ſky; 410 
His Erother ſpringing with an active bound, 
At diſtance intercepts it from the ground: 
The ball diſmiſs'd, in dance they ſkim the ſtrand, 
urn and return, and ſcarce imprint the ſand, 
The affembly gazes with aſtoniſh'd cyes, 415 
And ſends in thouts applauſes to the ſkies. 
Then thus Ulyſſes: Happy king, whoſe name 
The brighteit ſhines in all the rolls of fame: 
In ſubjects happy! with ſurpriſe I gaze: 419 
Thy praife was juſt; their ſkill tranſcends thy praiſe. 
Pleas'd with his people's fame the monarch hears, 
f\ ndagþus benevolent accolls the peers. 
Sine wiſdom's ſacred guidance he purſues, 
Give to the ſtranger-gueſt a ſtranger's dues: 
Twelve princes in our realm dominion thare, 425 
G'er whom ſupreme, imperial pow'r I bear: 
Brings gold, a pledge of love; a talent bring, 
A. veit, a robe, and imitate your king: 
Be {wiſt to give; that he this night may ſhare 
Tae focial feaſt of joy, with joy flincere. 430 
And thou, Euryalus, redeern thy wrong: 
A gen'rous heart repairs a fland'rous tongue. 
u' aſſenting peers, obedient to the king, 
In haſte their heralds ſend the gifts to bring. 
Then thus. Euryalus: O prince, whole way 435 
Rules this bleſt realm, renentant I obey ! 
De his this ſword, whoſe Blade of braſs diſplays 
A ruddy gleam; whoſe hilt, a ſilser blaze; 
Vote ory ſheath inwrovgit with curious prides 


Adds graceful terror to the wearer's ide, 442 
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He faid ; and to his hand the ſword contlign'd 

And if, he cry'd, my words alte& thy mind, 
Far from thy mind thoſe words, ye Whirlwinds bear, 
And ſcatter them, ye forms, in empty alr! 444 
Crown, oh ye heav'ns, with joy his peaceful hours, 
And grant him to his ſpouſe and native taorcs! 

And bleſt be thou, my friend, Ulytics Cries, 

Crown him with ev'ry joy, ye fav'ring fies; 
To thy calm hours continu'd peace tod, 
And never, never may'ſt thou want this fword! 450 

He ſaid, and o'er his thoulder lung the blade. 

Now o'er the earth aſcends the ev'ning ſuade: 
The precious gifts tl” illultrious heralds bear, 

And to the court th einbody'd peers repair. 

Before the queen Alcimous' tons unfold 455 
The velts, the robes, and heaps of ſhining gold ; 

Then to the radiant thrones they move in fate: 

Aloft, the king 1 in pomp imperial ſat. 

hence to the queen. O partner of our reign, 

O ſole belov'd ! command thy menial train 460 
A poliſh'd cheſt and ttately robes to bear, 

And healing waters ior the bath prepare; 

That baths, our guelt may bid his ' USE ccaſe, 
Hear the ſweet ſo ng, and taſte the fealt in peace. 

A bowl that flames with gold, of wond'rous frame, 
Ourſelf we gave, memorial of our name: 466 
'To raiſe in off rings to almighty Jove, 

Aud ev'ry god that treads the courts above. 

Inſtant the queen, obſervant of the king, 
Commands her train a ſpacious vaſe to bria g, 470 
The ſpacious vaſe with ample ftreams ſuffice, 

IIcap ligh the wood, and bid the flames ariſe. 
"The flames climb round it with a fierce embrace, 
The fuming waters bubble o'er the blaze. | 
Herſclf the cheſt prepares: in order roli'd 475 
'Fhe robes, the velts arc rang 'd, and heaps of guid; 
And adding a rich dreſs inwrought with art, 
A. gift expreflive of her bounteous heart, 
Thus ſpoke to Ithacus: Jo guard with bands, 
J atolvable theſe giſts, thy care demands ; 480 
Leſt, in thy flumbers on the wat ry main, 
Ihe hand ol raping make our bounty vain. 
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Then bending with full force, around he roll'd 

A labvrinth of bands in fold on fold, 
Clyyd with Circxan art. A train attends 483 
Around the bath: the bath the king aſcends: 
(Untaited joy, fince that diſaſtrous hour, 
He fail'd ill-fated from Calypſo's bow'r): 
Where, happy as the gods that range the ſky, 
He fealted ev'ry ſenſe, with ev'ry joy. 490 
He bathes; the damſels with officious toil, 
Shed fweets, thed unguents, in a ſhow'r of oil: 
Chen o'er his limbs a gorgeous robe he ſpreads, 
An to the fcaſt mapmiicently treads. 
Full where the dome its ſhining valves expands, 495 
Nauſicaa blooming as a Jer | ſtands, 
With wond'ring eyes the hero ſhe ſurvey'd, 
And graceful thus began the royal maid. 

Hail, god-like ſtranger ! and when heav'n reſtores 
To thy fond wiſh thy long-expected ſhores, 500 
This ever grateful in remembrance bear, 

To me thou ow'ſt, to me, the vital air. 

() royal maid, Ulyſſes ſtraight returns, 

Whoſe worth the ſplendours of thy race adorns, 504 
So may dread Jove (whoſe arms in vengeance forms 
The writhen bolt, and blackens heav'n with ſtorms) 
Reſtore me ſate, thro' weary wand'rings toſt, 

To my dear country's ever-pleaſing conſt, 

As while the ſpirit in this boſom glows, 

To thee, my goddeſs, I addreſs my vows 510 
My life, thy giſt I boaſt! He ſaid, and fat, 

Faſt by Alcinous on a throne of ſtate. 

Now each partakes the feaſt, the wine prepares, 
Portions the food, and each his portion ſhares. 

The bard an herald guides: the gazing throng 515 
Pay low obeiſance as he moves along: 

Ceneath a ſculptur'd arch he fits enthron'd, 


The peers encircling form an awful round. 6 
Then from the chine Ulyſſes carves with art 
Delicious fond, an honorary part: 520 


This, tet the majter of the lyre receive, 
A pledge of love! 'tis all a wretch can give. 
Lives there a man heneath the ſpacious ſkies, 
Who ſacred honours to the bard denies ? 
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The muſe The bard inſpires, exalts his mind; 525 
The muſe indulgent loves th' harmonious kind. 
The herald to his hand the charge conveys, 
Not fond of flatt'ry, nor unpleas'd with praiſe, 
When now the rage of hunger was allay'd, 
Thus to the lyriſt wiſe Ulyſſes ſaid ; 530 
O more than man! thy ſoul the muſe inſpires, 
Or Phoebus animates with all his res: 
For who, by Phebus uninform'd, could know 
The woe of Greece, and ſing fo well the woe? 
Juſt to the tale, as preſent at the fray, 535 
Or taught the labours of the dreadful day! 
The ſong recals paſt horrors to my eyes, 
And bids proud Ilion from her aſhes riſe. 
Once more harmonious ſtrike the founding ſtring, 
Th' Epæan fabric, fram'd by Pallas, ſing: 540 
How ſtern Ulyſles, furious to deſtroy, 
With latent heroes ſack'd imperial Troy. 
If faithful thou record the tale of fame, 
The god himſelf inſpires thy breaſt with flame: 
And mine ſhall be the tatk, henceforth to raiſe 545 
In ev'ry land thy monument of praiſe. 
Full of the god he rais'd His lofty ſtrain, 
How the Greet ruſh'd tumultuous to the main: 
How blazing tents illumin'd half the ſkies, 
While from the-ſhores the winged navy flies : 550 
How ev'n in Ilion's walls, in deathful bands, 
Came the ſtern Greeks by Troy's aſſiſting hands: 
All Troy up-heav'd the ſteed; of Mit 'riag mind, 
Various the Trojans counſell'd; part conſign'd 
The monſter to the ſword, part ſentence gave 555 
To plunge it headlong in the whelming ware 
T' unwiſe award to lodge it in the tow'rs, 
An oll'ring ſacred to th' immortal pow'rs : 
1H} unwiſe prevail, they lodge it in the walls, 
And by the gods decree proud llion falls; 560 
Deſtruction enters in the treach*rous wood, 
And vengeful ſlaughter, herce for human blood. 
He ſung the Greeks itern-iſtuing from the Reed, 
How Illion burns, how all her fathers bleed: 
How to thy dome, Deiphobus! aſcends 565 
The Spartan. king ; how Ithacus attends, 
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(Hornd as Mars), and how with dire ae 


He fights, Tubdues : for Pallas ſtrings his arms. 


"Thus whils he ſung, Ulyſſes“ griefs renew, 

Fears bathe his checks, and tears the ground bedew : 
As fome fond matron views in mortal fight 571 
Her huſband falling in his country's right: 

Frantic thro' claſhing ſwords ſhe runs, ſhe flies, 

As ghaſtly pale he groans, and ſaints, and dies; 


Cloſe to his breaſt ſhe grovels on the ground, 571 


Aud bathes with floods of tears the gaping wound; 
She cries, {he ſhrieks; the ſierce inſulting foe 
Relentleſs mocks her violence of woe : 
o chains condemn'd, as wildly ſhe deplores ; 
A widow, and a flave on foreign ſhores! 580 

So from the fluices of Ulyſſes' eyes 
Faſt fell the tears, and fighs ſucceeded ſighs: 
Conceal'd he griev'd : the king obſerv'd alone 
The lilent tear, and heard the ſecret groan: 
Then to the bard aloud: O ceaſe to FM ) 585 
Dumb be thy voice, and mute the tunetal ſtring : 
To cv'ry note his tears reſponſive flow, 
And his great heart heaves with tumultuous woe; 
Thy lay too deeply moves: then ceaſe the lay, 
And o'er the banquet ev'ry heart be gay: 590 
"This ſocial right demands: for him the ſails, 
Floating in air, invite th' impelling gales : 
His are the gitts of love: the wiſe and good 
Receive the ſtranger as a brother's blood. 

But, friend, ditcover faithful what J crave, 595 
Artful concealment ill becomes the brave: 
Say what thy birth, and what the name you bore, 
Impos'd by parents in the natal hour ? 
(For from the natal hour diſtinctive names, 
One common right, the great and lowly claims): 600 
Say from what city, from what regions tolt, 
And what inhabitants thoſe regions boaſt? 
So ſhalt thou inſtaut reach the realm aſſign'd, 
In wond'rous ſhips ſelf-mov'd, inftin& with mind; 
No helm ſecures their courſe, no pilot guides; 605 
Like man intelligent, they plough the tides, 
Conſcious of every coaſt, and every bay, 
That lies beneath the ſun's all-ſeeing ray; 
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Tho? clouds and darkneſs veil th* encumber'd ſky, 
Fearleſs thro? darkneſs and thro' clouds they fly: 60 
Tho? tempeſts rage, tho? rolls the ſwelling main, 

The ſeas may roll, the tempeſts rage in vain ; 

Ev'n the ſtern god that o'er the waves preſides, 

Safe as they pals, and ſafe repaſs the tides, 

With fury burns; while careleſs they convey 615 
Promiſcuous every gueſt to every bay. 

Theſe ears have heard my royal ſire diſcloſe 

A dreadful ſtory, big with future woes, 

How Neptune _ and how, by his command, 


Firm rooted in the ſurge a ſhip ſhould ſtand 620 


A monument of wrath: how mound on mound 
Should bury theſe proud tow'rs beneath the ground. 
But this the gods may fruſtrate or fultil, 

As ſuits the purpoſe of th” eternal will. 

But ſay, thro' what waſte regions haſt thou ſtray'd, 625 
What cuſtoms noted, and what coaſts ſurvey'd ? 

Poſſeſt by wild barbarians fierce in arms, 

Or men, whoſe boſom tender pity warms? 

Say, why the fate of Troy awak'd thy cares, 

Why beay'd thy boſom, and why fow'd thy tears? 630 
Juſt are the ways of heav'n: from heav'n proceed 

The woes of man; heav'n doom'd the Greeks to bleed, 
A theme of future ſong ! Say then, if ſlain 

Some dear-lov'd brother preſs'd the Phrygian plain? 
Or bled ſome friend, who bore a brother's part, 635 
And claim'd by merit, not by blood, the heart? 
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TRR ARGUMENT. 


The adventures of the Cicons, Lotophagi, and Cy- 
clops. 


Ul;ſſes begins the relation of his adventures : how, after 
the de 2 uren of Troy, he, with tis companions, made 
an incurſiun on the Cicons, hy auh they were repulſed ; 
and, meeting with a form, were driven to the coaſt of 
the Lotophagi. From thence they ſailed io the land of the 
Cyclops, avhoſe manners and fitnation are particularly 

c aracteriſed. The giant Polyphemus and his cave de- 
+ "ribed; the uſage Ulyſſes and his companions met 
there ; 0 and; lajily, the method and artifice by which he 
eſe caped. 


2 [- HEN thus Ulyſſes. Thou, whom firlt in ſway, 
As ſirſt in virtue, theſe thy realms obey ; 
How ſweet the products of a peaceful reign ! 
The heav' n-taught poet, and enchanting {train 
The well-fill'd palace, the perpetual feait, 5 
A land rejoicing, and a people bleſt! | 
How goodly ſeems it, ever to we em 
Man's ſocial days in union and in jo 
The plenteous board high-heap'd 9 cates divine, 
And over the foaming bowl the laughing wine! i© 
Amid theſe joys, why ſceks thy mind to know 
TY unhappy ſeries of a wand'rer's woe? 
Remembrance fad, whole image to review, 
Alas! mult open all my wounds anew.. | 
And oh, what firſt, what laſt ſhall I relate, 15 
Of woes unnumber'd ſent by heav'n and fate? 
Know tirit the man (tho' now a wretch diſtreſt) 
Who hopes thee, monarch, for his future guelt. 
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Behold Ulyſſes ! no ignoble wame, 
Earth ſounds my wiſdom, aud high heav'n my fame. 20 

My native ſoil is Ithaca the fair, 

Where high Neritus waves his woods in air: 
Dulychium, Same, and Zacynthus, crown'd 

With ſhady mountains, ſpread thor iſſes around. 
(Theſe to the north and night's dark regions run, 25 
Thoſe to Aurora and the riling fun ), 

Low lies our ifle, yet bleſt in fruitful ores ; 

Strong are her ſons, tho” rocky are her ſhores; 

And none, ah none ſo lovely to my tight, 

Of all the lands that heav'n o'eripreads with light! 30 
In vain Calypſo long conftrain'd my itay, 

With ſweet, reluctant, amorous delay; 

With all her charms as vainly Circe ſtrove, 

And added magic, to ſecure my love, 

In pomps or joys, the palace or the grot, 35 

y country's image never was forgot, 

My abſent parents roſe before my light, 
And diſtant lay contentment and delight. 

Hear then the woes, which mighty Jove ordain'd 
To wait my paſſage from the Trojan land, 40 
The winds from Ilion to the Cicons' ſhore, 

Beneath cold Iſmarus, our veſſels bore. 

We boldly landed on the hoftile place, 

And ſack'd the city, and deſtroy'd the race, | 
Their wives made captive, their poſſeſſious ſhar'd, 4g 
And ev'ry ſoldier found a like reward. 

I then advis'd to fly; not ſo the reſt, 

Who ſtaid to revel, and prolong the feaſt; 

The fatted ſheep and ſable bulls they lay, 

And bowls fly round, and riot waſtes the day. 50 
Mean time the Cicons, to their holds retir'd, 

Call on the Cicons, with new fury fir'd ; 

With early morn the gather'd country ſwarms, 

And all the continent is bright with arms: 

Thick as the budding leaves or riſiug flow'rs 55 
O'erſpread the land, when ſpring deſcends in ſhow'rs; 
All expert ſoldiers, fkill'd on foot to dare, 

Or from the bounding comler urge the war. 

Now fortuue changes, (lo the fates ordain), 

Our hour was come to taſte our ſhare of pain. 60 
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Cloſe at the ſhips the bloody fight began, 

Wounded the y wound, and man Experen on man. 

Long, 48 the morning-fun, increaling br igt, 

O'er heav'n's pure azure ſpread the growing light, 

Promiſcuous death the form of war confounds, 65 

Lach adverſe battle gor'd with equal wounds: 

But when his evy'ning-wheels o'erhung the main, 

Then conqueſt crown'd the fierce Ciconian train. 

Six brave companions from each ſhip we loſt, 

The reſt eſcape in haſte, and quit the coaſt, 70 

With fails outſpread we fly th? unequal ſtrife, 

Sad for their loſs, but joyful of our life. 

Yet, as we fled, our fellow-rites we paid, 

And thrice we call'd on each unhappy ſhade. 74 

Mean while the god, whoſe hand the thunder forms, 
Drives clouds on clouds, and blackens heav'n with 
ſtorms: 

Wide o'er the waſte the rage of Boreas ſweeps, 

And night ruſh'd headlong on the ſhaded deeps. 

Now here, now there, the giddy ſhips are borne, 

And all the rattling evnds 7 in fragments torn. 80 

We furl'd the fail, we ply'd the lab ring oar, 

Took down our 3 and row'd our ſhips to ſhore. 
Two tedious days and two long nights we lay, 

Merweatch'd and batter'd in the naked bay. 

Dut the third morning when Aurora brings, 85 

We rear the maſts, we ſpread the canvas wings; 

Refreſh'd, and careleſs on the deck reclin'd, 

We lit, and truſt the pilot and the wind, 

Then to my native country had 1 ſaid : 

But, the cape doubled, adverſe winds prevail'd. 90 

Strong was the tile, which by the northerp blaſt 

Impell d, our veſſels on Cythera caſt. 

Nine days our fleet th* uncertain tempeſt bore 

Far in wide ocean, and from fight of ſhore: 

The tenth we touch'd, by various errors toſt, 95 

The land of Lotos, nad the flow'ry coaſt. 

we climlYd the beach, and ſprings of water found, 
Then ſpread our haly baiquet on the ground, 

Three men were ſeat, deputed from the crew, 

(Av herald one), the dubious coaſt to view, 100 
| 8 And 
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And learn w'iat habitants poſſeſt the place. 
They went, and found an hoſpitable race 

Not prone to ill, nor range to foreign gueſt, 
Lhey cat, they drink, nel nature gives the leaſt 


"Che trees around ow at their food produce; 105 
Lotos the name, divine, necareous juice! 

(Thence call'd  Lotophagn), which wh ue tail es, 
Infattate riots in the ſweet repaits, d 


Nor other home nor other care intends, 
But quits his houſe, his country, and his frienls: 110 
The three we ſent, from of th' enchanting ground 
We dragg'd reluctant, and by force we bound: 
The reſt To haſte forſook the pleaſing ſhore, 
Or, the charm taſted, had return'd no more. 
Now, plac'd in order on their banks, they ſweep 115 
The fea's ſmooth face, and cleave the hoary deep; 
With heavy hearts we labour thro? the tide 
To coaſts unknown, and oceans yet untry'd. 

The land of Cyclops firit ; a ſavage kind, 
Nor tam'd by manners, nor by laws confin'd: 120 
Untaught to plant, to turn the glebe, and ſow; 
They all their products to free nature owe. 
The oi untill'd a ready harveſt yiclds, 
Wich wheat and barley wave the golden fields, 4 
Spontancous wines from weighty cluſters pour, 125 
And Jove deſcends in each prohic ſhow'r. 
By theſe no ſtatutes and no rights are known, 
No council] held, no monarch fills the throne, 
But high on hills or airy cliſſs they dwell, 
Or deep | in caves whoſe entrance Icads to hell. 130 
Each rules his race, his netghbour not his care, 
Heedleſs of others, to his own ſevere. 

Oppos'd to the Cyclopean coaſts, there lay 
An ile, whoſe hills their ſubje ct fields ſurvey; 
Its name Lachza, crown'd with many a grove, 135 
Where ſavage goats thro' pathleſs thickets rove: 
No needy mortals here, with hunger beld, 
Or wretched hunters, thro? the wintry cold 
Purſue their flight, but leave them ſafe to bound 
Frm hill to hill, o'er all the deſert ground. 140 
Nor knows the foil to feed the fleecy care, 
Or tecls the labours of the crooked ſhare; 


we —̃ —— — Pp * 
———U— — — — — — 


1322 HOME Rs ODYSSEY. Book IX. 


But uninbabited, untill'd, unſown, 

It lies, and breeds the bleating goat alone: 
For there no veſſel with vera: M prore, 

Or bark of traffic, glides from ſhore to ſhore ; 
The rugged race of ſavages, unſkill'd 

'The ſeas to traverſe, or the ſhips to build, 
Gaze on the co:{t, nor cultivate the ſoil ; 
Unlearn'd in all th? induitrious arts of toi]. 
Yet here all products and all plants abound, 
Sprung from the fruitful] genius of the ground 
Fields waving high with heavy crops are ſeen, 
And vines that flouriſh in eternal green; 
Refreihing meads along the murm'ring main, 
And fountains ſtreaming down the fruitful plain. 

A port there is, inclos'd on either fide, 

Where ſhips may reſt, unanchor'd and unty'd ; 
Till the glad mariners incline to fail, 
And the fea whitens with the riſing gale. 
High at its head, from ovt the cavern'd rock 
In Jiving rills a guſhing fountain broke: 
Around it, and above, for ever green, 

The buſhing alders form'd a ſhady ſcene. 
Hither ſome fav'ring god, beyond our thought, 
Thro' all- ſurrounding ſhade our navy brought; 
For gloomy night deſcended on the main, 
Nor glimmer'd Phœbe in th ethereal plain: 


But all unſeen the clouded iſland lay, 


And all unſeen the ſurge and rolling ſea, 

Pill ſafe we anchor'd in the ſhelter'd bay: 
Our fails we gather'd, caſt our cables o'er, 
And ſlept ſecure along the fandy ſhore. 

Soon as again the roly morning ſhone, 
Reveal d the landicape and the ſcene unknown, 


With wonder ſeiz'd, we view the pleaſing ground, 


And walk delighted, and expatiate round. 
Rous'd by the woodland nyraphs, at carly dawn, 


"The mountain goats came bounding o'er the lawn: 


In haſte our fellows to the ſhips repair, 
For arms and weapons of the ſilvan war; 
Straight in three ſquadrons all our crew we part, 
And bend the bow, or wing the millile dart; 
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The bounteous gods afford a copious prey, 


And nine fat goats each veſſel bears away: 

The royal bark had ten. Our ſhips complete 

We thus ſupply'd, (for twelve were all the fleet). 
Here, till the ſetting ſun roll'd down the light, 

We ſat indulging in the genial nite : 

Nor wines were wanting ; thoſe from ample jars 

We Gdrain'd, the wing of our Cicoman wars, 


The land of Cyclops lay in proſpect near; 5 


133 


The voice of goats and bleating flocks we hear, 
And from their mountains riſing ſmokes appear. 
Now ſunk the ſun, and * ·[ cover'd o'er 195 
The face of things: along the ſea-beat ſhore 
Satiate we ſlept : but when the ſacred dawn 
Ariſing glitter'd o'er the dewy lawn, 

I calPd my fellows and theſe words addreſt. 
My dear aſſociates, here 8 your reſt: 


208 
While, with my ſingle ſhip, advent*rous, I 
Go forth, the manners of yon men to try ; 
Whether a race unjuſt, of barb'rous might, 
Rude, and unconſcious of a ſtranger's right; 
Or ſuch who harbour pity in their breaſt, 205 


Revere the gods, and ſuccour the diſtreſt? 
This ſaid, I chmb'd my veſſel's lofty ſide; 
My train obey'd me and the ſhip unty'd. 


In order ſeated on their banks, they {wee 


Neptune's ſmooth face, and cleave the yieiding deep. 
When to the neareſt verge of land we drew, 211 
Faſt by the ſca a lonely cave we view, 

High, and with dark'ning laurels cover'd o'er ; 
Where ſheep and goats lay flumb'ring round the ſhore. 
Near this, a fence of marble from the rock, 


21 
Brown with o'er-arching pine, and ſpreading oak. ? 
A. giant-fhepherd here his flock maintains 
Far from the reſt, and ſolitary reigns, 
In ſhelter thick of horrid ſhade reclin'd; 
And gloomy miſchiefs labour in his mind. 220 


A form enormous! far unlike the race 

Of human birth, in ſtature, and in face; 
As ſome lone mountain's monſtrous growth he ſtood, 
Crown'd with rough 8 and a nodding wood, 


I left 
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left my veſſel at the point of land, 225 
And cloſe to guard it, gave our crew command : 

With only twelve the boldeſt and the beſt, 

I ſeek th' adventure, and forſake the reſt. 

Then took a goat-ſkin fill'd with precious wine, 

The gift of Maron of Evantheus' line, 230 
(The prieſt of Phoebus at th' Iſmarian ſhrine), 

In ſacred ſhade Ins honour'd manſon ſtood 

Amidſt Apollo's conſecrated wood; 

Him, and his houſe, heav'n mov'd my mind to ſave, 
And coſtly preſents in return he gave 235 
| Seven golden talents to perfection wrought, 

A ſilver bowl that held a copious draught, 

And twelve large veſſels of unmingled wine, 
Mellifuous, undecaying, and divine! 

Which now ſome ages from his race conceal'd, 240 
The hoary fire in gratitude reveal'd; 

Such was the wine: to quench whoſe fervent ſteam, 
Scarce twenty meaſures from the living ſtream 

To cool one cup ſuffic'd: the goblet crown'd 

Breath'd aromatic fragrancies around. 245 
Of this an ample vaſe we heav'd aboard, 

And brought another with proviſions ſtor'd. 

My ſoul foreboded I ſhould find the bow'r 

Ot ſome fell monſter, fierce with barb'rous pow'r, 
Some ruſtic wretch, who liv'd in heav'n's deſpight, 
Contemning laws, and trampling on the right. 251 
ie cave we ſound, but vacant all within, 

(His flock the giant tended on the green), 

But round the grot we gaze: and all we view, 

Tn order rang'd, our admiration drew : 255 
"he bending ſhelves with loads of cheeſes preſt, 

The folded flocks each ſep'rate from the reſt ; 

(The larger here, and there the leſſer lambs, 

he new fall'n young here bleating for their dams; 
Ihe kid dift:ngwfh'd from the lambkin lies); 260 
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Ply cavern chores with reſponſive cries. 

Capacious chargers all around were laid, 

T,1! nails, and veſlels of the milking trade. 

Wil fro proviton hence our fleet to ſtore 

My irieuds adviſe me, and to quit the ſhore; 265 
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Or drive a flock of ſheep and goats away, 

Conſult our ſafety, and put oft to ſea. 

"Their wholeſome CT ently 1 declin'd, 

Curious to view the man of monſtrous kind, 

And try what ſocial rites a favage lends : 

Dire rites, das! and fatal to my friends! 
Then firlt a we X kindle, and prepare 

For his return v0 ſacrifice and pray'r. 

The loaden ſhelves allord us full repait ; 

We fit expecting. Lo! he comes at laſt. 275 

Near half a foreſt on his back he hore, 

And caſt the pond'rous burden at the door. 

It thunder'd as it fell. We trembled theu, 

And ſought the deep receſſes of the den. 

Now driv'n before lum, thro the arching rock, 280 

Came tumbling, heaps on heaps, th' unnumber'd flock ; 

Big-udder'd ewes, and goats of female kind, 

(The males were penn'd in outward courts behind); 

"Then, heav'd on high, a rock's enormous weight 

To the cave's mouth he roll'd, and clos'd the gate. 285 

(Scarce twenty-four wheePd cars, compact and ſtrong, 

The maily load could bear, or roll along). 

He next betakes him to his ev'uing cares, 

And fitting down, to milk. his flocks prepares; 


ra 
_ 
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Of half their udders eaſes firſt the dams, 290 


Then to the mother's teat ſubmits the lambs. 
Half the white ſtream to hard'ning cheeſe lie pretl, 
And high-in wicker-baſkets heap'd: the reſt, 
Reſerv'd in bowls, ſupphy'd his nightly fealt. 
J is labour done, he tir'd the pile; that gave 207 
A ſudden blaze, and lighted. all the cave. 
We ſtand diſcovered by the riſing fires, 
Aſkance the giant glares, and thus inquires. 
What are ye, guelts; on what adventure, ſay, 
'Thus far ye dd, 6 thro' the watry way? 300 
Pirates perhaps, who ſeck thro' ſeas. unknown 
The lives of others, and expoſe your own? 
His voice like thunder thro” the cavern ſounds: 
My bold companions thriliing fear confounds, 
Appall'd at fight of more than mortal man! 3c5 


At length, with heart recover'd, 1 began. 
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From P'roy's fam'd fields, ſad wand'rers o'er the main, 
Behold the rehcs of the Grecian train! 
Thro' various ſeas by various perils toſt, 
And forc*d by ſtorms, unwilling, on your coaſt; 310 
Far from our deſtin'd courſe, and native land, 
Such was our fate, and ſuch high Jove's chmmand! 
Nor what we are beiits us to diſclaim, 
Atrides' friends, (in arms a mighty name), 
Who taught proud Troy and all her ſons to bow; 315 
Victors of late, but humble ſuppliants now! 
Low at thy knee thy ſuccour we implore ; 
Reſpect us, human, and relieve us, poor. 
At leall ſome hoſpitable gifts beitow ; 
* Vis what the happy to th' unhappy owe: 320 
*Fis what the gods require: thoſe gods revere, 
The poor and ſtranger are their conſtant care; 
To Jove their cauſe and their revenge belongs, 
He wanders with them, and he feels their wrongs. 
Fools that ye are! (the ſavage thus replies, 325 
His inward fury blazing at his eyes); 
Or ſtrangers, diſtant far from our abodes, 
To bid me rev'rence or regard the gods. 
Know then we Cyclops are a race, above 
Thoſe air-bred people, and their goat-nurs'd Jove: 330 
And learn, our pow'r proceeds with thee and thine, 
Not as he wills, but as ourſelves incline. 
But anſwer, the good ſhip that brought ye o'er, 
Where lies ſhe anchor'd ? near or off the ſhore? 
Thus he. His meditated fraud I find, 335 
(Vers'd in the turns of various human kind), 
And cautious thus. Againſt a dreadful rock, 
Faſt by your thore the gallant veſſel broke, 
Scarce with theſe few I *ſcap'd; of all my train, 
Whom angry Neptune whelm'd beneath the main; 5 
The ſcatter'd wreck the winds blew back again. 341 
He anſwer'd with his deed. His bloody hand 
Snatch'd two, unhappy ! of my martial band; 
And daſh'd like dogs againſt the ſtony floor: 
The pavement ſwims with brains and mingled gore. 
Toin limb from limb, he ſpreads his horrid feaſt, 346 
Ard fiercz devpurs it like a mountain beaſt : 7 
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He ſucks the marrow, and the blood he drains, 

Nor entrails, fleſh, nor ſolid bone remains. 

We ſee the death from which we cannot move, 350 

And humbled groan beneath the hand of Jove. 

His ample maw with human carnage fill'd, 

A milky deluge next the giant ſwill'd; | 

Then Retch's in length o'er half the cavern'd rock, 

Lay ſenſeleſs and ſupine, amidit the flock. 35 * 

'To ſeize the time, and with a ſudden wound 

To tix the ſlumb'ring monſter to the ground, 

My ſoul impels me; and in act 1 ſtand 

To draw the ſword; but wiſdom held my hand. 

A deed ſo raſh had finiſh'd all our fate, 360 

No mortal forces from the lofty gate 

Could roll the rock. In a # rief we lay, 

Aud ſigh, expecting the return of day. 

Now did the roſy-finger'd morn ariſe, 

And ſhed her ſacred light along the ſkies. 365 

He wakes, he lights the fire, he milks the dams, 

And to the mothers teat ſubmits the lambs. 

The taſk thus finiſh'd of his morning hours, 

Two more he ſnatches, murders, and devours. 

Then pleas'd, and whiſtling, drives his flock before; 

Romoves the rocky mountain from the door, 371 

And ſhuts again: with equal eaſe diſpos'd, 

As a light quiver's lid it op'd and clos'd. 

His giant voice the echoing region fills: 

His flocks, obedient, ſpread.o'er all the hills, 375 
Thus left behind, cen in the lait deſpair 

I thought, devis'd, and Pallas heard my pray'r. 

Revenge, and doubt, and caution, work'd my breaſt ; 

But this of many counſels ſeem'd the beſt : 

The monſter's club within the cave I 'ſpy*d,. 389 

A tree of ſtatelieſt growth, and yet undry'd, 

Green from the wood; of height and bulk fo vaſt, 

The largeſt ſhip might claim it for a mult. 

This ſhorten'd of its top, I gave my train 

A fathom's length, to ſhape it and to plain; 385 

The narrow'r end 1 ſharpen'd to a ſpire; 

Whoſe point we harden'd with the Gare of fire, - 

Zend hid it in the duſt that ſtrow'd the cave. 

Then to my few companions, bold aud brave, 


M 3 Propos'd, - 
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More! give me more, he cry'd : the boon 
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Propos'd, who firſt the vent'rous deed ſhould try, 390 


Iu the broad orbit of his monſtrous eye 
'Fo plunge the brand, and twirl the pointed wood, 
When ſlumber next ſhould tame the man of blood. 
Juſt as 1 wiſh'd, the lots were caſt on four: 
Myſelf the fifth. We itand and wait the hour. 395 
He comes with ev'ning: all his fleecy flock 
Before him march, and pour into the rock : 
Not one, or male or female, ſtaid behind; 
(So fortune chanc'd, or ſo ſome god deſign'd); 
Ihen hcaving high the ſtone's unwieldy weight, 4c@ 
He roll'd it on the cave, and clos'd the gate. 
Firſt down he fits, to milk the woolly dams, 
And then permits their udder to the lambs. 
Next ſciz'd two wretches more, and headlong caſt, 
Brain'd on the rock; his ſecond dire repaſt. 405 
I then approach'd him, reeking with their gore, 
And held the brimming goblet foaming o'er: 
Cyclop! fince haman fleſh has been thy feaſt, 
Now drain this goblet, potent to digeſt: 
Know hence what treaſures in our ſhip we loſt, 410 
And what rich liquors other climates boaſt. 
We to thy ſhore the precious freight ſhall bear, 
If home thou ſend us, and vouchſafe to ipare. 
But ob! thus furious, thirſting thus for gore, 
Tuc ſons of men ſhalt ne'er approach thy ſhore, 415 
And never ſhalt thou taſte this nectar more. 

He heard, he took, and pouring down his throat, 
Delighted, ſwill'd the large luxurious draught. 

A thine, 

Whoe'er thou art that bear'ſt celeſtial wine! 420 
Declare thy name; not mortal is this juice, 
Such as th' unbleſt Cyclopean climes produce; 
(Tho? ſure our vine the largeſt cluſter yields, 
And Jove's ſcorn'd thunder ſerves to drench our fields); 
But this deſcended from the bleſt abodes, 425 


A rill of near, ſtreaming from the gods. 


He ſaid, and greedy graſp'd the heady bowl, 
Thrice drain'd, and pour'd the deluge on his ſoul. 
His ſenſe lay cover'd with the dozy fume ; 
While thus my fraudful ſpeech I reaſſume. 430 
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Thy promis'd boon, O Cyclop ! now I claim, 
And plead my title : Noman is my name. 
By that diſtinguiſh'd from my tender years, 
»Tis what my parents call me, and my peers. 
The oe then. Our promis'd grace receive, 435 


The hoſpitable hoon we mean to give : 
When all thy wretched crew have felt my pow'r, 
Noman ſhall be the laſt I will devour. | 

He ſaid: then nodding with the fumes of wine, 
Dropt his huge head, and ſnoring lay ſupine. 440 
His neck obliquely o'er his ſhoulder hung, 
Preſt with the weight of ſleep that tames the ſtrong 
There belcht the mingled ſtreams of wine and blood, 
And human fleſh, his indigeſted food. 
Sudden I ſtir the embers, and inſpire 445 
With animating breath the ſeeds of fire; 
Each drooping fpirit with bold words repair, 
And urge my train the dreadful deed to dare. 
The ſtake now glow'd beneath the burning bed 
(Green as it was) and ſparkled fiery red. 450 
Then forth the vengeful inſtrument I bring; 
With beating hearts my fellows form a ring. 
Urg'd by ſome prefent god, they ſwift let fall 
The pointed torment on his viſual ball; 
Myſelf above them from a riſing ground 455 
Guide the ſharp ſtake, and twirl it round and round. 
As when a ſhipwright ſtands his workmen o'er, 
Who ply the wimble, ſome huge beam to bore; 
Urg'd on all hands it nimbly ſpins about, 
The grain deep-piercing till it ſcoops it out: 460 
In his broad eye ſo whirls the fiery wood ; 
From the pierc'd pupil ſpouts the boiling blood ; 
Sing'd are his brows; the ſcorching lids grow black; 
The jelly bubbles, and the fibres crack. 
And as when arm'rers temper in the ford 465 
The keen-edg'd pole-axe, or the ſhining ſword, 
The red-hot metal hiſſes in the lake; 
Thus in his eye-ball hiſs'd the plunging ſtake. 
He ſends a dreadful groan : the rocks around 
Thro' all their — winding caves reſound. 470 
Scar'd we receded. Forth, with frantic hand, 
He tore and daſh'd on carth the goary brand: 


, Then 
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Then calls the Cyclops, all that round him dwell, 
With voice like thunder, and a direful yell. 

From all their dens the one-ey'd race repair, 475 
From rifted rocks, and mountains bleak in air. 

All haſle aſſembled, at his well-known roar, 

Inquire the cauſe, and crowd the cavern door. 

What hurts thee, Polypheme ? what ſtrange affright 
Thus breaks our flumbers, and diſturbs the night ? 
Dors any mortal in th* unguarded hour 481 
Of ſleep oppreſs thee, or 7 fraud or pow'r? 

Or thieves inſidious thy fair flock ſurpriſe ? 
Thus they the Cyclop from his den replies. 

Friends, Noman kills me; Noman, in the hour 485 

Of ſleep, oppreſſes me with fraudful pow'r. 

44 Tf no man hurt thee, but the hand divine 

« Inflict diſeaſe, it fits thee to reſign: 

« "I's Jove or to thy father Neptune pray;“ 

The brethren ery'd, and inſtant ſtrode away. 490 

Joy touch'd my ſecret ſoul, and conſcious heart, 
Pleas'd with th' effect of conduct and of. art. 

Mean time the Cyclop, raging with his wound, 
Spreads his wide arms, and ſearches round and round: 
At laſt, the ſtone removing from the gate, 495- 
With hands extended in the midſt he ſat; 

And ſearch'd each paſhng ſheep, and felt it o'er, 
Secure to ſeize us ere we reach'd the door. 

(Such as his ſhallow wit he deem'd was mine) ; 

But ſecret I revolv'd the deep defign; 500 
Twas for our lives my lab'ring boſom wrought; 

Each ſcheme 1 turn'd, and ſharpen'd ev'ry thought ; 
This way and that I caſt, to fave my friends, 

Till one reſolve my varying counſel ends. 

Strong were the rams, with native purple fair, 505 
Well fed, and largeſt of the fleecy care. 

"Theſe, three and three, with ofier bands we ty*d, 
(The twining bands the Cyelop's bed ſupply'd), 

The midmoſt bore a man; the outward two 

Secur*d each fide: fo bound we all the crew. 510 
One ram remain'd, the leader of the flock; 

In his deep fleece my graſping hands I lock, 

And faſt beneath, in woolly curls inwove, 

There clng implicit, and contide in Jove. 


| When 


Book IX. HOME R' ODYSSEY. 141 


When roſy morning glimmer'd o'er the dales, 515 
He drove to paſture all the luſty males: 
The ewes ſtill folded, with diſtended thighs 
Umilk'd, lay bleating in diſtreſsful cries. 
But heedleſs of thoſe cares, with anguith ſtung, 
He felt their fleeces as they paſs'd along, $20 
Fool that he was) and let them ſafely go, 

Il unſuſpecting of their freight below. 

The maſter ram at laſt approach'd the gate, 
Charg'd with his wool, and with Ulyſles” fate. 
Him while he paſt the monſter blind beſpoke : 525 
What makes my ram the lag of all the flock ? 
Firſt thou were want to crop the flow'ry mead, 
Firſt to the field and river's bank to lead, 
And firſt with itately ſtep at ev'ning hour 
Thy fleecy fellows uſher to their bow'r, 530 
Now far the laſt, with penfive pace and flow 
Thou mov it, as conſcious of thy maſter's woe! 
Seeſt thou theſe lids that now infold in vain ? 
(The deed of Noman and his wicked train): 
Oh! didit thou feel for thy afflicted lord, 535 
And wou'd but fate the pow'r of ſpeech afford; 
Soon might'ſt thou tell me where in ſecret here 
The daitard lurks, all trembling with his fear: 
Swung round and round, and daſh'd from rock to rock, 
His batter'd brains ſhou'd on the pavement ſmoke. 
No eaſe, no pleaſure my ſad heart receives, 541 
While ſuch a monſter as vile Noman hves. 

The giant ſpoke, and thro? the hollow rock 
Diſmiſs'd the ram, the father of the flock. 
No ſooner freed, and thro” th' incloſure paſt, 545 
Firit I releaſe myſelf, my fellows laſt : 
Fat ſheep and goats in throngs we drive before, 
And reach our veſſel on the winding ſhore. 
With joy the ſailors view their friends return'd, 
And hail us living whom as dead they mourn'd. 550 
Big tears of traniport ſtand in ev'ry eye, 
I check their fondneſs, and command to fly. 
Aboard in halte they heave the wealthy ſheep, 
And ſnatch their oars, and ruſh into the deep. 

Now off at ſca, and from the ſhallows clear, 555 
As far as human voice could reach the car; 


With 
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With taunts the diſtant giant [ accoſt, 

Hear me, oh Cyclop ! hear, ungracious hoſt ! 
Twas on no coward, no ignoble flave, 

Thou meditat'ſt thy meal in yonder caye; 56® 
But one, the vengeance fated from above 

| Doom'l to inflict ; the inſtrument of Jove. 

Thy barb'rous breach of hoſpitable bands, 

The god, the god revenges by my hands. 

Theſe words the Cyclop's burning rage provoke : 
From the tall hill he rends a pointed rock ; 566 
High o'er the billows flew the maſly load, 

And near the ſhip came thund'ring on the flood. 

It almoſt bruſh'd the helm, and fell before: 

The whole ſea ſhook, and refluent beat the ſhore. 57@ 
The ſtrong concuſſion on the heaving tide 

Roll'd back the veſſel to the ifland's tide ; 

Again I thov'd her off; our fate to fly. 

Each nerve we ſtretch, and ev'ry oar we ply, 

Juſt 'ſcap'd impending death, when now again $75 
We twice as far had furrow'd back the main, 

Once more I raiſe my voice; my friends, afraid, 

With mild entreatics my deſign diſſuade. 

What boots the godleſs giant to provoke ? 

Whoſe arm may link us at a ſingle {troke. 580 
Already, when the dreadful rock he threw, 

Old Ocean ſhook, and back his ſurges flew. 

'Thy ſounding voice directs his aim again 

The rock o'erwhelms us, and we *ſcap'd in vain. 

But I, of mind clate, and ſcorning fear, 585 

Thus with new taunts inſult the monſter's ear. 
Cyclop! if any, pitying thy diſgrace, 
Aik who disſigur'd thus that eye-leſs face? 
Jay, 'twas Ulyſſes ; *twas his deed declare, 
Laertes' ſon, of Ithaca the fair ; 590 
Ulyſſes, far in fighting fields renown'd, 
Before whoſe arm Troy tumbled to the ground. 
TW aſtoniſh'd ſavage with a roar — 4 
Oh heav'ns! oh faith of ancient prophecies ! 
This, Telemes Furymedcs foretold, 595 
( The mighty ſeer who on theſe hills grew old; 
Skill'd the dark ſates of mortals to —— 
Aud learn'd in all wing'd omens of the air), 
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| 
Long ſince he menac'd, ſuch was fate's command; | | 
| 


143 


And nam'd Ulyſles as the deſtin'd hand, 

I deem'd ſome godlike giant to behold, 

Or lofty hero, baughty, brave, and bold; 

Not this weak pigmy wretch, of mean deſign, 

Who not by {treugth ſubdu'd me, but by wine. 

Put come, accept our gifts, and join to pray 605 

Great Neptune's bleſſing on the watry way: 

For his J am, and I the lineage own: 

I' immortal father no leſs buaſts the ſon. 

His pow*r can heal me, and re- light my eye; 

And only his, of all the gods on high. 610 
Oh! could this arm (1 thus aloud rejoin'd) 

From that vaſt bulk diſlodge thy bloody mind, 

And tend thee howling to the realms of night! 

As ſure, as Neptune cannot give thee fight. | 
Thus I: while raging he repeats his crics, 615 

With hands uplifted to the ſtarry ſkies. 

Hear me, oh Neptune! thou whoſe arms are hurl'd 

From ſhore to ſhore, and gird the ſolid world. 

If thine I am, nor thou my birth diſown, 

And if th' unhappy Cyclop be thy ſon ; 620 

Let not Ulyſſes breathe his native air, 

Lacrtes' ſon of Ithaca the fair. 

If to review his country be his fate, 

Be it thro? toils and ſuff' rings, long and late, 

His loſt companions let him firſt deplore ; 

Some veſſel, not his own, tranſport him o'er ; 

And when at home from foreign ſuff rings freed, 

More near and deep, domeſtic woes ſucceed ! 
With imprecations thus he fill'd the air, | 

And angry Neptune heard th' unrighteous pray*r. 630 

A larger rock then heaving from the plain, 

He whirl'd it round: it ſung acroſs the main: 

It fell, and bruſh'd the ſtern : the billows roar, 

Shake. at the weight, and refluent beat the ſhore, 

With all our force we kept aloof to ſea, 635 

And gain'd the ifland where our veſſels lay. 

Our light the whole collected navy cheer'd, | 

Who, waiting long by turns had hop'd and fear'd. 

There diſembarking on the green ſea-ſide, 

We land our cattle, and the ſpoil divide: 
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Of theſe due ſhares to ev” ry (ailor fall; 
The maſter ram was voted mine by all: 
And him (the guardian of Ulyſies' fate) 
With ptous mind to heav'n I conſecrate. 
But the great god, whoſe thunder rends the ſkies, 645 
Averſe beholds the ſmoking ſacrifice ; 
And fees me wand'ring lili from coaſt to coaſt; 
And all my veſſels, all my people, loſt! 
While thoughtleſs we indulge the genial rite, 
As plenteous cates and flowing bowls invite; 650 
Till ev'ning Phabus rolPd away the light : 
Stretcl\'d on the ſhore in carelels eaſe we reſt, 
Till rudy morning purpled o'er the eaſt, 
Then from their anchors all our ſhips. unbind, 
And mount the decks, and call the willing wind. G55 
Now, rang'd in order on our banks, we {ſweep 
With haily ſtrokes the hoarfe reſounding deep; 
Blind to the future, penſive with our fears, 


Glad for the living, tor the dead in tears. 
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Adventures with Wolus, the Leſtrigons, and Circe. 


Ulyſes arrives at the ifland of alut, why giver him prof- 
perous winds, and incliſes the adverſe ones in a bag, 
awhich his companions untying, they are driven back 
again, and rejected. Then they jail to the Leflrigans, 
where they lofe eleven ſhips, and, with one only remain» 
ing, proceed to the iſland of Circe. Eurylochus is ſent 
firſt with ſome companions, all which, except Euryla- 
chus, are transformed ints fauine. Ulyſſes then under 
takes the adventure, and by the help of Mercury, who 
gives him the herb Moly, overcomes the enchantreſr, and 


procures the reſtoration of his men. Aſter a 


'ear*s 


ftay with her, he prepares at her inſtigation for his 


voyage to the infernal ſhades. 


T length we reach'd Zolia's ſea-girt ſhore, 
Where great Hippotades the ſceptre bore, 
A floating iſle ! high-rais'd by toil divine, 
Strong walls of braſs the rocky coaſt confine. 
Six blooming youths, 1n private grandeur bred, 
And fix fair daughters, grac'd the royal bed: 
Theſe ſons their ſiſters wed, and all remain, 
"Their parents pride, and pleaſure of their reign. 
All day they feaſt, all day the bowls flow round, 
And joy and muſic thro” the ifle reſound: 
At night each pair on ſplendid carpets lay, 
And crown'd with love the pleaſures of the day. 
This happy port affords our wand'ring fleet 
A month's reception, and a ſafe retreat. 
Full oft the monarch urg'd me to relate 
The fall of Tlion, and the Grecian fate; 


N 
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Full oft I told: at length for parting moy'd; 

The king with mighty gifts my ſuit approv'd. 

The adverſe winds in leathern bags he brac'd, 
Compreſs'd their force, and lock'd cach ſtrugyling blaſt : 
For him the mighty fire of gods aſſigu'd 21 
The tempeſt's lord, and tyrant of the wind; 

His word alone the liſt'ning ſtorms obey, 

To ſmooth the deep, or {well the foarny ſea. 


"Theſe in my hollow ſhip the monarch hung, 25 
Securely fetter'd by a filver thong; 

But Zephyrus exempt, with friendly — . 

He charg'd to fill, and guide the ſwelling fails : 
Rare gil but oh, what gift to fools avails! 


Nine proſp'rous days we ply'd the lab'ring oarz 30 
Ihe tenth preſents our welcome native ſhore: 
The bills diſplay the beacon's friendly light, 
And riling mountains gain upon our fight, 
Then firſt my eyes, by watchful toils oppreſt, 
Comply'd to take the balmy gifts of reſt; 35 
Then firſt my hands did from the rudder part, 
(So much the love of home poſſeſs'd my heart), 
When, lo! on board a fond debate aroſe, 
What rare device thoſe veſſels might incloſe? 
What ſum, what prize from Kolas I brought ? 40 
Whilſt to his neighbour each expreſs'd his thought. 
Say, whence, ye gods, contending nations ſtrive 
Who moſt ſhall pleaſe, who molt our hero give ? 
Long have his coffers groan'd with Trojan ſpoils ; 
Whiltt we, the wretched part'ners of his toils, 45 
Reproach'd by want, our fruitleſs labours mourn, 
And only rich in barren fame return. 
Now Molus, ye ſee, augments his ſtore: 
But come, my friends, theſe myſtic gifts exq.lore. 
They ſaid: and (oh curs'd fate!) the thongs unbound ! 
The guſhing tempeſt ſweeps the ocean round; 51 
Snatch'd in the whirl, the hurried navy flew, 
"Che occan widen'd, and the ſhores withdrew. 
Rous'd from my fatal fleep, I long debate 
If ftill to live, or deſp'rate plunge to fate: 
"Thus doubting, proſtrate on the deck I lay, 
Pill all the coward thoughts of death gave way. 


55 


Mean 


n 


T ARR 2 


Book X. HOMER's ODYSSEY. 147 


And ſoon the known ZEolian coalt regain, 
Our groans the rocks remurmur'd to the main. | 
We leap'd on ſhore, and with a ſcanty feaſt | 
Our thirit and hunger haſtily repreſs'd; b 
That done, two chulen beralds {trait attend 
Our ſecond progreſs to my royal friend: | 
And him amidit his jovial ſons we found ; 65 
The banquet ftreaming, and the goblets crown'd : 
There humbly ſtopp'd with conſcious ſhame aud awe, 
Nor nearer than the gate preſum'd to draw. 
Put ſoon his ſons their well-known gueſt deſcry'd, 
And ſtarting from their couches loudly cry'd, 70 
Ulyſſes here! what dæmon couldit thou meet 
To thwart thy paſſage, and repel thy fleet? 
Walt thou not furniſh'd by our choicelt care 
For Greece, for home, and ali thy ſoul held dear? 
Taus they: in Glence long my fate I mourn'd, 75 
At length theſe words with accent low return'd. 
Me, Jock'd in fleep, my faithleſs crew bereft 
Of all the bleſhngs of your god-like gift! 
But grant, oh grant our loſs we may retrieve ; 
A favour you, and you alone can give. 80 
Thus 1 with art to move their pity try'd, 

And touch'd the youths ; but their stern fire reply'd, 
Vile wretch, be gone! this inſtaut I command 
Thy fleet accurs'd to leave our hallow'd land. | 
His baneful ſuit pollutes theſe bleſs'd abodes, 85 
W hoſe fate proclaims him hateful to the gods. 

\ Thus fierce he ſaid : we ſighing went our way, 
And with deſponding hearts put off to fea. 
The ſailors ſpent with toils their folly mourn, 
But mourn in vain; no proſpect of return. go 


Six days and nights a doubtful eourſe we ſteer, ; 


Mean while our veſſels plough the liquid plain, 
4 


* 


The next proud Lamos' ſtately tow'rs appear, 

And Lſtrigonia's gates arile diſtinct in air. 

The ſhepherd quitting here ai night the plain, 

Calls, to ſuceced his cares, the watchful ſwain; 95 
But he that ſcorns the chains of fleep to wear, 

And adds the herdſman to the ſhepherd's care, 
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His double toils may claim a double pay, 
And join the labours of the night and day. 
Within a long receſs a bay there lies, 
Edg'd round with cliffs high pointing to the ſkies; 
[he jutting ſhores that ſwell on either fide _. 
Contract its mouth, and break the ruſhing tide, 
Our eager ſailors ſeize the fair retreat, 105 
And bound within the port their crowded fleet: 
For here retir'd the ſinking billows fleep, 
And ſmiling calmneſs filver'd over the deep. 
I only in the bay refus'd to moor, 
And fix*d, without, my halſers to the ſhore. 110 
From thence we climb'd a point, whoſe airy brow 
Commauds the proſpect of the plains below: 
No tracks of beaſts, or ſigns of men, we found, 
But ſmoky volumes rolling from the ground. 
Two with our herald thither we command, 11 
With ſpeed to learn what men poſſeſs'd the land. 
They went, and kept the — 8 ſmooth beaten road 
Which to the city drew the mountain wood; 
When lo! they met, beſide a cryſtal ſpring, 
The daughter of Antiphates the king; 120 
She to Artacia's ſilver ſtreams came down, | 
( Artacia's ſtreams alone ſupply the town); 
The damſel they approach, and aſk'd what race 
The people were? who monarch of the place? 
With joy the maid th' unwary ſtrangers heard, 125 
And ſhew'd them where the royal dome appear'd. 
They went; but as they ent'ring ſaw the queen, 
Of liz enormous, and terrific mien, 
(Not yielding to ſome bulky mountain's height), 
A ſudden horror ſtruck their akipg fight. 130 
Swift at her call her huſband ſcour'd away 
Vo wreak his hunger on the deflin'd prey 
One for his food the raging glutton flew, 
But two ruſh'd out, and to the navy flew, 
Balk'd of his prey, the yelling monſter flies, 135 
And fills the city with his hideous cries; 
A ghaſtly band of giants hear the roar, | 
Aud pouring down the mountains, crowd the ſhore, 
Fragments 


So near the paſtures, and ſo ſhort the way, 
4 
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Fragments they rend from off the craggy brow, 
And daſh the ruins on the ſhips below: 140 
The crackling veſſels burit ; hoarſe groans ariſe, 
And mingled horrors echo'd to the ſkies ; 
The men, like filh, they ſtuck upon the flood, 
And cramm'd their filthy throats with human food. 
W hilt thus their fury rages at the bay, 145 
My ſword our cables cut, I call'd to weigh; 
And charg'd my men, as they from fate would fly, 
Each nerve to (train, each bending oar to ply. 
The ſailors catch the word, their oars they ſeize, 
And ſweep with equal ſtrokes the. ſmoky ſeas ; 150 
Clear of the rocks th' impatient veſſel flies; 
Whilit in the port each wretch encumber'd dies. 
With earneſt haſte my frighted ſailors preſs, 
While kindling tranſports glow'd at our ſucceſs ;; 
But the ſad fate that did our friends deſtroy, 155 
Cool'd ev'ry breaſt, and damp'd the riſing joy. 
Now dropp'd our anchors in th' AEzan bay, 
Where Circe dwelt, the daughter of the day ; 
Her mother Perse, of old Ocean's ſtrain, 
Thus from the ſun deſcended, and the main; 160 
(From the ſame lineage ſtern AEztes came, 
The far-fam'd brother of th? enchantreſs dame); 
Goddeſs, and queen, to whom the pow'rs belong 
Of dreadful magic, and commanding ſong, 
Some god directing, to this peaceful bay 165 
Silent we came, and melancholy lay, 
Spent and o'erwatch'd. Two days and nights roll'd on, 
And now the third tucceeding morning ſhone, 
I] climb'd a cliff, with ſpear and font in hand, 
Whoſe ridge o'erlook'd. a ſhady length-of land; 170 
To learn if aught of mortal works appear, 
Or cheerful voice of mortal ſtrike the ear. 
From the high point I mark'd, in diftant view, 
A itream of. curling ſmoke; aſcending blue, 
And ſpiry tops, the tufted trees above, 
Qt Circe's palace boſom'd in the grove. 

Thither to. haſte, the region to explore, | 
Was tirlt my thought: but ſpeeding back to ſhore 
I deem'd it beſt to viſit brit my crew, 

And ſend out {pics the dubious coalt to view. 180 
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As down the hill I ſolitary go, 


Home pow'r divine, who pities human woe, 

Sent a tall (tag, deſcending from the wood, 

% cool his fervour in the cryſtal flood; 

Luxuriant on the wave-worn bank he lay, 185 
Streteh'd forth, and panting in the ſunny ray. 

J lanch'd my ſpear, and with a ſudden wound 
"Tranſpierc'd his back, and fx'd him to the ground, 
He falls, and mourns his fate with human cries; 


Thro' the wide wound the vital ſpirit flies. 190 
1 drew, and caſting on the river ſide 

The bloody Hear, his gather'd feet I ty'd 

With twining oſiers, which the bank ſupply'd. 


An ell in length the pliant whiſp I weav'd, 
And the huge body on my ſhoulders heav'd : 195 
Then leaning on the ſpear with both my hands, 
Up bore my load, and preſs'd the finking ſands 
Will weighty Reps, 'till at the ſhip I threw 
The welcome burden, and beſpoke my crew. 
Cheer up, my friends! it is not yet our fate 200 
To glide with gholls thro? Pluto's gloomy gate. 
Food in the deſert land, behold ! is giv'n, 


Live, and enjoy the providence of heav'n. 


The joytul crew ſurvey his mighty ſize, 
And on the future banquet feaſt their eyes, 205 
As huge in length extended lay the beaſt; 

Then waſh their hands, and baden to the feaſt. 

There, till the ſetting ſun roll d down the light, 

They fat indulging in the genial rite. 

When ev'ning roſe, and darkneſs cover'd o'er 210 

The face of things, we flept along the ſhore, 

But when the —— morning warm'd the ealt, 

My men 1 ſummon'd, and theſe words addreſt. 
Foll'wers and friends, attend what I propoſe: 


Ye ſad companions of Ulyſſes' woes! 215 
We know not here what land before us lies, 

Or tov what quarter now we turn our eyes, 5 
Or where the ſun ſhall ſet, or where ſhall riſe. 


Here let us think (if thinking be not vain) 

If any counſel, any hope remain, 220 
Alas! from yonder promontory's brow, 

T view'd the coaſt, a region flat and low; 
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An iſle incircled with the boundleſs flood; 
A length of thickets, and entangled wood. 
Some {ſmoke I ſaw amid the foreſt rife, 
Aud all around it only ſcas and thies ! 

With broken hearts my ſad companions ſtood, 
Mindful of Cyclops and his human food, 
And horrid Læſtrigons, the men of blood. 
Preſaging tears apace began to rain 
But tears in mortal miſeries are vain. 

In equal parts I ſtraight divide my band, 
And name a chief each party to command; 
J led the one, and of the other fide 
Appointed brave Eurylochus the guide. 
'Then in the brazen helm the lots we throw, 


And fortune caits Eurylochus to go: 


He march'd, with twice eleven in his train : 
Penſive they march, and penſive we remain, 

The palace in a woody vale they found, 
High rais'd of ſtone; a ſhaded ſpace around: 
Where mountain wolves and brindled lions roam, 
(By magic tam'd) familiar to the dome. 
With gentle blandiſhment our men they meet, 
And wag their tails, and fawning lick their feet. 
As from ſome feaſt a man returning late, 
His faithful dogs all meet him at the gate, 
Rejoicing round, ſome morſel to receive, 

Such as the good man ever us' to give), 

omeſtie thus the griſly bealts drew near; 
'Fhey gaze with wonder, not unmix'd with fear, 
Now on the threſhold of the dome they itovd, 
And heard a voice reſounding thro* the wood: 
Plac'd at her loom within, the goddeſs ſung ; 
The vaulted roofs and folid pavement rung : 
O'er the fair web the riſing figures thine, 
Immortal labour! worthy hands divine. 
Polites to the reſt the queſtion mov'd, 
(A gallant leader, and a man I lov'd). 

W hat voice celeſtial, chanting to the loom, 

(Or nymph, or goddeſs), echoes from the room? 
Say, ſhall we ſeek acceſs? With that they call 


Aud wide unfold the portals of the hall. 
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"The goddeſs rifing, aſks her gueſts to ſtay, 


Who blindly follow where ſhe leads the way. 265 


Eurylochus alone of all the band, 

Suſpecting fraud, more prudently remain'd. 

On thrones around, with downy cov'rings grac'd, 

With ſemblance fair th' unhappy men the plac'd. 

Milk newly preſs'd, the ſacred flour of wheat, 270 

And honey freſh, and Pramnian wines the treat: 

But venom'd was the bread, and mix'd the bowl, 

With drugs of force to darken all the ſoul : 

Soon in the luſcious feaſt themſelves they loſt, 

And drank oblivion of their native coalt. 275. 

Inſtant her circhng wand the goddeſs waves, 

To hogs transforms 'em, and the ſty receives. 

No more was ſeen the human form divine; 

Head, face, and members, briitle into ſwine: 

Still curſt with ſenſe, their minds remain alone, 280 

And their own voice affrights them when they groan. 

Mean while the goddeſs in diſdain beſtows 

The maſt and acorn, brutal food! and ftrows 

The fruits of cornel, as their feaſt, around; 

Now prone and 3 on unſav'ry ground. 285 
Eurylochus, with pentive ſteps and ſſow, 

Aghaſt returns; the meſſenger of woe, 

And bitter fate, To ſpeak he made effay; 

In vain efſay'd, nor would his tongue obey, 

His ſwelling heart deny'd the words their way: 290 

But ſpeaking tears the want of words ſupply, 

And the full ſou] burſts copious from his eye. 

Afﬀrighted, anxious for our fellows fates, 

We preſs to hear what ſadly he relates. 


We went, Ulyſſes! (ſuch was thy command), 295. 


Thro' the lone thicket, and the deſert land. 

A palace in a woody vale we found 

Brown with dark foreſts, and with ſhades around. 

A voice celeſtial echo'd from the dome, 

Or nymph, or goddeſs, chanting to the loom. 300 

Acceſs we ſought, nor was acceſs deny'd: 

Radiant ſhe came; the portals open'd wide: 

The goddeſs mild invites the gueſts to ſtay: 

They blindly follow where ſhe leads the way. 
| | I only 
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I only wait behind of all the train; 305 


I waited Jong, and ey'd the doors in vain: 
The reſt are vaniſh'd, none repalſs'd the gate; 
And not a man appears to tell their fate, 
I heard, and initant o'er my ſhoulders flun 
The belt in which my weighty falchion hung ; 310 
(A beamy blade); then ſeiz'd the bended bow, 
And bade him guide the way, reſolv'd to go. 
He, proſtrate calling, with both hands embrac'd 
My knees, and weeping thus his ſait addreſs'd. 
O king belov'd of Jove! thy ſervant ſpare, 315 
And ah, thyſelf the raih attempt forbear! 
Never, alas! thou never ſhall return, 
Or ſee the wretched for whoſe Joſs we mourn. 
With what remains from certain ruin fly, 
And ſafe the few not fated yet to die. 320 
I anſwer'd ſtern. Inglorious then remain, 
Here feaſt and loiter, and deſert thy train. 
Alone, unfriended will I tempt my way; 
The laws of fate compel, and I obey. 
This ſaid, and ſcornful turning from the ſhore 325 
My haughty itep, I ſtalk'd the valley o'er. . 
Till now approaching nigh the magic bow'r, 
Where dwelt th' enchantreſs ſcill'd in herbs of pow'r; 
A form divine forth iſſu'd from the wood, 
Agee Hermes with the golden rod), 330 
n human ſemblance. On his bloomy face 
Youth ſmil'd celeſtial, with each op'ning grace. 
He ſeiz'd my hand, and gracious thus began. 
Ah whither roam'ſt thou much-enduring man! 
O blind to fate! what led thy ſteps to rove 335 
The horrid mazes of this magic grove? 
Each friend you ſeek in yon incloſure lies, 
All loſt their form, and habitants of ſties. 
Think'ſt thou by wit to model their eſcape ? 
Sooner ſhalt thqu, a ſtranger to thy ſhape, 340 
Fall prone their equal: firſt thy danger know, 
Then take the antidote the gods beſtow, 
The plant I give thro” all the direful bow'r 
Shall guard thee, and avert the evil hour. 
Now hear her wicked arts. Before thy eyes 345 
The bowl ſhall ſparkle, and the banquet riſe; 


Take 
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Take this, nor from the faithleſs feaſt abſtain, 
For temper'd drugs and poiſon fhall be vain. 
Soon as ſhe ſtri kes her wand, and gives the word, 
Draw forth and brandith thy refulgent ſword, 350 
And menace death: thoſe menaces ſhall move 
Her alter'd mind to blandiſhmeut and love. 
Nor ſhun the bleſſing proffer'd to thy arms, 
Aſcend her bed, and taſte celeſtial charms : 
80 ſhall thy tedious toils a reſpite find, 
And thy loſt friends return to human kind, 
But ſwear her ſirſt by thoſe dread oaths that tie 
The pow'rs below, the bleſſed in the ſky; 
Leſt to thee naked ſecret fraud be meant, 
Or magic bind thee, cold and impotent. 369 
Thus while he ſpoke, the ſov'reign plant he drew, 
Where on th” all-bearing earth unmark'd it grew, 
And ſhew'd its nature and its wond'rous pow'r: 
Black was its root, but milky-white the flow'r ; 
Moly the name, to mortals hard to find, 365 
But all is caſy to th' etherial kind. 
This Hermes gave, then gliding off the glade, 
Shot to Olympus from the woodland ſhade. 
While full of thought, revolving fates to come, 
I ſpeed my paſſage to th* enchanted dome: 370 
Arriv'd, before the lofty gates 1 ſtay'd; 
The lofty gates the bay wide diſplay'd; 
She leads before, and to the feaſt invites; 
] follow ſadly to the magic rites. | 
Radiant with {larry ſtuds, a filver ſeat 375 
Receiv'd my limbs; a foot ſtool eas'd my feet. 
She mix'd the potion, fraudulent of ſoul; 
The poiſon mantled in the golden bowl. 
I took, and quaff'd it, contident in heav'n: 
Then wav'd the wand, and then the word was giv'n. 
Hence to thy fellows! (dreadiul the began); 281 
Go, bc a beaft II heard, and yet was man. 
Then ſudden whirhng like a waving flame 
My beamy talchion, I aftult the dame. 
Struck with unuſual fear, ſhe trembling cries, 385 
She faiats, the falls; the lifts her weeping eyes. 
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What art thou? ſay! from whence, from whom you 
came? 

O more than human! tell thy race, thy name. 
Amazing ſtrength, theſe poiſons to ſuſtain! 
Not mortal thou, nor mortal is thy brain. 
Or art thou he? the man to come, (foretold 
By Hermes pow'rful with the wand of gold), 
The man from Troy, who wander'd ocean round; 
The man for wiſdom's various arts renown'd, 
Ulyſſes? Oh! thy threat'ning fury ceaſe, 395 
Sheath thy bright ſword, and join our hands in peace; 
Let mutual joys our mutual truit combine, 
And love, and love-born confidence be thine, 

And how, dread Circe ! (furious I rejoin) 
Can love, and love-born confidence be mine! 
Beneath thy charms when my companions groan, 
Transform'd to beaſts, with accents not their own. 
O thou of fraudful heart! thall I be led 
To ſhare thy feaſt-rites, or aſcend thy bed; 
That, all unarm'd, thy vengeance may have vent, 405 
And magic bind me, cold and impotent ? 
Celeitial as thou art, yet ſtand deny'd; 
Or ſwear that oath by which the gods are ty'd, 
Swear, in thy ſoul no latent frauds remain, 
Swear, by the vow which never can be vain. 
The goddeſs ſwore ; then ſeiz'd my hand, and led 
To the ſweet tranſports of the genial bed. 
Miaiitraat to their queen, with buſy care 
Four faithful handmaids the ſoft rites prepare; 
Nymphs ſprung from fountains, or from ſhady woods, 
Or the fair offspring of the ſacred floods. 416 
One o'er the couches painted carpets threw, 
Whoſe purple luitre glow'd againſt the view : 
White linen lay beneath. Another plac'd 
The ſilver ſtands with golden flaſkets grac'd : 
With dulcet bev'rage this the beaker crown'd, 
Fair in the midit, with gilded cups around: 
That in the tripod o'er the kindled pile 
The water pours ; the bubbling waters boil : 
An ample vaſe receives the ſmoking wave 
And, in the bath prepar'd, my limbs I lave : 
Reviving ſweets repair the mind's decay, 
Aud take the painful ſenſe of toil away. 
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A. veſt and tunic o'er me next ſhe threw, 

Freſh from the bath and dropping balmy dew ; 430 

"Then led and plac'd me on the for'reign ſeat, 

With carpets ſpread; a footituol at my feet. 

The golden ew'r a nymph obſequious brings, 

Repleniſh'd from the cool tranſlucent ſpriugs ; 

With copious water the bright vaſe ſupplics 435 

A ſilver Se of capacious ſize. 

I waſh'd. The table in fair order ſpread, 

They heap the glitt'ring caniſters with bread ; 

Viands of various kinds allure the talte, 

Of choiceſt ſort and ſavour, rich repaſt! 440 

Circe in vain invites the feaſt to ſhare ; 

Abſent I ponder, and abſorpt in care: 

While ſcenes of woe roſe anxious in my breaſt, 

The queen beheld me, and theſe words addreſt. 
Why ſits Ulyſſes ſilent and apart, 

Some hoard of grief cloſe harbour'd at his heart ! 

Untouch'd befort thee ſtand the cates divine, 

And unregarded laughs the roſy wine.“ 

Can yet a doubt, or any dread remain, 

When ſworn that oath which never can be vain? 450 
I anſwer'd, Goddeſs! humane is thy breaſt, 

By juſtice ſway'd, by tender pity preſt: 

II tits it me, whoſe friends are ſunk to beaſts, 

To quaff thy bowls, or riot in thy feaſts. 

Me would'it thou pleaſe? for them thy cares employ, 

And them to me reltore, and me to joy. 456 
With that, the parted : in her potent hand 

She bore the virtue of the magic wand, 

Then lall'ning to the ſties ſet wide the door, 

Urg'd forth, and drove the briſtly herd before; 460 

Unwieldy, out they ruſl'd, with gen'ral cry, 

Enormous beaſts diſhoneſt to the eye. 

Now touch'd by counter-charms, they change agen, 

And ftand njeſtic, and recall'd to men. 

Thoſe hairs of late that briſtled ev'ry part, 465 

Fall off; miraculous effect of art! 

Jill all the form in full proportion riſe, 

More young, more large, more gracefu] to my eyes. 

They ſaw, they knew me, and with eager pace 

Clung to their maſter in a long embrace: : 470 
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Sad, pleaſing fight ! with tears each eye ran o'er, 
And ſobs of joy re-echo'd thro” the bow'r: 

FEv'n Circe wept, her adamantine heart 

Felt pity enter, and ſuſtain'd her part. 

Son of Laertes! (then the queen began), 475 
OH much-enduring, much-experienc'd man! 
Hatte to thy veſſel on the ſca- beat ſhore, 

Unload thy treafures, and thy galley moor ; 
Then bring thy friends, ſecure from future harms, 
And in our rrottoes ſtow thy {poils and arms. 459 

Sh: ſaid. Obe dient to her high command 

I quit the place, and haſten to the ſtrand. 

My ſad companions on the beach I found, 

"Their wiſtful eyes in floods of forrow drown'd. 

As from freſh paſturcs and the dewy field 485 
(When loaded cribs their ev'ning banquet yield) 

Ihe lowing herds return; around them throng 

With leaps and bounds their late-impriſon'd young, 
Rufh to their mothers with unruly joy, 

And echoing hills retura the tender cry : 492 
So rund me preſs'd, exulting at my fight, 

With cries and agonies of wild delight, 

Tic weeping fatlors; nor leſs fierce their joy 

Tian if return'd to Ithaca from Troy. 

Ah mater! ever honour'd, ever dcar, 495 
(The tender words on ev'ry fide I hear), 

What other joy can equal thy return ? 

Not that lov'd country for whoſe fight we mourn, 

The foil that nurs'd us, and that gave us breath: 

But ah! relate our Joſt companions death. 500 

I anfwer'd cheerful. Hate, your galley moor, 
And bring our treaſures and our arms afhore : 

Thoſe in yon hollow caverns let us lay; 

Then rife and follow where I lead the way. 

Your fellows live: believe your eyes, and come Fog 
To take the joys of Circe's ſacred dome. 

With ready ſpecd the joyful crew obey: 

Alone Eurylochus perſuades their ſtay. 

Whether, (he cry'd), ah whither will ye run? 

Seek ye to meet thoſe evils ye ſhou'd ſhun ? 510 
Will you the terrors of the dome explore, 

In iwine to grovel, or in lions roar, 
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Or woif-like how! away the midnight hour 

In dreadful watch around the magic bow'r ? 
Remember Cyclops, and his bloody deed ; 515 
The leader's raſhneſs made the ſoldiers bleed. 

I heard incens'd, aud firſt reſolv'd to ſpeed 

My flying falchion at the rebel's head. 

Dear as he was, by tics of kindred bound, 

This hand had ſtretch'd him breathleſs on the ground ; 
Bat all at once my interpoſing train 521 
Vor mercy pleaded, nor could plead in vain. 

Leave here the man who dares his prince deſert, 

Leave to repentance and his own fad heart, 

o guard the ſhip. Seek we the ſacred ſhades 525 
Of Circe's palace, where Ulyſſes leads. 

This v-1th one voice declar'd the riting train, 
Left the black veſſel by the murm'ring main. 
Shame touch'd Eurylochus's alter'd breaſt, 

Ie fear'd my threats, and ſollow'd with the reſt. ; 

Mean while the goddels, with indulgent cares 
And focial joys, the late transform'd repairs 
hie bath, the feaſt, their fainting ſou] renews; 
Nich in refulgent rubes, and dropping balmy dews : 
Bright ning with joy their eager eyes behold 535 
Fach other's face, and cach his ſtory told; 

Then guſhing tears the narrative confound, 

And with their ſobs the vaulted roofs reſound. 

When huſh'd their paſhon, thus the goddeſs cries; 
Ulyſſes, taught by labours to be . 540 
Let this ſhort memory of grief ſuſſice. 

Jo me are known the various woes ye bore, 

In ſtorms by ſea, in perils on the ſhore ; 

*orget whatever was in fortune's pow'r, 
And ſhare the pleafures of this genial hour. 545 
Such be your minds as ere you left your coaſt, 
Or learn'd to ſorrow for a country loſt. 
Exiles and wand'rers now, where-c*er ye go 
Too faithful memory renews your woe ; 
The cauſe remov'd, habitual griefs remain, 550 
And the ſoul ſaddens by the uſe of pain. 

Her kind intreaty mov'd the gen'ral breaſt; 

*Fir'd with long toil, we willing ſunk to reſt. 
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We ply'd the banquet, and the bowl we crown'd, 
Pill the full circle of the year came round. 555 
But when the ſeaſons, following in their train, 
Brought back the months, the days, and hours again; 
As from a lethargy at once they rite, 
Aud urge their chief with animating cries, 
Is this, Ulyſſes, our inglorious lot? 500 
And is the name of Ithaca forgot? 
Shall never the dear land in proſpect rife, 
Or the lov'd palace glitter in our eyes? 
Melting heard; yet till the ſun's decline 
Prolong'd the feaſt, and quait'd the roſy wine: 565 
zut when the ſhades came on at ev*ning hour, 
And all lay ſlumb'ring in the duſky bow'r ; 
came a ſuppliant to fair Circe's bed, 
"The tender moment ſeiz'd, and thus I ſaid. 
Be mindful, geddeſs, of thy promiſe made; 570 
Muſt ſal Uiyffes ever be delay'd ? 
Around their lord my {ad companions mourn, 
Hach breaſt beats homeward, anxious to return: 
If but a moment parted from thy eyes, 
Their tears flow round me, and my heart complies. 575 
Go then, (the cry'd), ah go! yet think not I, 
Mot Circe, but the fates your with deny. 
Ah hope not yet to breathe thy native air! 
Far other journey firſt demands thy care; 


"Vo tread th' uncomfortable paths beneath, 580 


And view the realms of darkneſs and of death. 
here ſeek the Theban bard, depriv'd of fight ; 
Within, irraditate with prophetic light; 
To whom Perſephone, entire and whole, 
Gave to retain th” unſeparated ſoul : 585 
"The reit are forms, of empty Ather made; 
Impaſtive ſemblance, and a flitting ſhade. 

Struck at the word, my very heart was dead: 
Peniive I fat ; my tears bedew'd the bed; 
To hate the light and life my ſoul begun, 590 
And ſaw that all was grief beneath the ſun. 
Compos'd at length, the guſhing tears ſuppreſt, 
And my toſt limbs now weary'd into relt, 
How ſhall I tread, (I cry'd), ah Circe! ſay, 
The dark deſcent, and who ſhall guide the way? 595 
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Can living eyes behold the realms below ? 
What bark to wait me, and what wind to blow? 
Thy fated road, (the magic pow'r reply'd), 
Divine Ulyſles ! alley no mortal guide. | 
Rear but the maſt, the ſpacious fail diſplay, 6co 
The northern winds ſhall wing thee on thy way. 
Soon ſhalt thou reach old Occan's utmoſt ends, 
Where to the main the ſhelving ſhore deſcends z 
The barren trees of Proſerpinc's black woods, 
Poplars and willows trembling o'er the floods: 605 
There tix thy veſſel in the lonely bay, 
And enter there the kingdoms void of > Bon 
Where Phlegeton's loud torrents ruſhing down, 
Bis, fo the g. ming gulf of Acheron ; 
And wi Eres ſlow-rolt; ing from the Stygian bed, 610 
e 1a \mentable Watcrs {pread ; 
Weere the dark rock oerhangs th! infernal lake, 
And mingling ſtreams etern2 1] murmurs make, 
ſe draw thy faichion, and on ev'ry ſide 
"Trench the black earth a cubit long and wide: 615 
To all the ſhades arhund Jibations pour, 
And o'er th ingred: ents ftrow the hallow'd flour: 
New wine and milk, with honey temper'd, bring, 
Fend living water ſrom the cryttal {pring. 
Then the wan ſhades and feeble ghoſts implore, 620 
With pronis'd or rings on thy native ſhore ; 
A barren cow, the ſtatelieſt of the ille, 
And, heap'd with various wealth, a blazing pile: 
1 ele to the reit; but to the has mult bleed 
[ A. fable ram, the pride of all thy breed. 625 
"theſe ſolemn vows and holy off*'rings paid 
| o all the phantom- nations of the dead; 
Be next thy core the ſable theep to place 
| Full ver the pit, and hell-ward turn their face: 
| Put from th' infernal rite thine eye withdraw, 630 
And back to ocean glance with rev'rend awe. 
Sudden thall ſkim along the duiky glades, 
hin airy {hoals, and vilionary ſhades. 
[ Then give command the ſacrifice to haſte, 
Let the flay'd victims in the flames be caſt, 635 
Ind ſacred vows, and myltic ſong, apply d 
o griſly Plato, and bis gloomy bride. 
| Wide 
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Wide o'er the pool thy falchion wav'd around 

7 0 drive the ſpectres from forbidden ground: 
Phe ſacred draught ſhail all the dead forbear, 

Pill awful from the ſhades ariſe the Her. 

Let him, oraculous, the end, the way, 

The turns of all thy future fate, diſplay, 


Thy pilgrimage to come, and remnant of thy day. 


80 ſpeaking, from the ruddy orient ſhone 
The morn conſpicuous on her golden throne. 
The goddefs with a radiant tunic dreſt 
My limbs, and o'er me caſt a ſilken veſt. 

Long flowing robes, of pureit white, array 
he nymph, that added luſtre to the day: 

A tiar wreath'd her head with many a fold; 

Her waſte was circled with a zone of gold. 

Forth iſſuing then, from place to place I few; 

Rouze man by man, and animate my crew. 

Rite, riſe my mates! 'tis Circe gives command: 

Our journey calls us; haſte, and quit the laud. 

All riſe and follow, yet depart not all, 

For fate decreed one wretched man to fall. 

X youth there was, Eipenor was he nam'd, 
Nor much for ſenſe, nor much for courage fam'd; 
The youngeſt of our band, a vulgar foul, 

Born but to banquet, and to drain the bowl. 
Ie, hot and carcleſs, on a turret's height 
With {Ieep repair'd the long acc ot night: 
the ſodden tumult ſtirr'd him where he lay, 
And down he hatten'd, but forgot the way 
Full endlong from the root the ſleeper fell, 
And ſnapp'd the ſpinal joint, and wak'd in hell. 

The reit crowd round me with an eager look; 
] mit them with a ſigh, and thus beſpouke, 
ready, friends! you think your toils are o'er, 
Your hopes aiready touch your native ſhore : 
Ales! far otherwite the nymph declares, 

Yar other journey firſt demands our cares: 
To tread th' unconifortable paths beneath, 
& he dreary realms of darkneſs and of death : 

Co ſeek Tireſias' awful ſhade below, 

Aud thence our fortunes and our fates to know. 
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My fad companions heard in deep deſpair 
Frantic they tore their manly growth of hair; 680 
To carth they fell; the tears began to rain; 
But tears in mortal miſeries are vain. 
Sudly they far'd along the fea beat ſhore z 
Still heav'd their he: arts, and till their cves ran 0'er, 
The ready victims at our bark we found, 685 
The ſable ewe, and ram together bound. 
For ſwift as thought, the goddets had been there, 
And thence had vlided, vic wlels as the air - 


The paths of gods what mortal can furvey ? 669 
Who eyes their motion! ? who mall trace their way ? 
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The deſcent into Hell. 


Ar continues his narratian; how he arrived at the land 
of the Cimmertians, and what ceremmics he performed 
ts invoze the dead. The manner of his deſcent, and the 
apparition of the ſhades : his converſation with Fl[penzry 
and with Tirejtas, who informs him in a prophetic man- 
ner of his fort uncs ty come. He meets his niodther An 
ticlea, from whom he learns the /tate If his family. 
He foes the ſhades of the ancient heroines, afterwar 4s 
of the heroes, and converfes in particular with Aga— 
incrunn aud Achilles. Ajax keeps at a ſullen diltarce, 
aud diſdains to anſwer Fim. He then beholds Tit) iſs 
Tantulus, & r/iphurs Hercules ; till le is deterred from 
Surther curiily by the apparition of torrid fpettres, and 
te Cries of the evicked i in tor moets. 


| N OW tn the ſhores we bend, a mournful train, 
A. 


Cliunh the tall bark, and launch into the maln: 
At once the mait we rear, at once unbind 
"The ſpacious ſheet, and ſtretch it to the wind: 
Then pale and penkve ſtand, with cares opprell, 5 
And folemn horror ſaddens ev'ry breaſt, 
A freſh'ning breeze the magic pow'r ® ſupply'd, 
* hile the wing'd veflel flew alo: the tide : 
Yor oars we ipp' d: alt day the (welling fails 
Pull from the guiding pilot catch'd the Fales. 10 
Now funk the ſun from his aerial height, 
And o'er the ſhaded billows ruth'd the night: 
When lo! we reach'd old Occan's utmoit bounds. 
Where rocks control his waves with c ver-during mounds, 
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There in a lonely land, and gloomy cells, 15 


The duſky nation of Canmeria dwells ; 

The fun nc'er views th? uncomfortable ſeats, 

When radiant he advances, or retreats : 

Uunhappy race! whom endleſs night invades, 
Clouds the dull air, and wraps them round in ſhades. 


The ſhip we moor on theſe obſcure abodes : 21 


Diſbark the ſheep, an off'ring to the gods; 
And hell ward bending, o'er the beach deſcry 
The doleful pallage to th? infernal ſky. 
"The victims, vow'd to each Tartare , 
CUMS, rean pow'r, 25 
Eurylochus and Pertmedes bore. 
Here open'd hell, all heli I here implor'd, 
And from the ſcabbard drew the ſhining fword; 
: Gr. 3 
And trenching the black earth on cv'ry ſide, 
A cavern form'd, a cubit long and wide. 30 
New wine, with honey-teraper'd milk, we bring, 
Then living waters from the cryſtal ſpring ; 
O'er thele was firew'd the conſecrated flour, 
And on the ſurface ſhoue the holy itore, 


Now the wan ſhades we hail, th” infernal gods, 35 


To ſpced our courfe, and waft us o'er the floods: 
So ſhall a barren heifer from the {tall 
Beneath the Knife upon your altars fall ; 
80 in our palace, at our fate return 
Rich with unnumber'd gifts the pile ſhall burn 40 
So ſhall a ram the largeſt of the breed, 
Black as thefe regions, to Pireſias bleed. 
1 bus ſolemn rites and holy vous we paid 
To all the phantom nations of the dead. 


Then dy'd the ſnecp z a purple torrent flow'd, 45 


And all the caverns ſmob'd with ſtreaming blood. 
Wehen lo! appear'd along the dulky coaits, 

"Thin, airy foals of vifionary ghoſts; 

Fair, penlive youths, and foit enamour'd maids; 

And wither'd elders, pale and wrinkled ſhades 50 
Ghaſtly with wounds the forms of warriors ſlain 
Stalk'd with majeſtic port, a martial train: 

"Theſe and a thouſand more ſwarm'd o'er the ground, 
And all the dire aſſembly ſhriek'd around. 

Attonifſh'd at the tight, agbaſt I Rood, 55 
And a cold fear ran ſhiv' ring through my blood; 
Straight 
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Straight I command the ſacrifice to haſte, 
Straight the flay'd victims to the flames are caſt, 
And mutter'd vow 3, and myſtie long apply'd 
To gritly Pluto, and his gloomy bride. GO 

Now {wift I wav 4 my falchion o'er the blood; 

Back ſtarted the pale throngs, and trembling hood. 
Round the black trench the. gore untaited flow 78 
Till awful from the ſhades Tireſias roſe. 

There, wand'ring thro' the gloom, I {irit ſurvey'd, 
New to the realms of death, I. Apenor' s ſhade ; 66 
His cold remains all naked to the ſky 
On diitant ſhores uawept, unburiedd lie. 

Sad at the hight 1 Hand, N lix'd in woe, 
And eer 1 poke the tears beg. an to flow. 70 

O ſay what angry pow'r J. Ipenor led 
To glide i in ſhadcs s, and wandler with the dead? 

How could thy joul, by realms and ſeas disjoin'd, 
Out- fly the nimble fail, and leave the lagging wind ? 

The ghoilt reply'd : Lo hell my doom . 75 

Demons accurtt, dire miniſters of woe! 
My feet thro? wine unfaithful to their weight, 
Detray” d me tumbling from a tow'ry height, 
Stagg'ring I reel'd, and as I reel'd 1 ſell, 
Lux'd the neck joint - my ſoul deicends to hell. 80 
But lend me aid, 1 now conjure thee lend, 
By the ſoit tie and ſacred name of friend! 
32 thy jond conſort ! by thy father's cares! 

y lov'd Felemachus's blooming years! 
For well I Know that ſoon the Ads 'nly pow'rs 85 
Will give thee back to day, and Circe's ſhores: 
"There pious on my cold remains attend, 
There call to mind thy poor departed friend; 
"The tribute of a tear is all I crave, 
And the pollciton of a peaceful grave. 90 
But if unheard, in vain comp 0 plcad, 
Revere che; gods, the gods avenge the dead ! 
A tomb along the watry margin raile, p 
The tomb with man! y arms and trophies grace, — 
To ſhew poiterity Elpenor was. 955 
There high in air, memorial of my name, 
Fix the i:nvuth dar, and bid mg live to fame. 
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To whom with tears: Theſe rites, oh mournful 


(ade, 
Due to thy ghoft, ſhall to thy ghoſt be paid. 
Still as I tpoke the phantom ſcem'd to moans 
Pear fcilow? d tear, and grot an ſucceeded groan. 
But as my waving {word the blood furrounds, 
The ſhade withdrew; and mutter'd empty ſounds. 
There as the wond'rous viſions I ſurvey'd, 
All pale aſcends my royal mother's ſhade : 
X qucen, to "roy the ſaw our legions pals 
INow a thin form is all Anticlea was! 
Struck at the light, I melt with filial woe, 
And down my cli 2ex the pious ſorrows flow, 
Yet as I ſhook my falchion o'er the blood, 
Regardleſs of her ſon the parent ſtood. 
When lo! the m mighty Theban 1 behold ; 
To guide his ſteps he hore a ſtaff of gold ; 
A wtol he trod! majeſtle was his look! 
And from his holy lips theſe accents broke. 
To tread the downward meine way? 
What angry gods to theſe dark regions led 
'Thee,..yet alive, companion of the dead ? 
But ſheath thy ponlard, while my tongue relates 
Heav'n's ſtediaſt purpoſe, and thy future fates. 
Wnile yet he ſpoke, the prophet I obey'd, 
Aud in the ſexbbard plung'd the glitt'ring blade: 
Fager he quait*d the gore, and then expreſt 
ark things to come, the counſels of his brealt. 
Weary of light, Ulyſſes here explores 
A proip'rous voyage to his native ſhores ; - 
But know—by me unerring fates IN 
New trains of dangers, and new ſcen2s of woes; 
I fee ! I fee, thy bark by Neptune toll, 
For injur'd Cyclops, and his eye-ball lot! 


Vet to thy woes the gods decree an end, 


If heav'n thou pleaſe ; ; and how to pleaſe attend! 
Where on Trinacrian rocks the ocean roars, 
Craze num'rous herds along the verdant thores ; 
Ibo hunger preſs, yet fly the dang” rous prey, 
The herds are {acre:l to the god of day, 

Who all ſurveys with his extentive eye, 

A bove, below, on carth and in the (ky! 


Why, mortal, wanl'reſt thou from cheertul day, 
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Rob not the god, aud ſo propitious gales 140 
Attend thy voyage, and impel the fails : 
But if his herds ye eie Kh eath the waves 
I fee thy friends verwhelm'd ta liquid graves ! 
he direful wreck Ulyiles ſcarce ſurvives ! 
Ulylles at his country "ſcarce arrives! 145 


Strangers thy guides! nor there thy labours end, 

New foes arite, domeſtie ills attend! 

There foul aduit'rers to thy bride reſort, 

And lordly gluttons riot in thy court, 

But vengeance haſtes amain! Theſe eyes behold 150 
"Phe deatliſul ſcene, Princes on princes roll'd ! 
That done, a people far from fea explore, 
Who ner knew laſt or heard the billows roar, 
Or ſaw pay velle} ſtein the watry plain, 
painted wonder flying on the maln! 

Pear on thy back an oar: with tte: ange amage 
AN ſhe pherd meeting thee, the oar ſurvcys, 
And names a van: there {1x it on the plai au, 

Fo calm the god that holds the watry reign ; 
A threefold oif 'ring to lis altar Lring, 165 
A bull, a ram, a boar; and hai) the ocean king. 
But home ret urn 0, to each etherial pow'r 

Siay the due victim in the genial hour: 

So peaceful ſhalt thou end thy biifsful days, 
And ſtcal thy ſeli from lite by flow decays : 
Unknown to pein, in age reſigu thy breath, 
W hen late ern Neptune points the ſhaft with death: 
Yo. the dark grave retiring as to reſt, 

Ihy people blefſing, by thy people bleſt! 

Unerring truths, oh man, iny lips relate; I70 
This is thy liſe to come, and tins is fate. 

To whom, unmov'd: it this the gods prepare; 
What leavin ordains, the wite with courage bear. 
But lay, why vonder on the lonely, Krands, 
Unmindful of her ſon, Anticlea {lands ? 

Why to the ground the bends her downcall eye ? 
Why is ſhe lent, while her fon 1s nigh ? 
The latent cauſe, oh ſacred ſeer, reveal! 

Nor this, replies the ſcer, will I conceal. 

Know, to the ſpectres, that thy bev'rage taſte, 180 
The ſcenes of life recur, and actions palt ; 
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They, ſeal'd with truth, return the fare reply; 
The reſt, repell'd, a train oblivious fly. 
The phantom-prophet ceas'd, and ſunk from fight 
To the black palace of eternal night. ' 185 
Still in the dark abodes of death l ſtood, 
When near Anticlea mov'd, and drank the blood. 
Straight all the mother in her ſou] awakes, 
And, owaing her Ulyſſes, thus ſhe ſpeaks. 
Com'ſt thou, my fon, alive, to realms beneath, 190 
"The doleſome realms of darkneſs and of death: 
Com'ſt thou alive from pure etheria] may 
Dire is the region, diſmal is the way! 
Here lakes profound, there floods oppoſe their waves; 
There the wide ſ2a with all his billows raves ! 195 
Or (ſince to duit proud Troy ſubmits her tow'rs) 
Com'ſt thou a wand'rer from the Plirygian ſhores? 
Or fay, ſince honour call'd thee to the field, 
Haſt thou thy Ithaca, thy bride beheld ? 
Source of my life, I cry'd, from carth I fly 2CO 
To ſcek Tireſias in the ne 8 ky, 
"Fo learn my doom: for, toſt from woe to woe, 
In ev'ry land Ulyſſes finds a foe: 
Nor have theſe eyes beheld my native ſhores, 
Since in the duſt proud Troy ſubmits her tow'rs. 205 
But, when thy foul from her ſweet manſion fled, 
Say, what diſtemper gave thee to the dead? 
Has life's fair lamp declin'd by flow decays, 
Or ſwiſt expir'd it in a ſudden blaze? 
Say, if my fire, good old Laertes, lives ? 210 
If yet Teſcmachus, my ſon, ſurvives! 
Say, by his rule is my dominion aw'd, 
Or cruſli'd by traitors with an iron rod? 
Say, if my ſpovſe maintains her royal truſt, 
Tho? tempted chaſte, and obſtinately juſt? 215 
Or if no more her abſent lord ſhe wails, 
But the falſe woman o'er the wite prevails ? 
Thus I, and thus the parent ſhade returns. 
Thee, ever thee, thy faithful conſort mourns : 
Whether the mght deſcends, or day prevails, 220 
Thee ſhe by night, and thee by day bewails. 
Thee in Telemachus thy realm obeys; 
In ſacred groves celeſtial rites he pays, 
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And ſhares the baaquet in ſuperior ſtate, 
Grac'd with fach honours as become the great, 
Thy tire in ſolitade foments his care: 
5 The court is joyleſs, for thou art not there! 
No coilly carpets raiſe his hoary head, 
No rich einbroid'ry ſhines to grace his bed: 
F.v'u when keen winter freezes in the fkies, 230 
Kunk'd with bis flaves, on earth the monarch lies, 
J Deep are his ſighe, his vilage 5 ale, his dreſs 
'Fhe garb of woe and habit of diitreſe. 
And when the autumn takes his annual round, 
The leafy honours ſcatt'ring on the ground; 235 
Regardleſs of his years, abroad he hes, 
His bed the leaves, his canopy the ikies, 
Thus cares on cares his painful days conſume, 
And bow his age with ſorrow to the tomb! 
For thee, my ſon, I wept my life away; 240 
For thee thro” hell's eternal dungeons {tray : 
| Nor came my fate by ling'ring pains and flow, 
Nor bent the filver-thafted queen her how; 
No dire diſcaſe bereav'd me of my breath; 
Thou, thou, my fon, wert my diſcaſe and death; 245 
Unkindly with my love my ſon conſpir'd, 
For thee I liv'd, for abſent thee expir*d. 
Thrice in my arms I ſtrove her ſhade to bind, 
Thrice thro? my arms ſhe ſlipt like empty wind, 
Or dreams, the vain illuſions of the mind. 250 
Wild with deſpair, I ſhed a copious tide 
Of flowing tears, and thus with fighs reply'd. 
Fly*it thou; lov'd ſhade, while I thus fondly mourn ? 
Turn to my arms, to my embraces turn! 
Is it, ye pow'rs that ſmile at human harms! 255 
Too great a bliſs to weep within her arms? 
Or has hell's queen an empty image ſent, 
That wretched I might ev'n my joys lament ? 
O ſon of woe! the penſive ſhade rejoin'd ; 
Oh molt inur'd to grief of all mankind ! 268 
is not the queen of hell who thee deceives: 
All, all are ſuch, when life the body leaves 
No more the ſubllance of the man remairs, 


Nor bounds the blood along the purple veins: 
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"Theſe the funereal flames in atoms bear, 265 


Lo wander with the wind in empty air 

While the impaſſive ſoul reluctant flies, 

Like a vain dream, to theſe infernal ſkies. 

But from the dark dominions ſpeed thy way, 

And climb the ſteep aſcent to upper day ; 270 


To thy chaſte bride the wond'rous ſtory tell, 


The woes, the horrors, and the laws of hell. 

Thus while ſhe ſpoke, in ſwarms hel}'s empreſs brings 
Daughters and wives of heroes and of kings; 
Thick and more thick they gather round the blood, 
Ghoſt throng'd on ghoſt (a dire aſſembly) ſtood! 276 
Dauntleſs my ſword I ſeize: the airy crew, 

Swift, as it flaſh'd, along the gloom withdrew ; 
Then ſhade to ſhade in ors, rene! ſucceeds, 
Her race recounts, and their illuſtrious deeds. 280 

'Tyro began: whom great Salmoneus bred; 

The royal partner of fam'd Cretheus' bed. 

For fair Enipeus, as from fruitful urns 

He pours his watry ſtore, the virgin burns: 

Smooth flows the gentle ſtream with wanton pride, 285 
Aud in ſoft mazes rolls a ſilver tide. 

As on his banks the maid enamour'd roves, 


The monarch of the deep bcholds and loves; 


In her Enipeus' form and borrow'd charms 
The.am'rous god deſcends into her arms: 290 
Around, a ſpacious arch of waves he throws, 

And high in air the liquid mountain roſe ; 

Ihus, in ſurrounding floods conceal'd, he proves 

The pleating tranſport, and completes his loves. 

Ihen ſoftly ſighing, he the fair addreſt, 295 
And as he ſpoke her tender hand he preſt. 

Fail, happy nymph! no vulgar births are ow'd 

% the prohſic raptures of a god: 

1,0! when nine times the moo renews her horn, 

Iwo brother heroes ſhall from thee be born; 300 
Thy early care the future worthies claim, 

Jo point them to the arduous paths of fame; 

But in thy breaſt th' important truth conceal, 

Nor dare the ſecret of a god reveal: | 
Yor know, thou Neptune view'it! and at my nod 305 
Earth trembles, and the waves confeſs their god. 
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He added not, but mounting ſpurn'd the plain, 
Then plung'd into the chambers of the main. 
Now in the time's full proceſs forth ſhe brings 
Jove's dread vicegerents, in two future kings; 310 
O'er proud Iolcos Pelias ſtretch'd his reign, 
And godlike Neleus rul'd the Pylian plain : 
"Then, fruitful, to her Cretheus' royal bed 
She gallant Pheres and fam'd ZEſon bred : 
From the fame fountam Amythaon roſe, 315 
Pleas'd with the din of war, and noble ſhout of foes. 
There mov'd Antiope with haughty charms, 
Who bleſt th” almighty Thund'rer in her arms: 
Hence ſprung Amphion, hence brave Zethus came, 
Founders of Thebes, and men of mighty name; 320 
"Tho? bold in open field, they yet ſurround 
The town with walls, and mound inject on mound; 
Here ramparts ſtood, there tow'rs roſe high in air, 
Aud there thro? ſeven wide portals ruſht'd the war. 
There with ſoft ſtep the fair Alcmena trod, 325 
Who bore Alcides to the thund'ring god ; 
And Megara, who charm'd the ſon of jove,. 
And ſoften'd his ſtern ſoul to tender love. 
Sullen and ſour, with diſcontented mien, 
Jocaſta frown'd, th' inceſtuous Theban queen 330 
With her own ſon ſhe join'd in nuptial bands, 
Tho? father's blood imbru'd his murd'rous hands: 
Tbe gods and men the dire offence deteſt, 
The gods with all their furies rend his breaſt : 
In lofty Thebes he wore th' imperial crown, 335 
A pompous wretch! accurs'd upon a throne. 
The wife, ſelf-murder'd, from a beam depends, 
And her foul ſoul to blackeſt hell deſcends ; 
Thence to her ſon the choiceit plagues the brings, 


And the fiends haunt him with a thouſand ltings. 340 


And now the beauteous Chloris 1 defcry, 
A lovely ſhade, Amphion's youngelt joy! 
With gifts unnumber'd Neleus fought her arms, 
Nor paid too dearly for unequail'd charms ; 
Great in Orchomenos, in Fylos great, 345 
He ſway'd the ſceptre with imperial ſtate. 
Three gailant ſons the joyful monarch told, 
Sage Neſtor, Periclimenus the bold, 
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And Chromius laſt; but of the ſofter race, 

One nymph alone, a miracle of grace. -." "46 
$tings on their thrones for lovely Pero burn, 

he fire demes, and kings rejected mourn. 

o him alone the beauteous prize he yields, 

\Whoſe arm ſhould raviſh from Phylacian fields 

Ihe herds of Iphyclus, detain'd in wrong 355 
Wild, furious herds, unconquerably ſtrong! 

Ihis dares a ſcer, but nought the ſeer prevails, 

In beauty*s cauſe illuſtriouſly he fails. 

'I'welve moons the foe the captive youth detains 

In painful dungeons, and coercive chains 360 
"The foe at laſt, from durance where he lay, 

His art revering, gave him back to day; 

Won by prophetic knowledge, to ful] 

The ſtedſaſt purpoſe of th' almighty will. 

With graceful port advancing, now I ſpy'd 365 
J.eda the fair, the godlike Tyndar's bride : | 
Hence Pollux ſprung, who wields with furious ſway 
Ihe deathful gauntlet, matchleſs in the fray : 

Hund Caſtor, glorious on th' embattel'd plain, 

Curbs the proud ſteed, reluctant to the rein: 370 
Dy turns they viſit this etherial ſky, 

And hve alternate, and alternate die; 

In hell beneath, on earth, in heav'n above 

Reign the twin gods, the fav'rite ſons of Jove. 

There Ephimedia trod the gloomy plain, 375 
Who charm'd the monarch of the boundleſs main; 
Hence F phialtee, hence ſtern Otus ſprung, 

More fierce than giants, more than giants ſtrong; 

Ihe earth o'erburden'd groan'd beneath their weight, 
None but Orion c'er furpaſs'd their height: 380 
he wond'rous youths had ſcarce nine winters told, 
hen high in air, tremendous to behold, 

Mine ells aloft they rear'd their tow'ring head, 

And full nine cubits broad their ſhoulders ſpread. 
Proud of their flrength and more than mortal ſize, 385 
Ihe gods they challenge, and affect the ſkies; 

THeav'd on Olympus tuttring Olla ſtood; 

On Olla Pelion nods with alf his wood: 

Such were the youths! kad they to manhood grown, 
Almighty Jove had trembled on his throne. 390 


But 
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But ere the harveſt of the beard began 

To briſtle on the chin, and promiſe man, 

His ſhafts Apollo aim'd; at once they found 
And ftretch the giant-monſters o'er the ground. 

There mournful Phædra with ſad Procris moves, 395 
Both beauteous ſhades, both hapleſs in their loves; 
And near them walk'd, with ſolemn pace and flow, 
Sad Ariadne, partner of their woe; 

The royal Minos Ariadne bred, 

She Theſeus lov'd ; from Crete with Theſeus fled; 400 
Swift to the Dian iſle the hero flies, 

And tow'rds his Athens bears the lovely prize; 

There Bacchus with fierce rage Diana fires, 

The goddeſs aims her ſhaft, the nymph expires, 

There Clymene and Mera I behold, 405 
There Eriphyle weeps, who looſely fold 
Her lord, her honour, for the luſt of gold. 5 
But ſhould J all recount, the night would fail, 
Unequal to the melancholy tale: 

And all- compoſing reſt my nature craves, 41% 
Here in the court, or yonder on the waves 

In you I truſt, and in the heav'nly pow'rs, 

To land Ulyſſes on his native ſhores. 

He ceas'd: but left ſo charming on their ear 
His voice, that liſt 'ning ſtill they ſeem'd to hear. 415 
Till, rifing up, Arete ſilence broke, 

Stretch'd out her ſnowy hand, and thus ſhe ſpoke: 

What wond'rous man heay'n ſends us in our guelt ! 
Thro' all his woes the hero ſhines conicit ; 

His comely port, his ample frame, expreſs 420 
A manly air, majeſtic in diſtreſs. 

He, as my guelt, is my peculiar care, 

You ſhare the pleaſure—then in bounty ſhare ; 

'To worth in miſery a rev'rence pay, 

And with a gen'rous band reward his ſtay; 425 
For hnce kind heav'n with wealth our realm has bleſt, 
Give it to hcav'n, by aiding the diſtreſt. 

Then ſage Echeneus, whole grave, rev'rend brow 
The hand of time had filver'd o'er with ſnow, 


Mature in wiſdom roſe: Your words, he cries, 430 
Demand obedience, for your words are wiſe. 
1 | But 
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zut let our king direct the glorious way 
Jo gen'rous acts ; our part is to obey. 

While life informs theſe limbs, (the king reply'd), 
Well to deſerve be all my cares employ'd : 435 
But here this night the royal guelt detain, 

Till the fun flames along th” etherial plain: 

Be it my talk to ſend with ample ſtores 

The itranger from our hoſpitable thores : 

read you my ſteps! 'tis mine to lead the race, 440 
The firit in glory, as the ſirſt in place. 

To whom the prince: This night with joy I ſtay, 

O monarch great in virtue as in {way! 

If thou the circling year my (tay controul, 

To raiſe a bounty noble as thy foul ; 445 
"The circliny year 1 wait, with ampler ſtores 

And fitter pomp to hail my native ſhores : 

Ihen by my realms due homage would be paid; 

For wealthy kings are loyally obey'd ! 

O king! for fuch thou art, and ſure thy blood 450 

"Phro* veins (he cry'd) of royal fathers flow'd ; 

Unlike thole vagrants who on falſehood live, 

SkilPd in {ſmooth tales, and artful to deceive ; 

Thy better ſoul abhors the liar's part, 

Wiſe is thy voice, and noble is thy heart. 455 
Phy words like multic ev'ry brea{t control, 

Steal thro” the ear, and win upon the ſoul ; 

Soft, as ſome ſong divine, thy ſtory flows, 

No better could the muſe record thy woes. 

But ſay, upon the dark and diſmal coaſt, 460 
Saw'ſt thou the worthies of the Grecian holt ? 
he godlike leaders who, in battle ſlain, 

Vell before Troy, and nobly preſt the plain? 

And lo! a length of night behind remains, 

he ev'ning ſtars ſtill mount th' etherial plains. 465 
hy taje with raptures I could hear thee tell, 

hy wocs on earth, the wond'rous ſcenes in hell, 

ill in the vault of heav'n the ſtars decay, 

And the ſky reddens with the riting day. 

O worthy of the pow'r the gods aſſign'd, 470 
(Ulyſtcs thus replies), a king in mind! 
vince yet the early hour of night allows 
ime tor diſcourſe, and time tor ſoft. repoſe, 
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If ſcenes of miſery can entertain, 
Woes I unfold, of woes a diſmal train. 475 
Prepare to hear of murder and of blood; 
Of godlike herocs, who uninjur'd {t ood 
Amidſt a war of ſpears in foreign lands, 
Yet bled at home, and bled by female hands. 
Now ſummon'd Proſerpine to hell's black hall 480 
The heroine ſhades ; they vamiſh'd at her call: 
When lo! advanc'd the forms of heroes {lain 
By ſtern ÆEgyſthus, a majeſtie train, 
And, high above the reſt, Atrides preſt the plain. 
He quait*d the gore; and ſtraight his ſoldier knew, 
And from his eyes pour'd down the tender dew; 486 
His arms he ſtretch'd; his arms the touch deceive, 
Nor, in the fond bens embraces give: 
His ſubſtance vanith'd, and his ſtrength decay'd, 
Now all Atrides is an empty ſhade. 490 
Mov'd at the fight, I for a ſpace reſign'd 
To ſoft affliction all my manly mind : 
At laſt with tears —0 what relentleſs doom, 
Imperial phantom, bow'd thee to the tomb ? 
Say, while the ſea and while the tempeſt raves, 495 
Has fate oppreis'd thee in the roaring waves; 
Or nobly ſeiz'd thee in the dire alarms 
Of war and ſſaughter, and the clath of arms? 
The ghoſt returns: O chief of humankind 
For active courage and a patient mind ; 500 
Nor while the fea, nor while the tempelt raves, 
Has fate oppreſs'd me on the roaring waves! 
Nor nobly ſciz'd me in the dire alarins 
Of war and ſlaughter, and the claſh of arms. 
Stab'd by a murd'rous hand Atrides dy'd,. 505 
A foul adult'rer and a faithleſs bride; 
Lein in my mirth and at the friendly feaſt, 
(Yer the full bowl the traitor flab*d his guell ; 
Thus Ly the gory arm of flaughter falls 
"The ſtately ox, and bleeds within the ſtalls. 5 to 
But not with me the dircful murder ends, 
"Cheſe, theſe expir'd! their crime, they were my friends: 
Thick as the boars, which ſome luxurious lord 
Kills for the feaſt, to crown the nuptial board. 
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When war has thunder'd with its loudeſt ſtorms, 515 
Death thou haſt ſeen in all her ghaſtly forms; | 
In duel met her, on the liſted ground, 
When hand to hand they wound return for wound ; 
But never have thy eyes aſtoniſh'd view'd 
So vile a deed, ſo dire a ſcene of blood. 520 
Ev'n in the flow of joy, when now the howl 
Glows in our veins, and opens ev'ry ſoul, 
We groan, we faint; with blood the dome is dy'd, 
And o'er the pavement floats the dreadful tide. — 
Her breaſt all gore, with lamentable cries, 525 
The bleeding innocent Caſſandra dies! 
Then, tho? pale death froze cold in ev'ry vein, 
My ſword I ftrive to wield, but ſtrive in vain; 
Nor did my traitreſs wife theſe eye-lids cloſe, 
Or decently in death my limbs compoſe. 530 
O woman, woman, when to ill thy mind 
Is bent, all hell contains no fouler fiend : 
And ſuch was mine! who baſely plung'd her ſword 
Thro' the fond boſom where ſhe reign'd ader'd! 
Alas! LI hop'd, the toils of war o'ercome, 535 
To meet ſoft quiet and repoſe at home; 
Deluſive hope! O wife, thy deeds diſgrace 
The perjur'd ſex, and blacken all the race; 
And ſhould poſterity one virtuous find, 
Name Clytemneſtra, they will curſe the kind. 540 

O injur'd ſhade, I cry'd, what mighty woes 
To thy imperial race from woman role! 
By woman here thou tread'ſt this mournful ſtrand, 
And Greece by woman hes a deſert land. 

Warn'd by my ills beware, the ſhade replies, 545 
Nor truſt the ſex that is fo rarely wiſe; 
When earneſt to explore thy ſecret breaſt, 
Unfold ſome trifle, but conceal the reſt. 
But in thy conſort ceaſe to fear a foe, 
For thee ſhe feels ſincerity of woe: 550 
When Troy firſt bled beneath the Grecian arms 
She ſhone unrivall'd with a blaze of charms, 
Thy infant ſon her fragrant boſom preſt, 
Hung at her knee, or wanton'd at her breaſt ; 
But now the years a num'rous train have ran; 555 
The blooming boy is ripen'd into man; 
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Thy eyes ſhall ſee him burn with noble fire, 
Phe fire ſhall bleſs his fon, the fon his fire: 
But my Oreſtes never met theſe eyes, 
Without one look the murder'd father dies: 560 
"Then from a wretched friend this wiſdom learn, 
xn to thy queen diſguis'd, unknown, return; 
For ſince of womankind fo few are juit, 
Think all are falſe, nor ev'n the faithful truſt. 
But ſay, reftides my ſon in royal port, 565 
In rich Orchomenos, or Sparta's court ? 
Or ſay in Pyle! for yet he views the liglit, 
Nor glides a phaatom through the realms of night. 
Then I: Thy Juit is vain nor can I fa: 
If yet he breathes in realms of cheerful day; 570 
Or pale or wan bchold theſe nether ſkies ? 
Truth I revere : for wiſdom never lies. 
Thus in a tide of tears our ſorrows flow, 
And add new horror to the realms of woe; 
Till fide by fide along the dreary coaſt 575 
Adranc'd Achilles” nad Pat roclus' ghoſt, 
A friendly pair! near theſe the Pylian“ ſtray'd, 
And tow? ring Ajax, an illuſtrious ſhade ! 
War was his joy, and pleas'd with loud alarms, 
None but Pelides brighter ſhone in arms. 80 
Thro' the thick gloom his friend Achilles knew, 
And as he ſpeaks the tears deſcend in dew. 
Com'ſt thou alive to view the Stygian bounds, 
Where the wan ſpectres walk eternal rounds ; j 
Nor fear'ſt the dark and diſmal waſte to tread, 58 
Throng'd with pale 3 familiar with the dead? 
To whom with ti I paſs the dreadful gates 
To ſeek the Thebans, and conſult the fates ; 
For {till diftreſt I rove from coalt to coaſt, 


| Loft to my friends, and to my country Jol. 590 


But ſure the eye of time beholds no name 

So bleſt as thine in all the rolls of fame; 

Alive we hail'd thee with our guardian gods, 

And dead thou rul'ſt a king 1 in thete abudes. 
Falk not of ruling in this dol'rous gloom, 595 

Nor think vain words (he cry'd) can caſe my doom. 

Rather I chuſe laboriouſly to bear 

A weight of woes, and breathe the vital air, 
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A flave to ſome poor hind who toils for bread, 
Than reign the ſcepter'd monarch of the dead. 600 
But ſay, if in my ſteps my ſon proceeds, 
And emulates his godlike father's deeds ? 
If at the claſh of arms, and ſhout of foes, 
Swells his bold heart, his boſom nobly glows ? 
Say, if my tire, the rev'rend Peleus reigns 605 
Great in his Pthia, and his throne maintains 
Or weak and old, my youthful arm demands, 
'To fix the ſceptre ſtedfaſt in his hands? 
O might the lamp of life rekindled burn, 
And death releaſe me from the filent urn! 610 
This arm, that thunder'd o'er the Phrygian plain, 
And ſwell'd the ground with mountains of the ſlain, 
Should vindicate my injur'd father's fame, 
Cruſh the prond rebel, and aſſert his claim. 

Iluſtrious ſhade, (1 cry'd), of Peleus' fates G15 
No circumitance the voice of fame relates: 
But hear with pleas'd attention the renown, 
The wars and wiſdom of thy gallant fon : 
With me from Scyros to the field of fame 


Radiant in arms the blooming hero came: 620 


When Greece aſſembled all her hundred ſtates 

Jo ripen counſels and decide debates ; 

Heav'ns! how he charm'd us with a flow of ſenſe, 

And won the heart with manly eloquence ! 

He fir{t was ſeen of all the peers to riſe, G25 

The third in wiſdom where they all were wiſe z 

But when to try the fortune of the day, 

Holt mov'd tow'rd hoſt in terrible array, 

Before the van, impatient for the fight, 

With martial port he ſtrode, and ſtern delight; 630 

Heaps ſtrew'd on heaps bencath his falchion groan'd, 

And monuments of dead deform'd the ground. 

The time would fail ſhould I in order tel] 

What foes were vanquiſh'd, and what numbers fell : 

How, loſt thro? love, Eurypylus was flain, 635 

And round him bled his, bold Cetzan train. 

To Troy no hero came of nobler line, 

Or if of nobler, Memnon, it was thine. 

; When Ilion in the horſe receiv'd her doom, 

And unſcen armics ambum'd in its womb ; 640 
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Greece gave her latent warriors to my care, 


'Twas mine on Troy to pour th' impriſon'd war: 


Then when the boldeſt boſom beat with fear, 
When the itern eyes of heroes dropp'd a tear ; 
Fierce in his look his ardent valour glow'd, 645 
Fluth'd in his cheek, or ſally'd in his blood; 
Indignant in the dark receſs he ſtands, 
Pants for the battle, and the war demands ; 
His voice breath'd death, and with a martial air 649 
He graſp'd his ſword, and ſhook his glitt'ring ſpear. 
And when the gods our arms with conqueſt crown'd, 
When Troy's proud bulwarks ſmok'd upon the ground 
Grecce to reward her ſoldier's gallant toils, 
Heap'd high his navy with unnumber'd ſpoils, 
Thus great in glory from the din of war 655 
Safe he return'd, without one hoſtile ſcar ; 
Tho' ſpears in iron tempelts rain'd around, 
Yet innocent they play'd, and guiltleſs of a wound. 
While yet J ſpoke, the ſhade with traniport glow'd, 
Roſe in his majeſty, and nobler trod; 660 
With haughty ſtalk he ſought the diſtant glades 
Of warrior kings, and join'd th? illuſtrious ſhades. 
Now without number ghoſt by gholt aroſe, 
All wailing with unutterable woes. 
Alone, apart, in diſcontented mood 665 
A gloomy ſhade, the ſullen Ajax ſtood ; 
For ever ſad with proud diſdain he piu'd, 


And the loſt arms for ever ſtung bis mind; 


Tho? to the conteſt Thetis gave the laws, 

And Pallas, by the Trojans, judg'd the cauſe, 670 
O why was I victorious in the {trite ; 

O dear-bought honour with ſo brave a life! 


With him the ſtrength of war, the ſoldiers pride, 


Our ſecond hope to great Achilles dy'd ! 

Touch'd at the fight from tears I ſcarce refrain, 675 
And tender ſorrow thrills in ev'ry vein ; 

Penſive and ſad I ſtand, at length accoit, 

With accent mild, th' inexorable gholt. 

Still burns thy rage? and can brave ſouls reſent 
Ev'n after death? Relent, great ſhade, relent ! 680 
Periſh thoſe arms which by the gods decree 
Accurs'd our army with the loſs of thee ! 


With 
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With thee we fell; Greece wept thy hapleſs fates 
Au thook atoaith? d thro? her hundred ſtates; 

Not more, when great Achilles preit the ground, 6885 
Aud breath'd his manly ſpirit thro” the w ound, 

deem thy fall not ow'd to man's decree, 

Jove hatcd Greece, and pur {hd Greece in thee ! 

Turn then, oh pencetul turn, thy wrath control, 

And calm the raging tempeil of thy foul. 659 

While yet | ſpeak, the ſhade diſdains to ſtay, 

In flence turns, and ſullen ſtalks away. 

Vouch'd at his four retreat, thro* deepeſt night 
Thro' hell's black hounds | had purfu'd tris fight, 
And forc*d the ttubborn ſpectre to reply; 695 
But wond'rous viſions drew my curious eyer 
High on a throne, tremendous to bekold, 

Stern Minos waves a mace of burnith'd gold 
Around ten thouſand thouſand ſpectres Rand: 
Thro' the wide dome of Dis, a trembling band. 7co 
Still as they plead, the fatal lots he rolls, 
Abfolves the jult, and dooms the guilty ſouls. 
There huge Orion, of portentous ize, 
Swift thro' the gloom a giant- hunter flies; 
A pond'rous mace of braſs with direful ſway 705 
Aloſt he whirls, to cruſh the ſavage prey; 
Stern beaſts in trains that by his truncheon fell, 
Now griſly forms, ſhoot o'er the Jawns of hell. 

There Tityus large and long, in fetters bound, 
O'erſpreads nine acres of infernal ground; 710 
Iwo rav'nous vultures, furious for their food, 

Scream o'er the fiend, and riot 1a his blood, 

Inceſſant gore the 3 in his breaſt, 

"Uh immortal liver grows, and gives the immortal feaſt. 
For as o'er Panone' s enamell'd plains, 715 
Latona journey d to the Pythian fanes, 

With haughty love th audacious monſter ſtrove 

To force the goddeſs, and to rival Jove. 

"There Tantalus along the Stygian bounds 
Pours out deep groans, (with groans all hell reſounds); 
Evan in the circling floods refreſliment craves, 721 
And pines with thirit amidit a ſea of waves: 

When to the water he his lip applics, 
Back from his lip the treach'rous water flies. 


Above 
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Above, beneath, around his hapleſs head, 725 

Trees of all kinds delicious fruitage ſpread 

There figs, iky-dy'd, a purple hue diſcloſe, 

Green looks the olive, the pom*granate glows, 

There dangling pears exalted ſcents untold, 

And yellow apples ripen into gold; 730 

The fruit he itrives to ſeize: but blalls ariſe, 

Toſs it on high, and whirl it to the ſkies, 
i turn'd my eye, and as | turn'd furvey'd 

A mournfal viſion! the Siſyphiau ſhade ; 

With many a weary ſtep, and many a groan, 735 

Up a high hill he heaves a huge round itone ; 

The huge round ſtone, refulting with a bound, 

Thunders impetuous down, and ſmokes along the ground. 

Again the reſtleſs orb his toil renews, 

Duſt mounts in clouds, and ſweat deſcends in dews. 740 
Now I the ſtrength of Hercules behold, 

A tow'ring ſpectre of gigantic mould, 

A ſhadowy form! for high in heav'n's abodes 

Himſelf reſides, a god among the gods; 

There, in the bright aſſemblies of the ſkies, 745 

He nectar quaſſs, and Hebe crowns his joys. 

Here hov'ring ghoſts, like fowl, his ſhade ſurround, 

And clang their pinions with terrific found ; 

Gloomy as night he ſtands, in act to throw 

Th' aerial arrow from the twanging bow. 750 

Around his breaſt a wond'rous zone 1s roll'd, 

Where woodland monſters grin in fretted gold; 

There ſullen lions ſternly ſeem to roar, 

Ihe bear to growl, to foam the tuſky boar; | 

There war, and havoc, and deſtruction ſtood, 755 

And vengeful murder, red with human blood. 

Thus terribly adorn'd, the figures ſhine, 

Inimitably wrought with {kill divine. 

The mighty ghoſt advanc'd with awful look, 

And turning his grim viſage, ſternly ſpoke. 760 
O exercis'd in grief! by arts refin'd! 

O taught to bear the wrongs of baſe mankind! 

Zuch, ſuch was I ! ftill toſt from care to care, 

While in your world I drew the vital air ! 

Ev'n I, who from the Lord of thunders roſe, 765 

Bore toils and dangers, and a weight of wocs; 
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To a baſe monarch ſtill a ſlave confin'd, 
(The hardeſt bondage to a gen'rous mind!) | 
Down to theſe worlds I trode the diſmal way, 4 
And dragg'd the three- mouth'd dog to upper day; 770 
Evn hell 1 conquer'd, thro? the friendly aid | 
Of Maia's offspring and the martial maid. | 4 ( 
Thus he, nor deign'd for our reply to itay, 
But turning ſtalk'd with giant-ſtrides away. 
Curious to view the kings of ancient days, 775 
The mighty dead that live in endleſs praiſe, 
Reſolv'd I ſtand; and haply bad ſurvey'd 
The godlike Theſeus, and Perithous' ſhade; 
But ſwarms of ſpectres roſe from deepelt hell, 
With bloodleſs viſage, and with hideous yell, 780 
They ſcream, they ſhriek; ſad groans and diſmal ſounds 
Stun my ſcar'd ears, and pierce hell's utmolt bounds. 
No more my heart the diſmal din ſuſtains, 
And my cold blood hangs ſhiv'ring in my veins 
Lett Gorgon, riſing from th” infernal lakes, 785 
With horrors arm'd, and curls of hiſſing ſnakes, 
Should fix me, ſtiffen'd at the monſtrous ſight, 1 
A ſtony image in eternal night! 
Straight from the direful coaſt to purer air 
I ſpecd my flight, and to my mates repair. 790 
My mates aſcend the ſhip; they ſtrike their oars; 
"Ihe mountains leflen, and retreat the ſhores; 
Swift o'er the waves we fly; the freſh'ning gales | 
Sing thro? the ſhrouds, and {tretch the ſwelling ſails. 
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Hs ver the rolling ſurge the veſſel flies, 
Till from the waves th' Ewan hills arile. 
Here the gay morn reſides in radiant bow'rs, 
Here keeps her revels with the dancing hours; 
Here Fhobus, ring in th etherial way, 5 
Thro' heav'n's bright portals pours the beamy day. 
At once we tix our halters on the land, 
At once deſcend, and preſs the deſert fad ; 
Abe, worn and waſted, loſe our cares in ſleep 
Ts the hoarſe murmurs of the rolling deep. 10 
Soon as the morn reſtor'd the day, we pay'd 
Sepulckral honours to Lipenor's ſhade. 
Now by the axe the ruſhing foreſt bends, 
AnJ the hage pile along the hore aſcends. 
Around we tand, a mciancholy train, 15 
Aud a loud groan re-cchoes from the main. 


22 Fierce 
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Fierce o'er the pyre, by fanning breezes ſpread, 
The hungry flame devours the klent dead. 
A riſing tomb, the ſilent dead to grace, 


Fatt by the roarings of the main we place; 20 


The rifing tomb a lofty column bore, 
And high above it role the tap'ring oar. 

Mean time the goddeſs * our return ſurvey'd 
From the pale ghoits, and hell's tremendous ſhade. 
Swift ſhe deſcends: a train of nymphs divine 25 
Bear the rich viands and the gen'rous wine: 
In act to ſpeak the pow'r of magic“ ſtands, 
And graceial thus accoſts the liſt'ning bands. 

O ions of woe! decreed by adverſe fates 
Alive to paſs thro” helPs eternal gates! 30 
All, ſoon or late, are doom'd that path to tread; 
More wretched you! twice number'd with the dead! 
This day adjourn your cares; exalt your ſouls, 
Indulge the taſte, and drain the ſparkling bowls: 
And when the morn unveils her ſaff'ron ray, 35 
:pread your broad fails, and plough the liquid way; 
Lo I this night, your faithful guide, explain 


Your woes by land, your dangers on the main. 


The goddeſs ſpoke; in fealts we waſte the day, 
Tu} Phbus downward plung'd his burning rayz 40 
Then ſable night afcends, and balmy reſt 
Seals ev'ry eye, and calms the troubled breaſt. 
"Then curious ſhe commands me to relate 
"The dreadful ſcenes of Pluto's dreary tate : 


Zue ſat in filence while the tale I tell, 45 


The wond'rous viſions and the laws of hell. 
Then thus: The lot of man the gods diſpoſe; 
Thee ills are paſt; now hear thy future woes. 
O prince attend! ſome fav'ring pow'r be kind, 
And print th' important ſtory on thy mind! 2 
Next, where the Sirens dwell you plough the ſeas; 
Their ſong is death, and makes deſtruction pleaſe, 
Unbleſt the man, whom mulic wins to ſtay 
Nh the curit ſhore, and hiten to the lay; | 
No more that wretch ſhall view the joys of life, 55 
is blooming offspring, or his beauteous wife! 
In verdant meads they (port, and wide around 
Lie human bones, that whiten all the ground 


The 


® Circe, 


7 FEE AT 2 K 


2 % 


„rr 


Book XII. HOMER's ODYSSEY. 185 


The ground polluted floats with human gore, 

And bu: nan carnage taints the dreadful ſhore. 60 

Fly ſwift the dang'rous coalt ; let ev'ry car 

Be ſtopp'd againſt the ſong ! tig death to hear! 

Firm to the maſt with chains thyſelf be bound, 

Nor truſt thy virtue to th' enchanting found. 

If, mad with tranſport, freedom thou demand, 65 

Be ev'ry fetter ſtrain'd, and added band to band. 
Theſe ſeas o'erpais*'d, be wite! but J refrain 

To mark diſtinct thy voyage o'er the main: 

New horrors rife! let prudence be thy guide, 

And guard thy various pattage thro” the tide. 72 
High o'er the main two rocks exalt their brow, 

The boiling billows thund'ring roll below; 

Thro' the vaſt waves the dreadful] wonders move, 

Hence nam'd Erratic by the gods above. 

No bird of air, no dove of ſwiſtelt wing, 75 

That bears ambroſia to th” etheriai king, 

Shuns the dire rocks: in vain the cuts the ſkies, 

The dire rocks meet, and cruſh her as ſhe flies; 

Not the fleet bark, when profp*rous breezes play, 

Ploughs o'er that roaring ſurge it's deſp'rate way; 80 

O'erwhelm'd it finks: while round a ſmoke expires, 

And the waves flaſhing teera to burn with tires. 

Scarce the fam'd Argo paſs'd thefe raging floods, 

The ſacred Argo, fill'd with demigods! 

Ev'n ſhe had funk, but Jove's imperial bride 8 

Wing'd her fleet fail, and puſh'd * o'er the tide. 
H:igh in the air the rock its ſummit ſhrouds, 

In brooding tempeſts, and in rolling clouds; 

Loud ſtorms around and mitts cternal riſe, 

Beat its bicak brow, aud intercept the ſkies, 90 

When all the broad expanſion, bright with day, 

Glows with ta? autumnal or the ſummer ray, 

The ſummer and the autumn glow in vain, 

The tky for ever low'rs, for ever clouds remain. 

Impervious to the ſtep of man it ſtands, 95 

Tho' borne bytwenty icets tho? arm'd with twenty hands; 

Smooth as the polith of the mirror riſe 

The ſlippery ſides, and ſhoot into the ſkies. 

Full in the center of this rock diſplay'd, | 

A yawaing cavern caſts a dreadful ſhade; ol 
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Nor the fleet arrow from the twanging bow, 
Bent with full force, could reach the depth below. 
Wide to the weſt the horrid gulf extends, 
And the dire paſſage down to hell deſcends. 
O fly the dreadful tght! expand thy fails, 105 
Ply the ſtrong oar, and catch the nimble gales; 
Here Scylla bellows from her dire abodes, 
Tremendous peſt ! abliorr'd by man and gods! 
Hilcous her voice, and with leſs terrors roar 
The whelps of lions in the midnight hour, 110 
Twelve feet deform'd and foul the fiend diſpreads; 
Six horrid necks ſhe rears, and ſix terrific heads; 
Her jaws grin dreadful with three rows of teeth ; 
11855 they ſtand, the gaping den of death; 
er parts obſcene the raging billows hide; 115 
Her boſom terribly o'erlooks the tide, | 
When ſtung with hunger ſhe embroils the flood, 
The tca-dog and the dolphin are her food ; 
She makes the huge leviathan her prey, 
And all the monſters of the watry way; 120 
The ſwifteſt racer of the azure plain | 
Here filis her ſails and ſpreads her oars in vain 
Fell Scylla rifes, in her fury roars, 
At once fix mouths expands, at once fix men devours. 
Cloſe by, a rock of leſs enormous height 125 
Breaks the wild waves, and forms a dang'rous ſtreight; 
Full on its crown a fig's green branches riſe, 
And ſhoot a leafy foreſt to the ſkies ; 
Beneath, Charybdis holds her boiſt'rous reign 
*Midit roaring whirlpools, and abſorbs the main; 130 
Thrice in her gulfs the boiling ſeas ſubſide, 
Thrice in dire thunders ſhe refunds the tide, 
Oh if thy veſſel plough the direful waves 
When ſeas retreating roar within her caves, 
Ye periſh all! tho” & who rules the main 135 
Lend his ſtrong aid, his aid he lends in vain, 
Ah ſhun the horrid gulf! by Scylla fly, 
Tis better ſix to loſe, than all to die. 
I then: O nymph propitious to my pray'r, 
Goddeſs divine, my guardian pow'r declare, 140 
Is the foul fiend from human vengeance freed ? 
Qr if I riſe in arms, can vScylla bleed? 
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Then ſhe: O worn by toils, oh broke in fight ! 
Still are new toils and war thy dire delight? 
Will martial flames for ever fire thy mind, 

And never, never be to hcav'n reſign'd? 

How vain thy efforts to avenge the e ? 
Deathleſs the peſt ! impenetrably ſtrong! 
Furious and fell, tremendous to behold ! 

Ev'n with a look ſhe withers all the bold! 

She mocks the weak attempts of human might ; 
O fly her rage! thy conqueſt is thy flight. 

If but to ſeize thy arms thou make delay, 


Again the fury vindicates her prey, 


Her fix mouths yawn, and fix are ſnatch'd away. 
From her foul womb Cratzeis gave to air 

This dreadful peſt! To her direct thy pray'r, 
To curb the monſter in her dire abodes, 

And guard thee thro? the tumult of the foods. 
Thence to Trinacria's ſhore you bend your way, 
Where graze thy herds, illuſtrious jource of day! 
Sev'n herds, ſev'n flocks enrich the ſacred plains, 
Each herd, each flock full fifty heads contains; 
The wond'rous kind a length of age ſurveys 

By breed increaſe not, nor by death decay. 

Two filter goddeſſes poſſeſs the plain, 

The conſtant guardians of the woolly train; 
Lampetie fair, and Phacthuſa young, 

From Phœbus and the bright Nezra ſprung : 
Here watchful o'er the n in ſhady bow'rs 
And flow'ry meads they waſte the joyous hours. 
Rob not the god! and ſo propitious galcs 
Attend thy voyage, and impel thy fails ; 

But if thy impious hands the flocks deſtroy, 
The gods, the gods avenge it, and ye die!“ 

is thine alone (thy friends and navy Joſt ) 
Thro' tedious toils to view thy native coaſt. 

She ceas'd: and now aroſe the morning ray 
Swift to her dome the goddeſs held her way. 
Then to my mates I mcaſur'd back the plain, 
Climb'd the tall bark, and ruſh'd into the main 
Then bending to the troke, their oars they drew 
ro their broad breaſts, and ſwift the galley flew. 
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Up- ſprung a britker breeze ; with freſh” ning gales 
The friendly goddefs tretch' d the {weiling ſails ; 3 185 
We drop Our vars 3 at caſe the P! lot guides; 5 
The veſſel light along the level glides. 
When ritiag {ad and flow, with penlive look, 
Thus to the melancholy train I tpoke : 
O fricads, oh ever partners of my woes, 190 
Attend, while I what heuv'n foredooms diſcloſe, 
Hear all! Fate hangs o'er all! on you it lies 
To live, or periſh! to be ſafe, be wiſe! 
In flow'ry meads the ſportive Sirens play, 
Touch the ſoft lyre, and tune the vocal lay; 195 
Me, me alone, with fetters firmly bound, 
The gods ow to hear the dang'rous found, 
Hear and obcy : if freedom 1 demand, 
Þe ev'ry ſetter flrain'd, be added band to band, 
While yet I ſpeak the winged galley flics, 200 
And lo! the Siren ſhores like miſts ariſe. 
Sunk were at once the winds; the air above, 
And waves below, at once forget to move! 
Some d:emon calm'd the air, and ſmooth'd the deep 
Jluſh'd the loud winds, and charm'd the waves to fleep. 
Now ev'ry fail we furl, each oar we ply ; 206 
Lafh'd by the ſtroke the frothy waters fly. 
The ductile wax with buſy hands I mould, 
And cicit in fragments, and the frac ments roll'd; 
Ih acrial region now grew warm with duy, 210 
The wax diff, iv 'd beneath the burning ray; 
Then ev'ry ear I barr'd againit the Aae 
And from excels of phrenzy lock'd the brain. 


Now round the malt my mates the fetters roll'd, 


And bound me limb by limb, with fold on fold. 215 
Then, bending to the ſtroke, the ative train 
Flunge all at once their oars, and cleave the main. 
While to the ſhore the rapid veſſel flies, 
Our ſwift approach the Siren quire deſcrics ; 
Celeſtial muſic warbles from their tongue, 220 
And thus the ſweet deluders tune the ſong. 
O ſtay, oh pride of Greece! Ulyſſes ſtay! 
O ccaſe thy courſe, and liſten to our lay! 
Bleſt is the man ordain'd our voice to hear, 
The ſong inſtructs the foul, and charms the ear. 225 
Approach! 
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Approach | thy ſoul ſhall into raptures riſe! 

Approach! and learn new wiſdom from the wiſe! 

We know whatc'er the kings of mighty name 
Achiev'd at Ilion in the feld of fame; 

Whate'er bencath the ſun's bright journey lies. 230 
O itay, and lcarn new wiſdom from the wiſe! 

Thus the ſweet charmers warbled o'er the main; 

My foul takes wing to meet the heav'uly (train; 

] give the ſign, and ſtruggle to be tree : 

Swift row my mates, and ſhoot along the ſea; 235 
New chains they add, and rapid urge the way, 

Till dying off the di ſtant ſounds decay : 

Then ſcudding {wittly from the dang” rous ground, 

"The defcan'd car unlock'd, the chains unbound. 

Now all at once tremendous ſcenes untold ; 240 
"Chunder'd the deeps, the ſmoking billows roll'd! 
Tumultuous waves embroiPd the bellowing flood, 

All trembling, deafen'd, and aghaſt we flood! 

No more the velle] plough” d the dreadful wave, 

Fear ſciz'd the mighty, and unnerv'd the brave; 245 

Each dropp'd his oar: but ſwift from man to man 

With look ſerene 1 turn 'd, and thus began. 

O friends! oh often try'd in adverſe ſtorms! 

With ills familiar in more dreadful forms! 

Deep in the dire Cyclopean den you lay, 250 

Yet ſafe return'd— Ulylles led the way. 

Learn courage hence! and in my care confide 

Lo! ſtill the ſame Ulyſſes is your guide! 

Attend my words! your oars inceſſant ply ; 

Strain ev'ry nerve, and bid the veſſel fly. 255 

If from yon jultling rocks and wavy wer 

Jove ſafety grants; he grants it to your care. 

And thou whoſe guiding hand dire&s our way, 

Pilot, attentive liſten and obey! 

Bear wide thy courſe, nor plough thoſe angry waves, 

Where rolls yon ſmoke, yon tumbling ocean raves; 261 

Steer by the higher rock ; leit whirl'd around 

We nk, beneath the circhuy eddy drown'd, 

Wyle yet I ſpeak, at once their oars the * ſeice, 

Stretch to the ſtroke, and bruſh the work i! 8 ſeus. 265 

Cautious the name of Scylla 1 tuppreit ; 

-Tlat dreadful lowasd had! chill'd d Luc boldell breult. 
| Mean 
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Mean time, forgetful of the voice divine, 
All dreadful brig; t my limbs in armour ſhine ; 


High on the deck J take my dang” rous ſtand, 270 
N glitt'ring jav'lins lighten in my hand; 


Prepar'd to w hl the uhizzing ſpear I] ltay, 
Till the fell tiend ariſe to * her prey. 
Around the dungeon, {udcous to behold 
Tue hideous peſt, my lab'ring eyes I roll'd; 275 
In vain! the difmal dungeon dark as night 
Veils the dire monſter, and confounds the fight. 
Now thro” the rocks, appall'd with deep diſmay, 

Ve bend our courſe, and item the deſp*rate way; 
Dire Scylla there a ſcene of horror forms, 280 
And here Charybdis fills the deep with ſtorms. 

When the tide ruſhes from her rumbling caves 

ihe rough rocks roar; tumultuous boi! "the 1 waves; 
They tols, they foam, a wild confuton raiſe, 

Like waters bubbling o'er the fiery blaze; 285 
Eternal nuits obſcure tit aerial plain, 

And high above the rock ſhe ſpouts the main; 
When in her gulfs the ruthing fea ſubſides, 

She drains the occan with the refluent tides : 

"The rock rebellows with a thund'ring ſound ; 290 

Deep, wond'rous deep, below appears the ground. 
Struck with deſpair, with trembling hearts we view'd 

The yawning dungeon, and the tumbling flood; 

When lo! tierce Seylla ſtoop'd to feize her prey, 

Stretch'd her dire jaws, and ſwept fix men away; 295 

Chiefs of renown! Lond cchoing fhrieks ariſe ; 

I turn and view them quiv'riag in the ſkies ; 

They call, aud aid with out- ſtreteh'd arms implore: 

In vain they call! thoſe arms are ſtretch'd no more. 

As from ſome rock that overhangs the flood, 300 

The ſilent fiſher caſts th' inſidious food, 

With fraudful care he waits the finny prize, 

And ſudden lifts it quiv'ring to the ſkies: 

80 the foul monſter hits her prey on high, 

fo pant the wretthes ſtruggling in the ky; 305 

In the wide dungeon ſhe devours her food, 

And the fleſh trembles while ſhe churns the blood. 

Worn as I am with griefs, with care decay'd, 

Never, I never ſcene ſo dire ſurvey'd! 
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My ſhiv'ring blood, congcal'd, forgot to flow; 310 
Agghalt 1 ood, a nummemt of woe ! 

Now from the rocks the rapid vellel flies, 
And the hoarſe din like diltant thunder dies; 
"Fo Sol's bright iſſle our voyage we purſue, 
And now the glitt'ring mountains rife to view. 315 
There, ſacred to the radiant god of day, 
Graze the fair herds, the flocks promitcuous tray 
Then ſuddenly was heard along the main 
o low the ox, to bleat the wooly train; 
Streight to my anxious thoughts the found convey'd 320 
"he words of Circe and the Theban thade ; 
Warn'd by their awful voice theſe thores to ſhun, 
With cautious fears oppreit, I thus begun. 

O friends! oh ever exercis'd in care! 
Hear heav'n's command, and rev'rence what ye hear! 
To fly theſe thores the preſcient Theban ſhade 326 
And Circe warns! O be their voice obey'd : 
Some gun woe relentleſs heav'n forbodes : 
Fly the dire regions, and revere the gods! 

While vet I ipoke, a ſudden ſorrow ran 330 
Thro' ev'ry breaſt, and ſpread from man to man, 
Till wrathful thus Eurylochus began. 

O cruel thou! ſome fury ſure has ſtee]'d 
That ſtubborn foul, by toil untaught to yield! 
From ſleep debarr” d, we dak from woes'to woes; $35 
And, crucl, envieſt thou a ſhort repote ? 
Still mult we reitleſs rove, new ſeas explore, 
The ſun deſcending, and ſo ncar the ſhore ? 
And lo! the might begins her gloomy reigns 
And doubles all the tcrrors of the main. 340 
Oft in the dead of night loud winds ariſe, 
Laſh the wild ſurge, and bluiter in the ſkies ; 
Oh ſhould the fierce ſouth-weſt his rage diſplay, 
And toſs with riling ſtorms the watry way, 
Tho?” gods deſcend from heav*n's aerial plain 345 
To lend us aid, the gods deſcend in vain: 
Then while the night diſplays her awful ſhade, 
Sweet time of ſlumber! be the night obey'd! 
Haſte ye to land! and when the morning ray 
Shades her bright beams, pores the deſtin'd way. 350 
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A ſudden joy in ev'ry boſom roſe ; 
So wild ſome dzzmon, miniſter of woes! 
To whom with prief—O ſwift to be undone, 
Conſtrain'd I act what wiſdom bids me ſhun. 
But youder herds and yonder flocks forbear ; 355 
Attelt the heav'ns, and calls the gods to hear: 
Content, an innocent repalt diſplay, 
By Circe giv'n, and fly the dang'rous prey. 
Thus I: and while to ſhore the veſſel flies, 
With hands uplifted they atteſt the tkics : 360 
Then where a fountain's gurgling waters play, 
They ruſh to land, and end in feaſts the day: 
They feed, they quaff; and now (their hanger fled) 
Sigh for their friends devour'd, and mourn the dead. 
Nor ceaſe the tears, till each in ſlumber ſhares 365 
A ſweet forgetfulneſs of human cares. 
Now far the night advanc'd her gloomy reign, 
And ſetting ſtars roll'd down the azure plain : 
When, at the voice of Jove, wild whirlwinds riſe, 
And clouds and double darkneſs veil the ſkies ; 370 
The moon, the ſtars, the bright etherial hoſt 
Scem as extinct, and all their ſplendours loſt; 
The furious tempeſt roars with dreadful ſound; 
Air thunders, rolls the ocean, groans the ground. 
All night it rag'd; when morning roſe, to land 375 
We haul'd our bark, and moor'd it on the ſtrand, 
Where in a beauteous grotto's cool receſs 
Dance the green Nereids of the neighb*ring ſeas. 
There, while the wild winds whiſtled o'er the main, 
Thus careful J addreſt the liſt'ning train. 380 
O friends, be wiſe! nor dare the flocks deſtroy 
Of theſe fair paſtures: if ye touch, ye die. 
Warn'd by the high command of beav'n, be aw'd; 
Holy the flocks, and dreadful is the god! 
That god who ſpreads the radiant beams of light, 385 
And views wide earth and heav'n's unmeaſur'd height. 
And now the moon had run her monthly round, 
The fouth-eaft bluſt'ring with a dreadiul ſound ; 
Unhurt the beeves, untouch'd the wooly train 
Low thro? the grove, or range the flow'ry plain: 390 
Then fail'd our food; then {iſh we make our prey, 
Or fow! that ſcreaming haunt the watry way. 5 
| 1] 
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Till now from ſea or flood no ſuccour found, 
Famine and meagre want beſieg'd us round. 
Penſive and pale from grove to grove I ſtray'd, 
From the loud ſtorms to find a ſylvan ſhade ; 
3 TI here o'er my hands the living wave I pour; 
And heav'n and heav'n's immortal thrones adore, 
3 'To calm the roarings of the ſtormy main, 
And grant me peaceful to my realms again. 
Then o'er my eyes the gods ſoft ſlumber ſhed, 
While thus Eurylochus ariſing ſaid, 

O friends, a thouſand ways frail mortals lead 
To the cold tomb, and dreadful all to tread ; 
But dreadful moſt, when by a flow decay 
Pale hunger waſtes the manly ſtrength away. 
Why — ye then t'implore the pow'rs above, 
And offer hecatombs to thund'ring Jove ? 

Why ſeize ye not yon beeves and fleecy prey ? 
Ariſe unanimous ; ariſe and ſlay ! 

And if the gods ordain a ſafe return, 

To Phœbus ſhrines ſhall riſe, and altars burn. 
But ſhould the pow'rs that o'er mankind preſide 
Decree to plunge us in the whelming tide, 
Better to ruſh at once to ſhades below, 

Than linger life away and nouriſh wor! 

Thus he: the beeves around ſecurely ſtray, 
When ſwift to ruin they invade the prey; 

They ſeize, they Kill !—but for the rite divine 
The barley fail'd, and, for libations, wine. 

Swift from the oak they {trip the ſhady pride; 
And verdant leaves the flow'ry cake ſupply'd. 

With pray'r they now addreſs th' etherial train, 
Slay the ſclected beeves, and flay the lain: 
The thighs, with fat involv'd, divide with art, 
Strew'd o'er with morſels cut from ev'ry part. 
Water, inſtead of wine, is brought in urns, 
And pour'd profanely as the victim burns. 

The thighs thus offer'd, and the entrails dreſt, 
They roaſt the fragments, and prepare the feaſt. 

*T'was then ſoft ſlumber fled my troubled brain; 
Back to the bark I ſpecd along the main. 
When lo! an odour from the feaſt exhales, 
Spreads o'er the coaſt, and ſcents the tainted gales; 
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A chilly fear congeal'd my vital blood, 435 
And thus obtelling heav'n I mourn'd aloud. 
O lire of men and gods, immortal Jove! 
O all ye bliſsful pow'rs that reign above! 
Why were my cares beguil'd in ſhort repoſe? 
O fatal Number, paid with laſting woes! 440 
A deed fo dreadful all the gods alarms, 
Vengeance 1s on the wing, and heav'n in arms! 
Mean time Lampetie mounts th' aerial way, 
And kindles into rage the god of day: 

Vengeance, ye pow'rs, (he cries), and thou whoſe hand 
Aims the red bolt, and hurls the writhen brand! 446 
Slain are thoſe herds which I with pride ſurvey, "* 
When thro? the ports of heav'n I pour the day, 

Or deep in ocean plunge the burning ray. 
Vengeance, ye gods! or I the ſkies forego, 450 
And bear the lamp of heav'n to ſhades below. 

To whom the thund'ring pow'r: O ſource of day! 
Whote radiant lamp adorns the azure way, 
Still may thy beams thro? heav'n's bright portals riſe, 
The joy of earth, and glory of the ſkies ; 455 
Lo! my red arm I bare, my thunders guide, 
To daſh th' offenders in the whelming tide. 

"Fo fair Calypſo, from the bright abodes, 
Hermes convey'd theſe councils of the gods. 

Mean time from man to man my tongue exclaims, 460 
My wrath is kindled, and my ſoul in flames. 

In vain! I view perform'd the direful deed, 
Peeves, ſlain by heaps, along the ocean bleed. 

No heav'n gave ſigns of wrath, along the ground 
Crept the raw hides, and with a bellowing ſound 465 
Roar'd the dead limbs; the burning entrails groan'd. 

Fix guilty days my wretched mates employ 

In impious feaſting, and unhallow'd joy; 

Je ſeventh aroſe, and now the fire of gods 

Rein'd the rough ſtorms, and calm'd the toſſing floods: 
With ſpeed the bark we climb; the ſpacious fails 471 
Loo%d from the yards invite the ſwelling gales. 

Paſt tight of ſhore, along the ſurge we bound; 

And all above 1s ſky, and ocean all around ! 

When lo! a murky cloud the thund'rer forms 475 
F u o'er our heads, and blackens beav'n with Norms. 
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Night dwells o'er all the deep: and now out flies 

Ine gloomy welt, and whiſtles in the ſlcies. 

The mountain billows roar! the furious black 

Howls o'er the ſhroud, and rends it from the mait : 480 
The maſt gives way, and, crackling as it bends, 

Tears up the deck; then all at once deſcends: 

The pilot, by the tumbling ruin ſlain, 

Daſh'd from the he'm, falls headlong to the main. 
Then Jove in anger bids the thunders roll, 485 
And forky lighituings flaſh from pole to pole; 

Fierce at our heads his deadly bolt he aims, 

Red with uncommon wrath, aud wrapt in flames; 

Full on the bark it fell; now high, now low, 

Toſs d and retols'd, it rcel'd beneath the blow; 490 
At once into the main the crew it ſhook, 

Sulphureous odours roſe, and ſmould'ring ſmoxe. 
Like fowl that haunt the floods, they fink, they rise, 
Now loſt, now ſeen, with ſhricks and dreadful crics; 
And ſtrive to gain the bark; but Jove denies. 495 
Firm at the helm I ſtand, when tierce the main 

Ruſh'd with dire noiſe, and daſh'd the ſides in twain; 
Again 1mpetuous drove the furious blaſt, 

Snapt the ſtrong helm, and bore to ſca the maſt. 

Firm to the matt with cords the helm 1 biud, 7 
And ride aloft, to providence reſign'd, . 
Thro' tumbling billows, and a war of wind, 5 
Now ſunk the weſt, and now a ſouthern breeze, 
More dreadful than the tempeſt, laſh'd the ſeas ; 

For on the rocks it bore where Scylla raves, 505 
And dire Charybdis rolls her thund'ring waves. 

All night I drove; and, at the dawn of day, 

Faſt by the rocks beheld the deſp'rate way: 

Juſt when the ſca within her gults ſubſides, 

And in the roaring whirlpools ruſh the tides, 510 
Swift from the float I vaulted with a bound, 

The lofty fig-tree ſeiz'd, and clung around: 

So to the beam the bat tenacious clings, 

And pendent round it claſps his leathern wings. 

High in the air the tree its boughs diſplay'd, 375 
And o'er the dungeon caſt a dreadful ſhave. 

All unſuſtain'd between the wave and ey, 

Pencath my feet the whiring billows fly. 
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What time the judge forſakes the noiſy bar 

"Fo take repalt, and ſtills the wordy war; 
harybdis rumbling from her inmoſt caves, 

he mait refunded on her refluent waves. 

$wift from the tree, the floating malt to gain, 
Sudden I dropp'd amidſt the flaſhing main 
Once more undaunted on the ruin rode, 

And oar'd with lab'ring arms along the flood. 
Tinfeen I paſs'd by Scylla's dire abodes: 

Zo Jove decreed, (dread fire of men and gods). 
Ihen nine long days I plough'd the calmer ſeas, 
leav'd by the ſurge, and wafted by the breeze. 
Weary and wet th' Ogygian ſhores I gain, 
When the tenth ſun deſcended to the main, 
There in Calypſo's ever-fragrant bow'rs 
Refreſh'd 1 lay, and joy beguiPd the hours. 
And the hright partner of thy royal throne, 

Enough: in miſery can words avail ? 

And what ſo tedious as a twice- told tale? 
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Tues ARGUMENT. 
The arrival of Ulyſſes in Ithaca. 


Der takes his leave of Alcinous and Arete, and embarks: 
in the evening. Next morning the ſhip arrives at {tha- 
ca; where the ſailors, as Ulyſſes is yet ſleeping, lay him 
an the ſhore with all his treaſures. Un their return, 
Neptune changes their ſhip into a rock. In the mean 
time Ulyſſes awaking knows not hit native Ithaca, by 
reaſon of” a miſt which Pallas had caſt round him. He 
breaks into loud lamentations ; till the goddeſs, appearing 
to him in the form of a ſhepherd, diſcovers the country 
to him, and punts out the particular places. He then 
tells a feigned ſtory of his adventures, upon which ſhe 
manifeſts herſelf and they conſult together of the meaſures 
tn be taken to deſiroy the ſuitors. To conceal his return, 
ard diſs 1/7 his perſon the more effectaally, ſhe changes 
him inis the figure of an old beggar. 


E ceas'd ; but left fo pleaſing on their car 
His voice, that liit'ning ſtill they ſeem'd to hear. 

A pauſe of filence huſh'd the ſnady rooms: 

Ihe grateful conf'rence then the King reſunies. 

Whatever toils the great Ulyſles paſt, 5 

Beneath this happy roof they end at lait; 

No longer now from ſhore to ſhore to roam, 

5mooth ſeas, and gentle winds, invite him home. 

But hear me, princes! whom theſe walls incloſe, 

For whom my chanter lings, and goblet flows 10 

With wine unmixt, (an honour due to age, 

Fo cheer the grave, and warm the poet's rage), 
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Tho' labour'd gold and many a dazzling veſt 
Lic heap'd already for our god-like guelt ; 
Without new treaſures let him not remove, 15 
Large, and expreflive of the public love: 
Lach peer a tripod, each a vaſe beſtow, 
A gen'ral tribute which the {tate ſhall owe. 
This ſentence pleas'd: then all their ſteps addreſt 
To ſep'rate manſions, and retir'd to reſt. 20 
Mw did the roſy finger'd morn ariſe, 
And ſhed her ſacred light along the ſkies. 
Down to the haven and the ſhips in haſte 
They bore the treaſures, and in fafety plac'd. 
The king hiinſcif the vaſes rang'd with care; 25 
Then bade luis foli'wers to the Paſt repair. 
A victim ox beneath the ſacred hand 
Of great & leinous falls, and ſtains the ſand. 
To Jove th' eternal (pow'r above all pow'rs! 
Who wings the winds, and darkens heav'n with ſhow'rs) 
The flames aſcend : till ev'ning they prolong 31 
The rites, more ſacred made by heav'nly ſong: 
For in the midit, with public honours grac'd, 
Thy Iyre, divine Demodocus ! was plac'd. 
All, but Ulyſſes, heard with fix'd delight: 35 
He ſat, and ey'd the ſun, and wiſh'd the night; 
Slow ſcem'd the fun to move, the hours to roll, 
His native home deep imag'd in his foul. 
As the tir'd ploughman ſpent with itubborn toil, 
Whoſe oxen long have torn the furrow'd ſoil, 40 
Sces with delight the ſun's declining ray, 
When home with feeble knees he bends his wa 
o late repaſt, (the day's hard labour done); 
So to Ulyiles welcome ſet the ſun. 
hen inſtant, to Alcinous and the reſt, 45 
(Vic Scherian ſtates), he turn'd and thus addreſt. 
O thou, the firik in merit and command! 
And you the peers and princes of the land! 
May ev'ry joy be yours! nor this the leaſt, 
When due libation ſhall have crown'd the feaſt, 50 
Safe to my home to fend your happy gueſt. 
Complete are now the bounties you have giv'n, 
Be all thoſe bouriices but confrm'd by heav'n! 
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So may I find, when all my wand'rings ceaſe, 

My conſort blamleſs, and my friends in peace. 55 

On you be ev'ry bliſs; and ev'ry day, 

In home-felt joys delighted, roll away 

Vourſelves, your wives, your long-delcendigg race, 

May ev'ry god enrich with ev'ry grace! 1 

Sure fixt on virtue may your nation ſtaud, 6 1 

And public evil never touch the land! | 
His words well-weigh'd the gen'ral voice approv'd 

Benign, and inſtant his diſmiſſion mov'd. 

The monarch to Pontonous gave the ſign, 


N To fill the goblet high with roſy wine: 65 
5 | Great Jove the father, firſt (he cry d) implore; 
Then fend the ſtranger to his native ſhore. « 


The luſcious wine th' obedient herald brought; 
Around the manſion flow'd the purple draught :; 


Each from his feat to each immortal pours, 70 
) Whom glory circles in th? Oiympian bow'rs. 
1 Ulyſſes tole with air majeitic ſtands, 


he bowl preſenting to Arete's hands; 
Then thus: O queen farewel ! be ſtill poſſeſt 


Of dear remembrance, blefling ſtill and bleſt! T | 
- Pill age and death ſhall gently call thee hence, 


(Sure tate of ev'ry mortal excellence!) 
Farcwel ! and joys ſucceiltve ever tpriug 
To thee, to thine, the people and the King! 
Thus he; then parting prints the ſandy (hore 80 
To the fair port: a herald march'd before, 
Sent by Alcinous ; of Arcte's train 
"Three choſea maids attend him to the main ; 
This does a tunic and white velt convey, 
A various catket that, of rich inlay, 85 
And bread and wine the third. Ihe cheerful mates 
Safe in the hollow poop diſpole the cates : 
Upon the deck, ſoft painted robes they ſpread, 
With linen cover'd for the hero's bed. 


— 


At once they bend, and ftrike their equal oars, 
And leave the finking hills, and leſf'ning ſhores. 95 
While 


| He climb'd the lofty itern ; then gently preſt 90 Il! 
1 Ihe ſwelling couch, and lay compos'd to reſt. 1 
Now plac'd in order, the Phæacian train 1 
| Their cables looſe, and launch into the main : | 
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While on the deck the chief in ſilence lies, 

And plraſing flumbers ſteal upon his CY ES» 

As fiery courſers in the rapid race 

Urg'd by tierce drivers thro? the duſty ſpace, 

Toſs theis high heads, and ſcour along the plain; ico 

So mounts the bounding veſſel o'er the main. 

Back to the ſtern the parted billows flow, 

And the black ocean foams aud roars below. 
Thus with ſpread fails the winged galley flies; 

Leſs ſwift an eagle cuts the liquid ſkies ; 

Divine Ulyſſes was her ſacred load, 

A man, in wiſdom equal to a god ! 

Much danger, long and mighty toils he bore, 

In ſtorms by fea, and combats on the ſhore ; 

All which ſoft fleep now baniſh'd from his breaſt, 

Wrapt in a-plealing, deep, and death-like reſt. 
But when the morning ſtar with early ray 

Flam'd in the front of heaven, and promis'd day; 

Like diſtant clouds the mariner deſcries 

Fair Ithaca's emerging hills ariſe ; 

Far from the town a ſpacious port appears, 

Sacred to Phorcys' pow'r, whoſe name it bears: 

Two craggy rocks projecting to the main, 

The roaring wind's tempeſtuous rage reſtrain 

Within, the waves in ſofter murmers glide, 

And ſhips ſecure without their halſers ride. 

High at the head a branching olive grows, 

And crowns the pointed cliffs with ſhady boughs. 

Beneath, a gloomy grotto's cool receſs 

Delights the Nereids of the neighb'ring ſeas ; 125 

Where bowls and urns were form'd of living (tone, 

And maſly beams in native marble ſhone ;. 

On which the labours of the nymphs were roll'd, 

"Their webs divine of purple mix*d with gold. 

Within the cave, the cluſt'ring bees attend 

Their waxen works, or from the roof depend. 

Perpetual waters o'er the pavement glide ; 

Two marble doors unfold on either lide ; 

Sacred the ſouth, by which the gods deſcend, 

But mortals enter at the northern end. 13 
Thither they bent, and hauPd their ſhip to land, 

(The crooked keel divides the yellow ſand) ; 
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Ulyſſes ſleeping on his couch they bore, 
And gently plac'd him on the rocky ſhore. 
His treaſures next, Alcinous gifts, they laid, 140 
In the wild olive's unfrequented ſhade, 
Secure from theft: then launch'd the bark again, 
Reſum'd their oars, and meaſur'd back the main. 
Nor yet forgot old Ocean's dread ſupreme 
The vengeance vow'd for eyeleſs Polypheme. 145 
Before the throne of mighty Jove he ſtood; 
And ſought the ſecret counſels of the god. 

Shall then no more, O fire of gods! be mine 
The rights and honours of a pow'r divine? 
Scorn'd ev'n by man, and (oh ſevere diſgrace) 150 
By ſoft Phæacians, my degen'rate race! | 
Againſt yon deſtin'd head 1n vain I ſwore, 
And menac'd vengeance, ere he reach'd his ſhore; 
To reach his natal ſhore was thy decree; 
Mild 1 obey'd, for who ſhall war with thee? 15 5 
Behold him landed, careleſs and aflcep, 
From all th' eluded dangers of the deep! 
Lo where he lies, amidſt a ſhining ſtore 
Of braſs, rich garments, and refulgent ore: 
And bears triun phant to his native iſle 160 
A prize more worth than Ilion's noble ſpoil. 

To whom the father of th' immortal pow'rs, 
Who ſwells the clouds, and gladdens earth with ſhow'rs. 
Can mighty Neptune thus of man _— 
Neptune, tremendous o'er the boundleſs main! 165 
Rever'd and awful even in heav'n's abodes, 
Ancient and great! a god above the gods! 
If that low race offend thy pow'r divine, 
(Weak, daring ereatures!) is not vengeance thine? 
Go then, the guilty at thy will chaſtiſe. 170 
He ſaid: the Taker of the earth replies. 

This then I doom; to fix the gallant ſhip 
A mark of vengeance on the fable deep: 
To warn the thoughtleſs ſelf-confiding train, 
No more unlicens'd thus to brave the main. 175 
Full in their port a ſhady hill ſhall riſe, 
If ſuch thy will. —We will it, Jove replies. 
Fv'n when with tranſport, black'ning all the ſtrand, 
The ſwarming people hail their ſhip to land, 8 
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To his high name let twelve black oxen fall, 
So may the god reverſe his purpos'd wall, 
Nor o'er our city hang the dreadful hill. 

The monarch ſpoke: they trembled and obey'd, 
Forth on the ſands the victim oxen led: 215 
The gather'd tribes before the altars ſtand, 

And chiefs and rulers a majeſtic band, 
The king of ocean all the tribes implore; 
The blazing altars redden all the ſhore. 
Mean while Ulyſſes in his country lay, w 


Book 
Fix her for ever a memorial ſtone : 180 Yet 
Still let her ſeem to ſail, and ſeem alone; The 
The trembling clouds ſhall ſee the ſudden ſhade S Beſg 
Of whelming mountains overhang their head! Pill 
With that the god, whole earthquakes rock the ground, Por 
Fierce to Phæacia croſt the vaſt profound. 185 His 
Swift as a {ſwallow ſweeps the liquid way, Til 
The winged pinnace ſhot along the ſea. An 
The god arreſts her with a ſudden ſtroke, | ] 
And roots her down an everlaſting rock. | * Ar 
Aghaſt the Scherians ſtand in deep ſurpriſe ; 1908 RB Ar 
Ali preſs to ſpeak, all queſtion with their eyes. A. 
What hands unſeen the rapid bark reſtrain! Pe 
And yet it ſwims, or ſeems to ſwim, the main! PT} 
"Thus they, unconſcious of the deed divine: C: 
Till great Alcinous riſing own'd the ſign. 195 A 
Behold the long-predeltin'd day! (he cries); I 
Oh certain faith of anctent prophecies! A 
Theſe ears have heard my royal fire diſcloſe 
| A dreadful ſtory, big with future woes if 
| How mov'd with wrath, that careleſs we convey 200 P 
| Promiſcuous ev'ry gueſt to ev'ry bay, 7 
1 Stern Neptune rag'd; and how, by his command, \ 
1 Firm rooted in the ſurge a ſhip ſhould ſtand; / 
1 (A monument of wrath); and mound on mound ; 
| Shou'd hide our walls, or whelm beneath the ground. ; 
[' The fates have follow'd as declar'd the ſeer. 2c6 
1 Be humbled, nations! and your monarch hear. | f 
4 No more unlicens'd brave the deeps, no more N 
With ev'ry ſtranger paſs from ſhore to ſhore; | 
| } On angry Neptune now for mercy call: 210 
| 
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Releas'd from fleep, and round bim might ſurvey 
The ſolitary ſhore, and rolling fea. 
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Yet had his mind thro” tedious abſence loſt 

The dear remembrance of his native coalt 

Zeſides, Minerva, to ſecure her care, 225 

Diffus'd around a veil of thicken'd air: 

For ſo the gods ordain'd to keep unſeen 

His royal perſon from his friends and queen 

Till the proud ſuitors for their crimes afford 

An ample vengeance to their injur'd lord. 230 
Now all the land another proſpect bore, 

Another port appear'd, another ſhore, 

And long-continu'd ways, and winding floods, 

And unknown mountains, crown'd with unknown woods. 

Penſive and flow, with ſudden grief oppreſt, 235 

The king aroſe, and beat his careful brealt 

Cait a long look o'er all the coalt and main, 

And ſought around his native realm in vain: 

Then with erected eyes ſtood fix'd in woe, 

And, as he ſpoke, the tears began to flow, 240 
Ye gods! (he cry'd), upon what barren coaſt, 

In what new region 1s Ulyſſes tolt ? 

Poſſeſs'd by wild barbarians, fierce in arms 

Or men whoſe boſom tender pity warms? 

Where ſhall his treaſure now in ſafety lie? 245 

And whither, whither its fad owner fly? 

Ah why did I Alcinous? grace implore? 

Ah why forſake Phæacia's happy thore ? 

Some juſter prince perhaps had entertain'd, 

And ſafe reſtor'd me to my native land. = 

Is this the promis'd, long- expected coaſt, 

And this the faith Pheacia's rulers boaſt ? 

Oh righteous gods! of all the great how few 

Are juſt to heav'n, and to their promiſe true! 

But he, the pow'r to whole all- feeing eyes 255 

The deeds of men appear without difguiſe, 

Tis his alone t' avenge the wrongs I bear; 

For ſtill th” oppreſs'd are his peculiar care. 

'To count theſe preſents, aud from thence to prove 

Their faith, is mine: the reſt belongs to Jove. 260 
Then on the ſands he rang'd his wealthy ſtore, 

Ihe gold, the veſts, the tripods number'd o'er: 

All theſe he found, but {till in error loſt 

Ditconfolate ke wanders on the coaſt, 
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Sighs for his country, and laments again 265 

To the deaf rocks and hoarſe-reſounding main. 

When lo! the guardian goddeſs of the wiſe, 

Celeſtial Pallas, ſtood before his eyes; 

In ſhow a youthful ſwain, of form divine, 

Who ſcem'd deſcended from fome princely line, 270 

A graceful robe her ſlender body dreſt, 

Around her ſhoulders flew the waving veſt, 

Her decent hand a ſhining jav'lin bore, 

And painted ſandals on her feet ſhe wore. 

To whom the king. Whoc'er of human race 275 

Thou art, that wander'ſt in this deſert place! 

With joy to thee, as to ſome god, I bend, 

To thee my treaſures and myſelf commend. 

O tell a wretch, in exile doom'd to ſtray, 

What air I breathe, what country I ſurvey ? 280 

The fruitful continent's extremeſt bound, 

Or ſome fair iſle which Neptune's arms ſurround ? 
From what fair clime, (ſaid ſhe), remote from fame, 

Arriv'ſt thou here a ſtranger to our name? 

Thou ſeeſt an iſland, not to thoſe unknown 285 

Whoſe hills are brighten'd by the riſing ſun, 

Nor thoſe that, plac'd beneath his utmoſt reign, 

Bekold him ſinking in the weitern main, 

The rugged foil allows no level ſpace 

For flying chariots, or the rapid race ; 290 

Yet not ungrateful to the peaſant's pain, 

Suffices fulneſs to the ſwelling grain: 

Ihe loaded trees their various fruits produce, 

And cluſt'ring grapes afford a gen'rous juice: 

Wood crowns our mountains, and in ery grove 295 

The bounding goats and friſking heiters rove: 

Soft rains and kindly dews refreſh the field, 

And riſing ſprings eternal verdure yield. 

Ev'n to theſe ſhores is Ithaca renown'd 

Where Troy's majeſtic ruins ſtrow the ground. 300 
At this the chief with tranſport was poſleit, 

His panting heart exulted in bis breaſt ; 

Yet well diſſembling his untimely joys, 

And veiling truth in plauſible diſguiſe, 

Thus, with an air fincere, in fiction bold, 305 

His ready tale th' inventise hero told. | 
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Oft have I heard in Crete this iſland's name; 
For 'twas from Crete, my native ſoil, I came, 
Self-baniſh'd thence. I fail'd before the wind, 
And left my children and my friends behind. 30 
From fierce Idomeneus' revenge I flew, 
Whoſe ſon, the ſwift Orſilochus, I flew : 
(With brutal force he ſeiz'd my Trojan prey, 
Due to the toils of many a bloody day): 
Unſeen 1 *ſcap'd ; and, favour'd by the night, 315 
In a Phoenician veſſel took my flight, 
For Pyle or Elis bound: but tempeſt toſt 
And raging billows drove us on your coaſt, 
In dead of night an unknown port we d 5 
Spent with fatigue, and ſlept ſecure on land. 320 
But ere the roſy morn renew'd the day, 
While in th' embrace of pleaſing ſleep I lay, 
Sudden, invited by auſpicious gales, 
They land my goods, and hoiſt their flying ſails. 
Abandon'd here, my fortune I deplore, 325 
A hapleſs exile on a foreign ſhore. 

Thus while he ſpoke, the blue-ey'd maid began 
With pleaſing ſmiles to view the godlike man: 
Then chang'd her form : and now, divinely bright, 
Jove's heav'nly daughter ſtood confeſs'd to ſight. 330 
Like a fair virgin in her beauty's bloom, 
Skill'd in th” illuſtrious labours of the loom. 

O {till the ſame Ulyſſes! ſhe rejoin'd, 
In uſeful craft ſucceſsfully reſin'd! 
Artful in ſpeech, in action, and in mind: 335 
Zuffic'd it not, that, thy long labours paſt, 
Secure thou ſeelt thy native ſhore at laſt? 
zut this to me? who, like thyielf, excel 
In arts of counſel and diſſembling well. 
To me, whoſe wit exceeds the pow'rs divine, 340 
No leſs than mortals are ſurpaſs'd by thine. 
Know'ſt thou not me? who made thy life my care 
'Thro” ten years wand'ring, and thro' ten years war; 
Who taught thee arts Alcinous to perſnade, 


To raiſe his wonder, and engage his aid: 345 
And now appear, thy treaſures to protect, : 
Conceal thy perſon, thy deſigns direct, | c 
And tell what more thou mult from fate expect. 
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Domeſtic woes, far heavier to be borne! 
The pride of fools, and flaves inſulting ſcorn, 530 
But thou he ſilent, nor reveal thy ſtate; 
Yield to the force of unreſiſted fate, 
And bear unmov'd the wrongs of baſe mankind, 
The laſt and hardeſt conqueſt of the mind. 
Goddeſs of wifdom ! Ithacus replies, 355 
He who diſcerns thee mult be truly wiſe, 
9) ſeldom view'd, and ever in dit {pulſe ! 
When the bold Argives led their warring pow'rs 
Againſt proud Hlion's well-defended ww rs; 
I lyſſes was thy care, celeſtial maid ! 360 
Grac'd with thy ſight, and favour'd with thy aid. 
But when the Trojan piles in aſhes lay, 
And bound for Greece we plough'd the watry way; 
Our fleet difpers'd, and, driv'n from coalt to coaſt, 
'Thy ſacred preſence from that hour 1 loſt: 365 
Pill I beheld thy radiant form once more, 
And heard thy counſels on Phæœagia's ſhore. 
But, by tl almighty author of thy race, 
"Tell me, oh tell, is this my native place? 
For much I fear long tracts of land and fea 370 
Divide this coaſt from diſtant Ithaca; 
he ſweet deluſion kindly you impoſe, 
To ſoothe my hopes, and mitigate my woes. 
Thus he. The blue-ey'd goddeſs thus replies. 
Ilow prone to doubt, how cautious are the wiſe! 375 
Wo, vers'd in fortune, fear the flattering ſhow, 
Aud talle not half the bliſs the gods beſtow. 
he more ſhall Pallas aid thy juſt deſires, 
And zruard the wiſdom which herſelf inſpires. 
Others, long abſent from their native place, 380 
Arni lit ſeck their home, and fly with eager pace 
Fg their wives arms, and children's dear embrace. 
As thus Ulyſles : he decrces to prove 
{is ſubjects faith, and queen's luſpected love; 
oh Cho eee d her lord twice ten revolving years, 385 
Aud waſtes the days in grief, the nights in tears. 
But Pallas knew (thy friends and navy loit ) 
Once more 'twas giv'n thee to behold thy coaſt: 
Yet how could I with adverſe fate engage, 
und mighty Neptunc's uarelenting rage? 300 
Now 
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Now lift thy longing eyes, while I reſtore 

The pleaſing proſpect of thy native ſhore, 
Behold the port of Phorcys! fenc'd around 
With rocky mountains, and with olives crown'd. 
Behold the gloomy grot ! whole cool recels 
Delights the Nereids of the neighb' ring ſcas: 
Whoſe now-neglected altars, in thy reign 
Bluſh'd with the blood of ſheep and oxen flain. 
Behold! where Neritus the clouds divides, 

And ſhakes the waving foreſts on his tides. 

So ſpake the goddets, and the proſpect clear'd, 
The miſts difpers' d, and all the coalt appear d. 
Phe king with joy confels'd his place of birth, 
And ou {is knees ſalutes his mother earth : 
Tuen with his (uppliant hands upheld in air, 
Thus to the ca- green litters ſends his pray'r. 

All hail! ye virgin daughters of the main! 

Ye itreams, beyond my hopes beheld again! 
To you once more your own LU Iytles bows ; 
Attend his tranſports, and receive his vows! 
If Jove prolong my days, and Pallas crowu 
"The growing virtues of my youthcul fon, 
Jo you ſhall rites divine be ever paid, 

And grateful oft 'rings on your altars laid. 

Then thus Minerva. 
Diſmiſs thoſe cares, and leave to heav'n the reſt. 
Our taſk be now-thy treaſur'd itores to ſave, 
Deep in the cloſe receſſes of the cave: 

Ihen future means conlult—fhe ſpoke, and trod 
'The thady grot, that brighten'd with the god. 
The cloſeſt caverns of the grot ſhe lought ; th 
The gold, the braſs, the robes Ulyſſes brought; ; 
Theſe in the ſecret gloom the chief diſpos'd; 

The entrance with a rock the goddeſs td 

Now ſeated in the olive's ſacred ſhade 
Confer the hero and the martial maid. 

The goddeſs of the azure eyes began: 
Son of Laertes! much-cxpericuc'd man! 
Phe ſuitor-train thy carlieſt care demand, 
Of that luxurious race to rid the land : 
Three years thy houſe their lawleſs rule has ſeen, 
Ard proud addreſſes to the matchleſs queen. 
8 2 
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ut ſhe thy abſence mourns from day to day, 
And inly bleeds, and filent waſtes away: 
Iluſise of the bridal hour, ſhe gives 435 
Fond hopes to all, and all with hopes deceives. 
To this Ulyfles. Oh celeſtial maid! 
Prais'd be thy counſel, and thy timely aid : 
Elſe had I ſeen my native walis in vain, 
Like great Atrides, jult reſtor'd and lain. 440 
Vounchſafe the means of vengeance to debate, 
And plan with all thy arts the ſcene of fate. 
[hen, then be preſent, and my foul inſpire 
As when we wrapt Troy's heav'n-built walls in fire, 
ho? leagu'd agaralt me hundred heroes ftand, 445 
IIundreds ſha] fall if Pallas aid my hand. 
She anſwer'd: In the dreadful day of fight 
Know, 1 am with thee, ſtrong in all my might, 
If thou but equal to thyſelf be found, 
What gaipiog numbers then ſhall preſs the ground! 450 
What human victims ſtain the feaſtful floor! 
How wide the pavements float with guilty gore! 
I: 65ts thee now to wear a dark diſguiſe, 
And ſecret walk unknown to mortal eyes. 
Yor this, my hand ſhall wither ev'ry grace, 455 
And ev ry elegance of form and face, 
Cer thy ſmocth ſkin a bark of wrinkles ſpread, 
Cura hoar the auburn honours of thy head, 
Disägure ev ry limb with coarſe attire, 
/\nd in thy eyes extinguith all the fire: 460 
Add all the wants and the decays of life, 
Eſtrange thee from thy own, thy fon, thy wife; 
From the loath'd object ev'ry fight ſhall turn, 
And the blind ſuitors their deſtruction ſcorn. 
Go firſt the maſter of thy herds to find, 465 
True to his charge, a loyal ſwain and kind: 
For thee he ſighs; and to the royal heir 
And chaſte Penelope extends his care. 
At the Coracian rock he now reſides, 
Where Arethuſa's ſable-water glides 470 
The ſable water and the copious malt 
Swell the fat herd; Juxuriant, large repaſt! 
With him reſt peaceful in the wed cell, 
And all you aſk his faithful tongue ſhall tell, 
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Me into other realms my cares convey, 475 
To Sparta, ſtill with female beauty gay; 
For know, to Sparta thy lov'd offspring came, 
To learn thy fortunes from the voice of. fame. 

At this the father, with a father's care. 
Muit he too ſuffer: be, oh goddeſs! bear 486 
Of wand'rings and cf woes a wretched ſhare? 
Thro' the wild ocean plough the dang*rous way, 
And leave his fortunes and his houle a prey? 
Why would not thou, oh all-enlighten'd mind! 
Inform him certain, and protect lum kind? 435 

To whom Minerva. Be thy foul at reit ; 
Ang know, whatever heaven ord:zins is belt. 
To fame 1 fent him, to acquire renown : 
To other regions is his virtue known. 
Secure he fits, near great Atrides plac'd; 400 
With friendihip ſtrengthen” d, and with honours grac'd. 
But lo! an ambuſh waits Th paſſage o'er ; - 
Fierce ſoes inſiduous intercept the ſhore : 
In vain! far ſooner all the murd'rous brood 
. 1 is injur'd land ſhall fatten with their blood. 495 

She ſpake, then touch'd him with her pow'rful wand: 

"The tkin ſarunk up, and wither'd at her hand: 
A ſwift old age o'er all his members ſpread; 
A ſudden froit was ſprinkled on his head 
No longer in the heavy eye-ball ſhin'd 500 
The glance divine, forth beaming from the mind. 
Flis robe, which ſpots indelible beimear, 
In rags diſhoneſt flutters with the air: 
A ſtag's torn hide is lapt around his reins; 
A rugged itaff his trembling hand faftsios; j 50 
And at his hde a wretched icrip was hung, 
Wile-petch'd, and knotted to a twiſted thong. 
80 look'd the chile] ſo mov'd ! to mortal cyes 
Object uncouth ! a man of miſeries! 
While Pallas, cleaving the wide fields of air, 510 
Vo Sparta flies, Telemachus her care. 
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The converſation with Eumaus. 


e arrives in difouiſ» at the teuſe of Eumanr, evhere 
te is received, entertained, and tdoed, avith the ut- 


moft holpitality. The ſeveral diſcourſes of that faith{ul 


vid fer vant, with the fc iencd ftery told by Ul;jes ts cons 


ceal himſelf, and ather converſations an varivus fulyjects, 
tale up this entire bc-. 


UT he, deep-mufing, o'er the mountains ſtray'd 
* 'Plro*' mazy thickets of the woodland ſhade, 
And cavern'd ways, the ſhaggy coaſt along, 

With cliffs and nodding foreſts over-hung, 

Eumus at his filvan lodge he ſought, 5 
A faithful ſervant, and without a fault. 

Iyſſes found him bufied, as he fat 

3. fore the threſhold of le ruſtic gate; 

Around the manhon in a circle ſhone 

A rural portico of rugged ſtone: 10 
(In abſcnce of bis lord, with honeſt toil 

His own induſtrious hands had rais'd the pile): 

The wall was flone from neighb'ring quarries borne, 
Encircled with a fence of native thorn, 

And ſtrong with pales, by many a weary ftroke 15 
Of ſtubborn labour hewn from heart of oak ; 

Frequent and thick. Within the ſpace were rear'd 
"Pwelve ample cells, the lodgments of his herd. 

Full fifty pregnant females each contain'd ; 

The males without (a ſmaller race) remain'd ; $5 


Doom'd 
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Doom'd to ſupply the ſuitors waſteful feaſt, 
A ſtock by daily luxury decrealt ; 
Now ſcarce four hundred left. Theſe to defend, 
Four ſavage dogs, a watchful guard, attend. 
Here fat Fumeus, and his cares apply'd 25 
To form ſtrong buſkins of well-ſeaſun'd hide. 
Of four ailiitants who his labour fhare, 
"Three now were abſent on the rural care; 
The fourth drove victims to the ſuitor train: 
zut he, of ancient faith, a fimple fwain, 
Sigh'd, while he furniſh'd the luxurious board, 
And weary'd heav'n with withes for his lord. 
Soon as Ulyſſes near th? encloſure drew, 
With open mouths the furious maſtives D 
Down fat the ſage; and, cautious to withitand, 35 
Let fall tht offenfive truncheon from his hand. 
Sudden, the maſter runs; aloud he calls; 
And from his haity hand the leather falls; 
With ſhow's of {tones he drives them far away ; 
The featt'ring dogs around at diftance bay. 40 
Unhappy ltr: nger! (thus the faithful ſwain 
Began with accent gracious and humane), 
What ſorrow had been mine, if at my * 
Thy rev'rend age had met a ſhameful] tate? 
Enough of woes already have I known; 45 
__Enouygi wy waſlter's ſorrows and my own. 
| While here (ungrateful taſk!) his lerds J feed, 
Ordain'd for lawleſs rioters to bleed; 
Perhaps fup ported at another's 3 
Far from his country roams my haplefs lord! 50 
Or ſigh'd in exile forth his lateſt breath, 
Now cover'd with th? eternal ſhade of death! 
ut enter this my homely roof, and fee 
Our woods not void of hoſpitality. 
Then tell me whence thou art? and what the ſhare 55 
Of woes and wand'rines thou wert born to bear? 
tle ſaid, and fe 'conding the kind requeſt, 
With friendly ſteps precedes his unknown gueſt. 
A ſhaggy goat's foft hide beneath him ſpread, 
And with treſh ruſhes heap'd an ample bed: 60 
Joy touch'd the hero's tender foul, to find 
So jult reception from a heart fo kind; 
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And oh, ve gods! with all your bleſſings grace 


(He thus broke forth) this friend of human race ! 
The ſwain reply'd. It never was our guiſe 65 


To flight the poor, or aught humane deſpiſe; 

For Jove unfolds our hotpitable door, 

*Tis Jove that ſends the ftranger and the poor. 

Little, alas! is all the good 1 can ; 

A man oppreft, dependent, yet a man; 70 
Accept ſuch treatment as a ſwain affords, 

Stave to the infolence of youthful lords ! 

Far hence is by uncqual gods remov'd 

That man of bounties, loving and belov'd ! 

To whom whate*er his ſlave enjoys is ow'd, 75 
And more, had fate allow'd, had been beſtow'd: 

But fate condemn'd him to a foreign ſhore ; 

Much have I ſorrow'd, but my maiter more. 

Now cold he hes, to death's embrace reſign'd: 


Al perth Helen! perith all her kind ! 80 


For whoſe curs'd cauſe, in Agamemnon's name, 
He trod fo fatally the paths of fame. 

His veſt ſuccin& then girding round his waiſt, 
Forth ruſh'd the ſwain with hoſpitable haſte, 
Straight to the lodgments of his herd he run, 85 
Where the fat porkers ſlept beneath the ſun ; 
Of two his cutlace launch'd the ſpouting blood; 
Theſe quarter*d, fing'd, and tix'd on forks of woud, 
All haſty on the Iniſing coals he threw ; . 
And ſmoaking back the taſteful viands 6 FIR 99 
Eroachers and Fall. then on the board diſplay'd 
"Phe ready meal, before Ulyſſes laid, 
With flour g ce, dq; next mingled wine yet new, 
And luſcious as the lides neCtareous dew : 
Then ſat companion of the friendly feaſt, 95 
With open look; and thus beſpoke his gueſt. 

Take with free welcome what our hands prepare, 
Such food as falls to Gmple ſervants ſhare ; 
The beit our lords conſume : thoſe thoughleſs peers, 
Rich without bounty, guilty without fears! 160 
Let fure the gods their impious acts deteſt, 
And honour juſtice and the righteous brealt. 
Pirates and conquerors, of harden'd mind, 
The focs of peace, and ſcourges of mankind, 
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To whom offending men are made a prey 105 
When Jove in vengeance gives a land away; 
Ev'n theſe, when of their ill-got ſpoils poſleſs'd, 
Find ſure tormentors in the guilty breaſt; 
Some voice of God cloſe whiſp'ring from within, 
« Wretch! this is villany, and this is tin.” 110 
But theſe, no doubt, fome oracle explore, 
That tells the great Ulyſſes is no more. 
Hence ſpring their confidence, and from our ſigbs 
"Their rapine ſtrengthens, and their riots riſe: 
Conſtant as Jove the night and day beſtows, 115 
Bleeds a whole hecatomb, a vintage flows. 
None match'd this hero's wealth, of all who reign 
O'er the fair 1ſ}auds of the neighb'ring main; 
Nor all the moaarchs whoſe far-dreaded ſway 
The wide-extended continents obey : 128 
Firit, on the main-leand, of Ulyſſes' breed, 
Twelve herds, twelve flocks, on ocean's margin feed ; 
As many ſtalls for ſhaggy goats are rear'd ; 
As many lodgments for the tuſky herd ; 
Thoſe foreign keepers guard: and here are ſeen 125 
Twelve herds of goats that graze our utmoit green; 
To native peitors is their charge afhign'd; 
And mine the care to feed the briſtly kind: 
Each day the fatteſt bleeds of either herd, 
All to the ſuitors waſteful board preferr'd. 130 
Thus he, benevolent ; his unknown guelt 
With hunger keen devours the ſav'ry feaſt; 
While ſchemes of vengeance ripen in his breaſt, 
Silent and thoughtful while the board he ey'd, 
Eumæus pours on high the purple tide ; 135 
The king with ſmiling looks his joy expreſt, 
And thus the kind inviting hott addreſt. 
Say now, what man is ne, the man deplor'd, 
So rich, ſo potent, whom you ityle your lord ? 
Late with ſuch afluence and poſſeſſion bleit, 140 
And now in honour's glorious bed at reſt. 
Whoever was the warrior, he mult be 
Jo fame no {tranyer, nor perhaps to me; 
Who (fo the gods, and fo the fates ordain'd) 
Have wander'd many a ſca, and many a laud. + 145 
Small 
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Small is the faith, the prince and queen aſcribe 
3 Eum:zus) to the wand'ring tribe. 
"or needy f{trangers till to flatt'ry fl , 
And want too oft betrays the tongue to lie, 
Each vagrant traveller that touches here, 
Deludes with fallacies the royal ear, 
To dear remembrance makes his image riſe, 
And calls the fpringing forrows from her eyes. 
Such thou may*lt be. 
Moulders in carth, or welters on the wave; 
Or food for fiſh, or dogs, his reliques ly, 
Or torn by birds are ſcatter'd thro” the ſky, 
So perifl'd he: and left (for ever loſt) 
Much woe to all, but fure to me the moſt. 
So mild a maiter never ſhall I find: 
Lefs dear the parents whom TI left behind, 
Leſs foft my mother, lets my father kind. 
Not with ſuch tranſport wou'd my eyes run o'er, 
Again to hail them in their native ſhore ; 
As lov'd Ulyſies once more to embrace, 
Reltor*'d and breathing in his natal place. 
That name, for ever dread, yet ever dear, 
tv'n in his abſence J pronounce with fear: 
In that reſpect he bears a prince's part; 
But lives a very brother in my heart. 
Thus ſpoke the faithful ſwain, and thus rejoin'd 
The maſter of his grief, the man of patient mind, 


- Ulyſſes, friend! ſhall view his old abodes, 


(Diſtruſtful as thou art), nor doubt the gods. 
Nor ſpeak I raſhly, but with faith averr'd, 
And what 1 ſpeak atteſting heav'n has heard. 
If fo, a cloak and veſture be my mecd ; 
Till his return no title ſhall J plead, 
Tho? certain be my news, and great my need. 
Whom want itſelf can force untruths to tell, 
My ſoul deteits him as the gates of hell. 
Thou firſt be witneſs, hoſpitable Jove! 
And cv'ry god inſpiring ſocial love! 
And witnets ev'ry houthold pow'r that waits 
Guard of theſe fires, and angel of theſe gates! 
Ere the next morn increaſe, or this decay, 
His ancient realms Ulyiles {hall ſurvey, 


150 


But he whole name youu Cra ve 


155 


5 


165 


170 


Inn. 


Book 


In b! 
And 


N 
Shal 
(Re 
Nov 
Yro 


Th. 


Book XIV. HOMER'?s ODYSSEY. 


In blood and duſt each proud oppreſſor mourn, 


And the loſt glories of his houſe return. 

Nor ſhall that meed be thine, nor ever more 
Shall lov'd Ulyſſes hail this happy ſhore, 
(Reply'd Eumæus): to the preſent hour 


215 


190 | 


i 


Now turn thy thoughts, and joys within our pow'r. 


From ſad reflection let my foul repoſe ; 
"The name of him awakes a thouſand woes. 


But guard him gods! and to theſe arms reſtore ! 


Not his true conſort can deſire him more! 
Not old Laertes, broken with deſpair ; 

Not young Telemachus, his blooming heir. 
Alas, Telemachus! my ſorrows flow 

Afreſh for thee, my ſecond cauſe of woe! 
Like ſome fair plant ſet by a heav'nly han, 


He grew, he flouriſh'd, and he bleſt the land; 


In all the youth his father's image ſhin'd, 
Bright in his perſon, brighter in his mind. 
What man, or god, decciv'd his better ſenſe, 
Far on the ſwelling ſeas to wander hence: 
To diſtant Pylos hapleſs is he gone, 

"Fo ſcek his father's fate, and find his own! 
For traitors wait his way, with dire deſign 
"To end at once the great Arcetian line. 

Put let us leave him to their wills above; 
The fates of men are in the hand of Jove. 
And now, my venerable gueſt! declare 
Your name, your parents, and your native air: 
Sincere from whence begun your courle relate, 
And to what ſhip I owe the friendly freight ? 


Thus he: and thus (with prompt invention bold) 


The cautious chief his ready {tory told. 
On dark reſerve what better can prevail, 
Or from the fluent tongue produce the tale, 


"Chan when two Friends, alone, in peaceful place 


Confer, and wines and cates the table grace; 
But molt, the kind inviter's cheerful face? 


Thus might we lit, with ſocial goblets crown'd 


ill the whole circle of the year goes round; 
Not the whole circle of the year wou'd cloſe 
My long narration of a life of woes. 


— 


200 


205 


— — U —— ä ů —————— LOC = 


| -P 
4 r „r 


210 " 


215 


220 


225 


But 


216 HOMER'"s ODYSSEY. Book XIV. 


But ſuch was heav*n's high will! Know then, I came 


From ſacred Crete, and from a fire of fame: 230 
Caitor Hylacides, (that name he bore), 

Belov'd and honour'd in his native ſhore ; 

Bleſt in his riches, in his children more. 


Sprung of a handmaid, from a bought embrace, 

I thar'd his kindneſs with his lawful race: 235 
But when that fate, which all muſt undergo, 

From earth remov'd him to the ſhades below; 

The large domain his greedy ſons divide, 

And each was portion'd as the lots decide, 

Little, alas! was left my wretched ſhare, 240 
Except a houſe, a covert from the air: 

But what by niggard fortune was deny'd, 

A willing widow's copious wealth ſupply'd. 

My valour was my plea, a gallant mind 

That, true to honour, never Jagg'd behind: _— 
(The ſex is ever to a ſoldier kind). 

Now waſting years my former itrength confound, 

And added woes have bow'd me to' the ground; 

Yet by the ſtubble you may 2 the grain, 

And mark the ruins of no vulgar man. 250 
Me Pallas gave to lead the martial ftorm, 

And the fair ranks of battle to deform : 

Me Mars inſpir'd to turn the foe to flight, 

And tempt the ſecret ambuſh of the night. 

Let ghaſtly death in all his forms appear, 255 
I ſaw him not; it was not mine to fear. 

Before the reſt I rais'd my ready ſteel ; 

"Phe firlt I met, he yielded, or he fell. 

But works of peace my ſoul diſdain'd to bear, 

"The rural labour, or domeſtic care. 260 
To raiſe the mait, the miſſile dart to wing, 

And ſend ſwift arrows from the bounding ſtring, 
Were arts the gods made grateful to my mind z 

"Choſe gods, who turn (to various ends defign'd) 

"The various thoughts and talents of mankind. 265 
Before. the Grecians touch'd the Trojan plain, 

Niue times commander or by land or main, 

In foreign fields I ſpread my glory far, 

Croat in the praiſe „rich in the ſpoils of war: 
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Thence charg'd with riches, as increas'd in fame, 270 
To Crete return'd an honourable name. 
But when great Jove that direful war decreed, 
Which rouz'd all Greece, and made the mighty bleed; 
Our ſtates my{elf and Idomen employ 
To lead their fleets, and carry death to "Tr: oy. 275 
Nine years we warr'd; the tenth faw Ilion fall; 
Homeward we fail'd, but heav'n diſpers'd us all, 
One only month my wife enjoy'd my tlay ; 
So wilPd the god who gives and takes away. 
Nine ſhips I mann'd, equipp*d with ready ltares, 280 
Intent to voyage to th* Egyptian ſhores ; 
In feaſt and ſacrifice my choſen train 
Six days conſum'd; the ſeventh we plough'd the main. 
Crete's ample fields diminiſh to our eye; 
Before the Boreal blaſts the ve ſſels fly; 285 
Safe thro” the level ſeas we ſweep our way; 
The ſteerman governs, and the ſhips obey. 

The fifth fair morn we ſtem th* Egyptian tide, 
And tilting o'er the bay the veſſels ride: 
To anchor there my fellows I command, 299 
And ſpies commiſſion to explore the land. 
But, ſway'd by luſt of gain and headlong will, 
Tice coalts they ravage, and the natives kill. 
The ſpreading clamour to their city flies, 
And horſe and foot in mingled tumult rife. 295 
The redd'ning dawn reveals the circling fields 
- Horrid with briltly ſpears and glancing thields. 
Jove thunder'd on their fide. Gur guilty head 

We turn'd to flight; the gath'ring vengeance ſpread 
On all parts round, and heaps on heaps he dead. 300 
I then explor'd my thought, what courſe to prove? 
(And ſure the thought was dictated by Jove; 
Oh had he left me to that happier doom, 
And ſav'd a life of miſeries to come! 
The radiant helmet from my brows unlac'd, 305 
And low on earth my ſhield and jav'lin cait, 
1 mcet the monarch with a ſupplant” 8 as. 
Approach his chariot, and his knees embrace. 
He heard, he ſav'd, he plac'd me at his fide; 
My ſtate he pity'd, and my tears he dry'd, 310 

| T Reſtrain'd 
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Reltrain'd the rage the vengeful foe expreſt, 
And turn'd the deadly weapons from my breaſt, 
Pious! to guard the hoſpitable rite, 
And fearing Jove, whom mercy's works delight. 
In Egypt thus, with peace and plenty bleſt, 315 
I iv'd (and happy ſtill had liv'd) a gueſt, 
On ſcv'n bright years ſucceſſive bleſſings wait; 
The next chaug'd all the colour of my fate. 
A falſe Phoenician of inſiduous mind, 
Vers'd in vile arts, and foe to humankind, 320 
With ſemblance fair invites me to his home; 
I ſeiz'd the profler, (ever fond to roam); 
Domeſtic in his faithleſs roof I ſtay'd, 
ill the ſwift ſun his annual circle made. 
To Libya then he meditates the way; 325 
With guileful art a ſtranger to betray, 
And ſell to bondage in a foreign land: 
Much doubting, yet compell'd, I quit the ſtrand. 
Thro' the mid ſeas the nimble pinnace fails, 
Aloof from Crete, before the northern gales: 330 
But when remote her chalky cliffs we loſt, 
And far from ken of any other coaſt, 
When all was wild expanſe of ſea and air; 
Then doom'd high Jove due vengeance to prepare. 
Lic hung a night of horrors o'er their head, 335 
(The ſhaded ocean blacken'd as it ſpread) ; 
He launch'd the fiery bolt ; from pole to pole 
Broad burſt the lightnings, deep the thunders roll; 
In giddy rounds the whirling ſhip is toſt, 
And all in clouds of ſmoth'ring ſulphur loſt. 340 
Ns from a hanging rock's tremendous height, 
The ſable crows with intercepted flight 
Drop endlong ; ſcar'd, and black with ſulph'rous hue : 
80 from the deck are hurl'd the ghaſtly crew. 
Such end the wicked found! But Jove's intent 345 
Vas yet to ſave th? oppreſt and innocent. 
Plac'd on the maſt, (the laſt recourſe of life), 
With winds and waves I held unequal ſtrife; 
For nine long days the billows tilting o'er, 


Thie tenth ſoft wafts me to Theſprotia's ſhore. 350 


"Fhe monarch's ſon a ſhipwreckt wretch reliev'd, 
The fire with hoſpitable rites receiv'd, 


And 
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And in his palace like a brother plac'd, 


With gifts of price and gorgeous garments grac'd. 
While here I fojourn'd, oft I heard the fame 355 
How late Ulyſſes to the country came, 

How lov'd, how honour'd in. this court he ſtaid, 

And here his whole collected treaſure laid; 

I ſaw myſelt the vait unnumber'd itore 

Of ſtecl elab'rate, and refulgent ore, 360 
And braſs high heap'd amidlt the regal dome; 
Immenſe ſupphes for ages yet to come ! 

Mean time he voyag'd to explore the will 

Of Jove on high Dodona's holy hill, 

What means might belt his fafe return avail, 365 
To come in pomp, or bear a ſecret fail ? 

Full oft has Phidon, whillt he pour'd the wine, 
Attelting folemn all the pow'rs divine, 

That ſoon Ulyſſes would return, declar'd, 

The ſailors waiting, and the ſhips prepar'd. 370 
But firit the king diſmiſs'd me from his ſhores, 

For fair Dulichium crown'd with fruitful ſtores; 

To good Acaſtus' friendly care conſigu'd: 

But other counſels pleas'd the failors mind : - 

New frauds were plotted by the faithleſs train, 375 
And miſery demands me once again, 

Soon as remote from ſhore they plough the wave, 
With ready hands they ruth to ſeize their flave; 

Then with theſe tatter'd rags they wrapt me round, 
(Stript of my own), and to the veſſel bound. 380 
At eve, at Ithaca's delightful land 

The ſhip arriv'd : forth iſſuing on the ſand, 

They ſought repaſt; while to th* unhappy kind, 

'The pitying gods themſelves my chaius unbind. 

Soft 1 deſcended, to the fea apply'd 385 
My naked breaſt, and ſhot along the tide. 

Soon palt beyond their light, 1 left the flood, 

And took the ſpreading ſhelter of the wood. 

Their prize eſcap'd, the faithleſs pirates mourn'd; 

But deem'd inquiry vain, and to their ſhip return'd. 
Screcu'd by protecting gods from hoſtile eyes, 391 
They led »oe to a good man and a wile; 

To live bencath thy hoſpitable care, 

And wait the wocs heav'n dooms me yet to bear, 
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Unhappy gueſt! whoſe ſorrows touch my mind! 395 

(Thus good Eumæus with a ſigh rejoin'd) 

ror real ſuff'rings fince J grieve ſincere, 

Check not with fallacies the ſpringing tear; 

Nor turn the paſſion into groundleſs joy 

For him, whom heav'n has dettin'd to deſtroy. 400 

Oh! had he periſh'd on ſome well-fought day, 

Or in bis friend's embraces dy'd away! 

That grateſul Greece with ſtreaming eyes might raiſe 

Hiſtoric marbles, to record his praiſe: 

His praiſe, eternal on the faithful ſtone, 405 

Had with tranſmiſſive honours grac'd his ſon. 

Now ſnatch'd by harpies to the dreary coalt, 

Hunk is the hero, and his glory loſt! 

While penſive in this ſolitary den, 

Far from gay cities and the ways of men, 410 

[ linger life; nor to the court repair, 

But when the conſtant queen commands my care 

Or when, to taſte her hoſpitable board, 

Some gueſt arrives with rumours of her lord; 

Auch theſe indulge their want, and thoſe their woe, 415 

And here the tears, and there the goblets flow. 

By many ſuch have 1 been warn'd ; but chief 

By one Atolian robb'd of all belief, 

Whoſe hap it was to this our roof to roam, 

For murder baniſh'd from his native home. 420 

He ſwore, Ulyſſes on the coaſt of Crete 

Staid but a ſeaſon to refit his fleet ; 

A few revulving months ſhould waft him o'er, 

Fraught with bold warriors and a boundleſs ſtore, 

O thou! whom age has taught to underſtand, 425 

And heav'n has guided with a fav'ring hand! 

On God or mertal to obtrude a he 

Forbear, and dread to flatter as to die. 

Nor for ſuch ends my houſe and heart are free, 

But dear reſpect to Jove and charity. 430 
And why, oh ſwain of unbelieving mind! 

(Thus quick reply'd the wiſeſt of mankind), 

Doubt you my oath? Yet, more my faith to try, 

A ſolemn compadt let us ratify, 5 


And witneſs ev'ry pow'r that rules the ſky! 435 1 


Book XIV. HOMER'”s ODYSSEY. 221 


If here Ulyſſes from his labours reſt, 
Be then my prize a tumc and a velt ; 
And where my hopes invite me ſtraight tranſport 
In ſafety to Dulichium's friendly court, 
zut if he greets not thy deſiring eye, 440 
Hur] me from yon dread precipice on high; 
The due reward of fraud and perjury. 

Doubtleſs, oh gueſt! great laud and praiſe were mine, 
(Reply'd the ſwain for ſpotleſs faith divine), 

If, after focial rites and gifts beſtow'd, 445 
I itain'd my hoſpitable hearth with ed 

How would the gods my righteous toils ſucce ed, 

And bleſs the hand that made a ſtranger bleed ? 

No more—th” approaching hours of filent night 

Firſt claim refection, then to reſt invite: 450 
Beneath our humble cottage let us haite, 

And here, uncnvy'd, rural daivties taſte. 

Thus commun'd theſe; while to their lowly dome 
The full-fed ſwine return'd with evening home; 
Compell'd, reluctant, to their ſev'ral ſties, 455 
With din obſtrep'rous, and ungrateiul cries, 

Then to the ſlaves—Now from the herd the beſt 
Select, in honour of our foreign gueſt : 

With him Jet us the genial banquet ſhare, 

For great and many are the griefs we bear; 460 
While thoſe who from our labours heap their board, 
Blaſpheme,their feeder, and forget their lord. 

Thus ſpeaking, with diſpatchtul hand he took 
A weighty axe, and cleft the ſolid oak; 

This on the earth he piPd ; a boar full fed, 465 
Of tive years age, before the pile was led: 
The ſwain, whom acts of picty denght, 
Obſervant of the gods, begins the rite 
Firlt ſhears the forehead of the brittly boar, 
And ſuppliant (tands, invoking ev'ry pow'r 470 
To ſpeed Ulyſſes to his native ſhore. 
A knotty ſtake then n aiming at his head, 
Down dropp'd he groaning, and the ſpirit fled. 
The ſcor ching flames climb round on ev'ry ſide: 
Then the ſing'd members they with {kill divide; 475 
On theſe, in rolls of fat involv'd with art, 
The choiceſt morſels lay from ev'ry part. 
| | . $ Some 
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Some in the flames, beſtrow'd with flour, they threw ; 
Some, cut in fragments, from the forks they drew: 
"Theſe while on ſev'ral tables they diſpoſe, 480 
As prieſt himſelf, the blamelets ruſtic roſe ; 
Expert the deitin'd victim to diſpart 
In {even juit portions, pure of hand and heart. 
One facte'l to the nymphs apart they lay; 
Another to the winged fon of May: 485 
The rural tribe in common ſhare the reſt, 
The king the chine, the honour of the feaſt, 
Who ſat delighted at his ſervant's board; 
The faithful ſervant joy'd his unknown lord. 
Oh be thou dear (Ulyſſes cry'd) to Jove, 499 
As well thou claim'ſt a grateful ſtranger's love! 
Be then thy thanks (the bounteous ſwain reply'd) 
Enjoyment of the good the gods provide. 
From God's own hand deſcend our joys and woes; 
Theſe he decrees, and he bat ſuffers thoſe ; 495 
All pov'r is his, and whatſoc'er he wills, 
The will itſelf, omnipotent, fuliils, 
This ſaid, the firſt-fruits to the gods he gave; 
Then pour'd of offer“ wine the fable wave: 
In great Ulyſſes' hand he plac'd the bowl : 500 
He fat, and ſweet refection cheer'd his ſoul. 
Thie bread from caniſters Meſaulius gave, 
(Eumæus' proper treaſure bought this ſlave, 
And led from FVaphos to attend his board, 
A ſervant added to his abſent lord) ; 505 
His tak it was the wheaten loaves to lay, 
And from the banquet take the bowls away. 
And now the rage of hunger was reprelt, 
And each betakes him to his couch to rett. 
Now came the night, and darkneſs cover'd o'r 5 10 
The face of things; the winds began to roar ; 
The driving {ſtorm the watry weſt-wind pours, . 
And Jove deſcends in deluges of ſhow'rs. 
Studious of reſt and warmth Ulyſſes lies, 
Foreſeeing from the firſt the ſtorm wou'd riſe ; 515 
In mere neceſſity of coat and cloak, b 
With artful preface to his hoſt he ſpoke. | 
Hear me, my friends! who this good banquet grace 
"Tis {ſweet to play the fool in time and placę, 
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And wine can of their wits the baſe beguile, 
Make the ſage frolic, and the ſerious ſmile, 
The grave in merry meaſures friſk about, 
And many a long-repented word bring out. 
Since to be talkative I now commence, 

Let wit caſt off the ſullen yoke of ſenſe. 525 
Once I was ſtrong, (wou'd heav'n reſtore thoſe days) 
And with my betters claim'd a ſhare of praiſe, 
Ulyſſes, Menclaus, led forth a band, 

And join'd me with them, (*twas their own command); 
A deathful ainbuſh for the foe to lay, 


520 


7 


O 
Beneath Troy walls by night we took our way: 10 
There, clad in arms, along the marſhes ſpread, 
We made the oticr-tringed bank our bed. 
Full ſoon th' inclemency of heav'n I feel, 
Nor had thefe ſhoulders cov'ring but of ſtecl. 535 


Sharp blew the north; ſnow wiitning all the fields, 
Froze with the blaſt, and gath'ring glaz'd our ſhields. 
There all but I, well fenc'd with cloak and veſt, 
Lay cover'd by their ample ſhields at reſt. 
Fool that I was! 1 left behind my own; 
The {kill of weather and of winds unknown, 
And truſted to my coat and ſhield alone! 
When now was waſted more than half the night, 
An the ſtars faded at approaching light; 
Sudden J jogg'd Ulyiies, who was laid 
Faſt by my ide, and {hiv'ring thus 1 ſaid. 

Here longer in this field 1 cannot Jie, 
The winter pinches, and with cold I die, 
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And die aſham'd, (oh wiſeſt of mankind), 


The only foo} who left his cloak behind. 

He thought, and anſwer'd: hardly waking yet, 
Sprung in his mind the momentary wit 
(That wit, which, or in council or in fight, 
Still met th? emergence, and determin'd right); 
Huſh thee, he cry'd, (ſoft whiſp'ring in my car), 555 
Speak not a word, leſt any Greek may hear— 
And then (ſupporting on his arm his head) 
Hear me, companions! (thus aloud he ſaid); 
Methinks too diſtant from the fleet we lie: 


350 


Ev'n now a viſion ſtood before my eye, 560 
And ſure the warning viſion was from high: ; 
Let 
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Let from among us ſome ſwift courier rife, 
Jilalte to the gen'ral and demand ſupplies, 
Upitarted "Thoas ſtraight, Andremon's ſon, 
Nimbly he roſe, and caſt his garment down; 565 
Inſtant the racer vaniſh'd off the ground; 
That inſtant in his cloak I wrapt me round: 
And fate 1 lep, ul} brightly dawning thone 
The morn, conſpicuous on her golden throne. 
I were my itreagth as then, as then my age! 570 
Some friend would fence me from the winter's rage. 
Yet, tatter*d as ! look, I challeng'd then 
The honours and the offices of men: 
Some mater, or fome ſervant, would allow 
A cloak and vell-—but I am nothing now! 575 | T; 
el hait thou ſpoke, (rejoin'd th' attentive ſwain), | 
Thy lips let falt no idle word or vain ! 
Nor 1 halt thou want, nor ought beſide 
Nrer tor the wand ring ſuppliant to provide. 
Hut ia the morning take th y clothes again, 580 
| For bere one velt ſuffices e\ ry ſw ain; | 
No change of garments to our hinds 1 Is known : 
But, when return'd, the good Ulyſles' ton 
lch better hand ſhall grace with fit attires 
Is ruelt, and fend thee where thy foul deſires. 5 
thc honeit herdſman roſe, as this he ſaid, 
And Grew before the hearth the Granger“ bed : 
The fleecy ſpoils of ſheep, a goat's rough tide 
He ſpreads; and adds a mantle thick aud wide, 
Wich fore to heap above him and below, 509 
And guard each quarter as the tempeits blow. 
"There lay the king, and all the reit ſupine; 
All, but the careful maſter of the ſwine : 
Forth hailed he to tend his briſtly care, 
Well arm'd, and fenc'd \againlt nocturnal air; 50 
His weighty falchion o'er his ſhoulder ty'd: 1 
His maggy cloak a mountain goat ſupply” d: 
With bis broad ſpear, the dread of dogs and men, 
He ſeeks his lodging in- the rocky den. 
There to the tuſky herd he bends bis way, 
M here ſercen'd from Boreas, high o'er-arch'd they lay. 
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The return of Telemachus. 


The geddeſi Minerva commands Telemachus in a viſion te 
return to Ithaca. Piſiſtratus and he take leave of Me- 
nelaus, and arrive at Pilas, where they part; aud Te- 

lemachus ſets ſail, after having received on board Thes- 
| clymenus the ſuathſayer. The ſcene then changes to the 
cottage of Eumweus, who entertains Ulyſſes with a reci- 
tal of his adventures. In the mean time Telemachus ar- 
rives en the coaſt, and ſending the veſſel to the town, 
preceeds by himſelf to the ledge of Eummaus. 


OW had Minerva reach'd thoſe ample plains, 
Fam'd for the dance, where Menelaiis reigns 

Anxious ſhe flies to great Ulyſſes? heir; 

His inſtant voyage challeng'd all her care. 

Beneath the royal portico diſplay'd, 5 

With Nettor's ſon, Telemachus was lay'd ; 

In ſleep profound the ſon of Neitor lies; 

Not thine, Ulyſſes ! Care unſeal'd his eyes: 

Reſtleſs he greiv'd, with various fears oppreſt, 

And all thy fortunes roll'd within his breaſt. 10 

When, O Telemachus! (the goddeſs faid), 

Too long in vain, too widely halt thou ſtray'd. 

Thus leaving careleſs thy paternal] right 

The robbers prize, the prey to lawleſs might. 

On fond purſuits neglectful while you roam, I5 

FE v'n now, the hand of rapine ſacks the dome. 

Hence to Atrides; and his leave implore 

To launch the veſſel for thy nata] ſliore; 
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But ſeek thou firſt the maſter of the ſwine, 45 

(For ſtill to thee his loyal thoughts incline), 

There paſs the night: while he his courſe purſues 

To bring Penelope the wiſh'd-for news, 

That thou ſafe failing from the Pylian ſtrand 

Art come to bleſs her in thy native land. © 
Thus ſpoke the goddeſs, and reſum'd her flight 

To the pure regions of eternal light. | 

Mean while Piſiſtratus he gently ſhakes, 

And with theſe words the ſlumb'ring youth awakes. 
Riſe, ſon of Neſtor ! for the road prepare, 55 

And join the harneſs'd courſers to the car. 
What cauſe, he ery'd, can juſtify our flight, 

To tempt the dangers of forbidding night! 

Here wait we rather, till approaching day | 

Shall prompt our ſpeed, and point the ready way. 60 

Or 


Fly, whilſt thy mother virtuous yet withſtands = 
Her kindred's wiſhes, and her fire's commands 20: 5 7 
Thro' both, Eurymachus purſues the dame, 1 Ty 
And with the noblett gifts aſſerts his claim. ; | 
Hence therefore, while thy itores thy own remain, ' T} 
Thou know*tt the practice of the female train, | A: 
Loſt in the children of the preſent ſpouſe, 25 = 
They flight the pledges of their former vows Ti 
Their love is always with the lover paſt; R 
Still the ſuccceding flame expels the laſt. 

Let o'er thy houſe tome cholen maid preſide, 1 
Till heav'n decrees to bliſs thee in a bride. 30 Q 
But now thy more attentive ears incline, . N 
Obſerve the warnings of a pow'r divine : 

For thee their ſnares the ſuitor lords ſhall lay 1 
In Samos? ſands, or {traits of Ithaca, Þ 
To ſcize thy life ſhall lurk the murd'rous band, 35 1 
Ere yet thy footſteps preſs thy native land. v 
No —ſooner far their riot and their luſt 7 
All cov'ring earth ſhall bury deep in duſt! F 
Then diſtant from the ſcatter'd iſlands ſteer, \ 
Nor let the night retard thy full career; 40 5 
Thy heav'nly guardian ſhall inſtruct the 3 \ 
To ſmooth thy paſſage, and ſupply thy fails; \ 
And when at Ithaca thy labour ends, , 
Send to the town the veſſel with thy friends; 
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Nor think of flight before the Spartan king 
Shall bid bead, and bounteous preſents bring; 
Gifts, which to diſtant ages fafely ftor'd, 

The ſacred act of friendſhip ſhall record. 

Thus he. But when the dawn beitreak'd the eaſt, 
The king from Helen roſe, and ſought his gueſt. 66 
As ſoon as his approach the hero knew, 

The ſplendid mantle round him firſt he threw, 

Then o'er his ample ſhoulders whirPd the cloak, 

Reſpectful met the monarch, and beſpoke. 70 
Hail, great Atrides, favour'd of high Jove ! 

Let not thy friends in vain for licence move. 

Swift let us meaſure back the watry way, 

Not check our ſpeed, impatient of delay. 

If with deſire fo ſtrong thy boſom glows, 75 

Ill, ſaid the king, ſhou'd I thy wiſh oppoſe ; 

For oft in others freely I reprove 

The ill-tim'd efforts of officious love; 

Who love too much, hate in the like extreme, 

And both the golden mean alike condemn. 80 
Alike he thwarts the hoſpitable end, 

Who drives the free, or ſtays the haſty friend; 

True friendſhip's laws are by this rule expreſt, 
Welcome the coming, ſpeed the parting gueſt. 

Vet ſtay, my friends, and in your chariot take 85 
The nobleſt preſents that our love can make: 

Mean time commit we to our women's care 

Some choice domeſtic viands to prepare; 

The trav'ler riſing from the banquet gay, 

Eludes the labours of the tedious way. 90 
Then if a wider courſe ſhall rather pleaſe 

Thro' ſpacious Argos, and the realms of Greece, 
Atrides in his chariot ſhall attend ; 

Himſelf thy convoy to cach royal friend, 
No prince will let Ulyſſes? heir remove 95 
Without ſome pledge, ſome monument of love : 
"Theſe will the caldron, theſe the tripod give, 

From thoſe the well-pair'd mules we ſhall receive, 

Or bowl emboſs'd whoſe golden figures live. 

To whom the youth, for prudence fam'd, reply'd. 
O monarch, care of heav'n! thy people's pride! 101 
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No friend in Ithaca my place ſupplies, 
No pow'rful hands are there, no watchful eyes: 
My itores expos'd and fenceleſs houſe demand 
"The ſpeediclt ſuccour from my guardian hand; 105 
Leſt in a fearch too anxious and too vain 
Of one lol joy, I lofe what Iv» remain. 
His purpoſe when the gen'rous warrior heard, 
He charg'd the huuſacld cates to be prepar'd. 
Now with the dawn, from his adjoining home, 110 
Was Boctheœdes Eteonecus come; 
Swift as the word he forms the riſing blaze, 
And o'er the coals the ſmoaking fragments lays. 
Mean time the king, his fon, and Holes. went 
Where the rich wardrobe breath'd a cultly ſcent. 115 
The king ſelected from the glitt'ring rows 
A bowls. the prince a lilver e choſe. 
Ihe beautcous queen revolv'd wich careful eyes 
Her various textures of unnumber*d dyes, 
And choſe the largeſt ; with no vulgar art 120 
Her own fair hands embroider'd ev'ry part: 
Beneath the reſt ug lay, divinely bright, 
Like radiant Heiper or the gems of night, 
Then with each gift they haſten'd to their gueſt, 
And thus the king Ulyites' heir addreſt. 125 
mince fix'd are thy reſolves, may thund'ring Jove 
With happielt omens thy dehires approve! 
This filver bowl, whoſe coſtly margins ſhine 
Euchas'd with gold, this valu'd gift be thine ; 
Fo me this prelent, of Vulcanian frame, 130 
From Sidon's hoſpitable monarch came; 
To thee we now coulign the precious load, 
"The price of kings, and labour of a god. 
Then gave the cup; while Megapenthe brought 
A ſilver vaſe, with living ſculpture wrought. 135 
"The beauteous queen advancing next, difplay'd 
The ſhining veil, and thus endearing ſaid. 
Accept, dear youth, this monument of love, 
Long fince, in better days, by Helen wove : 
Safe in thy mother's care the veſture Jay, 140 
To deck thy bride and grace thy nuptial day. 
Mean time may'it thou with happielt ſpeed regain 
Thy ſtatcly palace, and thy wide domain, 
2 


3 eres 


&4 aWW 


Book XV. HOMER?" ODYSSEY. 


She ſaid, and gave the veil ; with _— look 
The prince the variegated preſent took. 145 
And now, when thro? the royal dome they @:{s'd, 
High on a throne the king each ſtranger plac'd, 
A golden ew'r th' attendant damſel brings, 
Replete with water from the cryſtal ſprings ; 
With copious ſtreams the ſhining vaſe ſupplics 150 
A ſilver laver of capacious ſize. 
They waſh. The tables in fair order ſpread, 
The glitt'ring caniſters are crown'd with bread ; 
Viands of various kinds allure the taſte, 
Of choiceſt fort and ſavour ; rich repaſt! I55 
Whilſt Eteoneus portions out the ſhares, 
Atrides' ſon the purple draught prepares. 
And now (each ſated with . enial feaſt, 
And the ſhort rage of thirſt ahi hanger ccaſt) 


Ulyſſes' ſon, with his illuſtrious friend, 160 


The horſes join, the poliſh'd car aſcend; 

Along the court the fiery ſtecds rebound, 

And the wide portal echoes to the ſound. 

The king precedes ; a bowl with fragrant wine 

(Libation deſtin'd to the powers divine) 165 

His right-hand held: before the ſteeds he ſtands, 

Then, mix'd with pray'rs, he utters theſe commands. 

Farewel and proſper, youths: let Neſtor know 

What grateful thoughts ſtill in my boſom glow, 

For all the proof of his paternal care, 170 

Thro' the long dangers of the ten years war. 

Ah! doubt not our report (the prince rejoin'd) 

Of all the virtues of thy gen'rous mind. 

And, oh! return'd, might we Ulyſſes meet! 

To him thy preſents ſhew, thy words repeat : 175 

How will each ſpeech his grateful wonder raiſe ! 

How will cach gift indulge us in thy praiſe ! 

Scarce ended thus the prince, when on the right 

Advanc'd the bird of Jove: auſpicious ſight! 

A milk-white fowl his clenching talons bore, 180 

With care domeſtic pamper'd at the floor. 

Peaſants in vain with threat'ning cries purſue, 

In ſolemn ſpeed the bird majeſtic flew 

Full dexter to the car: the proſp'rous ſight 

Lill'd evry brealt with wonder and delight. 185 
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But Neſtor's fon the cheerful ſilence broke, 
And in theſe words the Spartan chief beſpoke. 
Say, if to ys the gods theſe omens ſend, 

Or fates peculiar to thyſelf portend ? 

Whilſt yet the monarch paus'd, with doubts oppreſt, 190 
The beauteous queen reliev'd his lab'ring brealt. 

Hear me, ſhe cry'd, to whom the gods have giv'n 

To read this ſign, and myltic ſenſe of heav'n. 

As thus the plumy ſov'reign of the air 

Left on the mountain's brow his callow care, 195 
And wander'd thro' the wide etherial way 

'Fo pour his wrath on yon luxurious prey; 

So ſhall thy godlike father, toſs'd in vain 

Thro' all the dangers of the boundleſs main, 

Arrive (or 1s wa. bea already come) 200 
From ſlaughter'd gluttons to releaſe the dome. 

Oh! if this promis'd bliſs by thund'ring Jove 
(The prince reply'd) ſtand fix'd in fate above; 

To thee, as to ſome god, I'll temples raiſe, 
And crown thy altars with the coltly blaze. 205 

He ſaid; and, bending o'er his chariot, flung 
Athwart the fiery ſteeds the ſmarting thong; 

The bounding ſhafts upon the harneſs play, 

Till night deſcending intercepts the way. 

To Diocles, at Pheræ, they repair, 210 
Whoſe boaſted fire was ſacred Alpheus' heir; 

With him all night the youthful ſtrangers ſtaid, 

Nor found the hoſpitable rites unpaid. 

But ſoon as morning from her orient bed 

Had ting'd the mountains with her earlieſt red, 215 
They join'd the ſteeds, and on the chariot ſprung ; 
The brazen portals in their paſſage rung. 

To Pylos ſoon they came; when thus begun 
To Neſtor's heir Ulyſſes godlike ſon : 

Let not Piſiſtratus in vain be preſt, 22 
Nor unconſenting hear his friend's requeſt ; 

His friend by long hereditary claim, 

In toils his equal, and in years the ſame. 

No farther from our veſſel, I implore, 

The courſers drive; but laſh them to the ſhore, 225 
"Foo long thy father would his friend detain ; 
J dread his proffer'd Kindneſs, urg'd in vain, 
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The hero paus'd, and ponder'd this requeſt, 
hile love and duty warr'd within his breaſt. 
At length reſolv'd, he turn'd his ready hand, 
An! laſh'd his panting courſers to the ſtrand. 
There, while within the poop with care he ſtor'd 
The regal preſents of the Spartan lord; 
With ſpeed be gone, (ſaid he) s call ev'ry mate, 
Ere yet to Neſtor I the tale relfte : 
' [is true, the fervour of his gen'rous heart 
Brooks no repulſe, nor could'ſt thou ſoon depart ; 
Himſclf will feek thee here, nor wilt thou find, 
In words alone, the Pylian monarch kind. 
But when arriv'd he thy return ſhall know, 
How will his breaſt with honeſt fury glow ? 
This ſaid, the ſounding ſtrokes his horſes fire, 
An foon he reach'd the palace of his fire. 
Now (cry'd Telemachus) with ſpeedy care 
Hoiſe ev'ry ſail, and ev'ry oar prepare. 
Swift as the word his willing mates obey, 
Ani ſeize their ſeats, impatient for the tea, 
Mean time the prince with ſacrifice adores 
Minerva, and her guardian aid implores ; 
When lo! a wretch ran breathleſs to the ſhore, 
New from his crime, and reeking yet with gore. 
A ſeer he was, from great Melampus ſprung, 
Melampus, who in Pylos flouriih'd long, 
Lill urg'd by wrongs a foreign realm he choſe, 
Far from the hateful caufe of all his woes. 
Neleus his treaſures one long year detains; 
As long, he groan'd in Phylacus's chains: 
Mean time what anguiſh and what rage, combin'd, 
For lovely Pero rack'd his lab'ring mind! 
Yet 'ſcap'd he death 3 and vengetul of his wrong 
To Pylos drove the lowing herds along: 
Then (Neleus vanquith'd, and conſign'd the fair 
To Bias' arms) he ſought a foreign air; 
Argos the rich for his retreat he choſe, 
There form'd his empire; there his palace roſe. 
From him Antiphates and Mantius came : 
The firſt begot Oiclus, great in fame, 
And he Amphiaraus, immortal name! 
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Belov'd by Jove, and him who gilds the ſkies. 270 
Yet ſhort his date of life! by female pride he dics. 
From Mantius Clitus, whom Aurora's love 
Huatch*'d for his beauty to the thrones above: 
And Polyphides on whom Phoebus ſhone 
With fulleſt rays, Amphiarus now gone; 275 
in Hypereſia's groves . made abode, 
And taught mankind the counſels of the god. 
From him ſprung Theoclymenus, who found 
(The facred wine yet foaming on the ground) 
elemachus: whom, as to heav'n he preſt 280 
His ardent vows, the ſtranger thus addreſt. 
O thou! that doit thy happy courſe prepare 
With pure libations, and with ſolemn pray'r; 
By that dread pow'r to whom thy vows are paid 
By all the lives of theſe; thy own dear head, 285 
Declare fincerely to no foe's demand 
Thy name, thy lineage, and paternal land. 
Prepare then, ſaid Telemachus, to know 
tale from falſhood free, not free from woe. 
From Ithaca, of royal birth, I came, 290 
Aud great Ulyſſes (ever-honour'd name!) 
Was once my tire ; tho? now for ever loit 
In Stygian gloom he glides a penſive ghoſt ! 
Whoſe tate inquiring, thro' the world we rove 
Ihe lait, the wretched proof of filial love. 295 
The ſtranger then. Nor ſhall I aught conceal, 
But the dire fecret of my fate reveal. 
Of my own tribe an Argive wreich I flew ; 
Whoſe pow'rful friends the luckleſs deed purſue 
With unrelenting rage, and force from home 300 
"The blood-itain'd exile, ever doom'd to roam. 
But bear, oh bear me o'er yon azure flood; 
Receive the ſupphant ! ſpare my deſtin'd blood! 
Stranger, (reply'd the prince), ſecurely relt 
Affianc'd in our faith; henceforth our gueſt. 305 
Thus affable, Ulyſſes? godlike heir 
Takes from the ſtranger's hand the glitt'ring ſpear: 
He climbs the ſhip, aſcends the ſtern with haſte, 
And by his lide the guelt accepted plac'd. 
The chief his orders gives: th' obedient band 310 
With due obſervance wait the chief's command: 
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With ſpeed the maſt they rear, with ſpeed unbend 

The ſpacious ſheet, and ſtretch it to the wind. 

Minerva calls ; the ready gales obey 

With rapid ſpeed to whirl them o'er the ſea. 315 

Crunus they paſs'd, next Chalcis roll'd away, 

When thick'ning darkneſs cloſ3'd the doubtful day; 

The filver Phæa's glitt'ring rills they loſt, 

And iſkim'd along by Elis' ſacred coalt. 

Then cautious thro? the rocky reaches wind, 320 - 

And, turning ſudden, ſhun the death deſign'd. 
Mean time the king, Eumzus, and the reſt, 

Sat in the cottage at their rural feaſt : 

The banquet paſt, and ſatiate ev'ry man, 

To try his hoſt Ulyſſes thus began. | 325 
Yet one night more, my friends, indulge your gueit ; 

The laſt I purpoſe in your walls to reſt: 

To-morrow for myſelf I mult provide, 

And only aſk your counſel, and a guide: 

Patient to roam the ſtreet, by hunger led, 330 

And bleſs the friendly hand that gives me bread. 

There in Ulyſſes! roof I may relate 

Ulyſles? wand'rings to his royal mate; 

Or mingling with the ſuitors haughty train, 

Not undeſerving, ſome ſupport obtain. 335 

Hermes to me his various gifts imparts, 

Patron of induſtry and manual arts: 

Few can with me in dext'rous works contend, 

Ihe pyre to build, the ſtubborn oak to rend; 

'To turn the taſteful viand o'er the flame; 348 

Or foam the goblet with a purple ſtream. 

Such are the taſks of men of mean eſtate, 

Whom fortune dooms to ſerve the rich and great. 
Alas! (Eumæus with a figh rejoin'd), 

How ſpruug a thought ſo monſtrous in thy mind? 345 

If on that godleſs race thou wouldit attend, 

Fate owes thee ſure a miſerable end! 

Their wrongs and blaſphemies aſcend the ſky, . 

And pull deſcending vengeance from on high. 

Not ſuch, my friend, the ſervants of their feaſt; 350 

A blooming train in rich embroid'ry dreſt, 

With earth's whole tribute the bright table bends, 

And ſmiling round celeſtial youth attends. 
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Stay then: no eye aſſtance beholds thee here; 
Sweet is thy converſe to cach ſocial ear; 

Well pleas'd, and plealing, in our cottage reſt, 
Till good Telemachus acc epts his gueit 

With genial gifts, and change of fair attires, 
And ſafe conveys thee where thy ſoul deſires. 


To him the man of woes. O gracious Jove! 


Reward this {tranger's hoſpitable love, 

Who knows the ſon of ſorrow to relieve, 
Cheers the ſad heart, nor lets affliction grieve, 
Of all the ills unhappy mortals know, 

A life of wand'rings is the greatelt woe: 

On all their weary ways wait care and pain, 
And pine and penury, a meagre train. 

To ſuch a man ſince harbour you afford, 
Relate the farther fortunes of your holla 
What cares his mother's tender breaſt engage, 
And fire, forſaken on the verge of age; 
Beneath the jun prolong they yet their breath, 
Or range the houſe of darkneſs and of death? 
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To whom the ſwain. Attend what you inquire: 


Laertes lives, the miſerable ſire, 

Lives, but implores of ev'ry pow'r to lay 
The burden down, and wiſhes for the day. 
Torn from his offspring in the eve of life, 
Torn from th' embraces of his tender wife, 
Sole, and all comfortleſs, he waſtes away 

ON age, untimely poſting ere his day. 

She too, ſad mother! for Ulyfles loſt 

Pin'd out her bloom, and vaniſh'd to a ghoſt. 
(So dire a fate, ye righteous gods! avert, 
From ev'ry friendly, ev'ry feeling heart!) 
While yet ſhe was, tho? clouded o'er with grief, 
Her pleaſing converſe miniſter'd relief: 

With Ctimene, her youngeſt daughter, bred, 
One roof contain'd us, and one table fed. 

But when the ſoftly-ſtealing pace of time 
Crept on from childhood into youthful prime, 
po Samos? ifle ſhe ſent the wedded fair; 

Me to the fields, to tend the rural care; 
Array'd in garments her own hands had wove, 


Nor leſs the darling object of her love. 
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Her hapleſs death my brighter days o'ercaſt, 
Yet providence deſerts me not at Jait ; 
My preſent labours food and drink procure, 
And more, the pleaſure to relieve the poor. 
Small is the comfort from the queen to hear 400 
Unwelcome news, or vex the royal ear ; 
Jlank and diſcountenanc'd the ſervants Gand, 
Nor dare to queition where the proud command: 
No protit ſprings beneath uſurping pow'rs; 
Want feeds not there, where luxury devours, 405 
Nor harbours charity where riot reigns : 
Proud are the lords, and wretched ure the ſwains. 
The ſuff'ring chief at this began to melt; 
And, oh Eumieus! thou (he crics) haſt felt 
Ihe ſpite of fortune too! her cruel hand 10 
Snatch'd thee an infant from thy native land! 
Snatch'd from thy parents arms, thy parents eyes, 
To carly wants! a man of miſerics! 
Thy whole fad ſtory, from its Grit, declare: 
Sunk the fair city by the rage of war, 415 
Where once thy parents dwelt ? or did they keep, 
In humbler life, the lowing herds and ſheep? 
So leſt perhaps to tend the fieecy train, 
Rude pirates ſetz'd, and ſnip'd thee o'er the main? 
Doom'd a fair prize to grace ſome prince's board, 420 
The worthy purchaſe of a foreign lord. 
If then my fortunes can delight my friend, 
A ſtory fruitful of events attend: 
{\nother's torrow may thy car enjoy, 
And wine the lengthen'd intervals employ. 425 
Long nights the now declining year beſtows; 
A part we conſecrate to fult repoſe, 
A part in pleaſing talk we entertain ; 
For too much reit itſelf becomes a pain. 
Let thoſe, whom fleep juvites, the call obey, 430 
Their cares reſuming with the dawuing day: 
Here let us feaſt, and to the feaſt be join'd 
Diſcourſe, the ſweeter banquet of the mind; 
Review the ſeries of our lives, and taite 
The melancholy joy of evils paſt : 435 


For he who much has ſuffer'd, much will know; 


And pleas'd remembrance builds delight in woe. 


Above 
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Above Ortygia lies an iſſe of fame, 
Far hence remote, and Syria is the name; 
(There curious eyes inſcrib'd with wonder trace 440 
The ſun's diurnal, and his annual race); 
Nor large, but fruitful ; ſtor'd with graſs to keep 
The bellowing oxen, and the bleating ſheep ; 
Her ſloping hills the mantling vines adorn, 
And her rich valleys vave with golden corn. 445 
No want, no famine the glad natives know, 
Nor ſink by ſickneſs to the ſhades below; 
But when a length of years unnerves the ſtrong, 
Apollo comes, and Cynthia comes along, 


They bend the filver bow with tender ſkill, 450 


And, void of pain, the ſilent arrows kill. 
'I'wo equal tribes this fertile land divide, 
Where two fair cities riſe with equal pride. 
But both in con{tant peace one prince obey, 
And Cteſius there, my father, holds the ſway. 455 
Freighted, it ſeems, with toys of ev'ry ſort 
A thip of Sidon anchor'd in our port; 
What time 1t chanc'd the palace entertain'd, 
Skill'd in rich works, a woman of their land: 
This nymph, where anchor'd the Phoenician train 4660 
To wafh her robes deſcending to the main, 
A ſmooth-tongu'd failor won her to his mind; 
For love deceives the beſt of woman kind); 

M ſudden truſt from ſudden liking grew; 
She told her name, her race, and all the knew. 465 
1 too (ſhe cry'd) from glorious Sidon came, 
My father Arybas, of wealthy fame; 
But ſnatch'd by pirates from my native place, 
The 'Tapbians ſold me to this man's embrace. 

Haſte then, (the falſe deſigning youth reply'd), 479. 
Halte to thy country ; love ſhall be thy guide; 
Haſte to thy father's houſe, thy father's breaſt, 
For {till he lives, and lives with riches bleſt. 

« Swear firſt (ſhe cry'd) ye ſailors! to reſtore þ 
&« A wretch in ſafety to her native-ſhore.”? 47 0 
Swift as ſhe aſſc'd, the ready ſailors ſwore. 
She then proceeds: Now let our compact made 
Be nor by fignal nor by word betray'd, 
Nor 
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Nor near me any of your crew deſcry'd 
By road frequented, or by fountain ſide. 480 
Be filence {till our guard. The monarch's ſpies 
(For watchful age is ready to ſurmiſe) 
Are ſtill at hand; and this, reveal'd, muſt be 
Death to yourſelves, eternal chains to me. 
Your veſſel loaded, and your traffic paſt, 485 
Deſpatch a wary meſſenger with haſte: 
Then gold and coltly treafures will I bring, 
And more, the infaut-ofispring of the king. 
Him, chilllike wand'ring forth, I'll lead away, 
(A noble prize!) and to your ſhip convey. 490 
Thus ſpoke the dame, and homeward took the road. 
A year they traffic, and their veſſel load. 
Their ſtores complete, and ready now to weigh, 
A ſpy was ſent their ſummons to convey : 
An artiſt to my father's palace came, 495 
With gold and amber chilas, clab'rate frame: 
Kach female eye the glitt'ring links employ, 
They turn, review, and cheapen ev'ry toy. 
He took th' occaſion as they ſtood intent, 
Gave her the ſign, and to his veſſel went. 5c 
She ſtraight purſu'd, and ſeiz'd my willing arm; 
J follow'd {miling, innocent of harm. 
Three golden =. bp in the porch ſhe found, 
Phe gueits not enter'd, but the table erown'd), 
lid in her fraudful boſom, theſe ſhe bore: 505 
Tow ſet the ſun, and darken'd all the thore. 
Arriving then, where til:ing on the tides 
Prepar*d to launch the freighted veſſel rides; 
Aboard they heave us, mount their decks, and ſweep 
With level oar along the glaſſy deep. 510 
Six calmy days and hx ſmooth nights we ſail, 
And conitant Jove ſupply'd the gentle gale. 
The ſeventh, the fraudful wretch, (no cauſe deſcry'd), 
Touch'd by Diana's vengeful arrow dy'd. 
Down dropt the caitiff corſe, a worthleſs load, 215 
Down to the deep ; there roll'd, the future food 5 
Of fierce ſea-wolves, the monſters of the flood. 
An helpleſs infant, I remain'd behind; 
Thence borne ta Ithaca by wave and wind ; 
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Sold to Laertes, by divine command, 529 
And now adopted to a foreign land. 
To him the king. Reciting thus thy cares, 
My ſecret ſoul in all thy ſorrows ſhares : 
But one choice bleſſing (ſuch is Jove's high will) 
Has ſweeten'd all thy bitte: draught of ff : 
Torn from thy country to no hapleſs end, 
The gods have, in a maſter, giv'n a friend. 
Whatever frugal nature needs is thine, 
(For ſhe needs little), daily bread and wine. 
While I, fo many wand'rings paſt and woes, 530 
Live but on what thy poverty beſtows. x 
So paſt in plealing dialogue away 
The night; then down to ſhort repoſe they lay; 5 
Till * roſe the meſſenger of day. | 
While, in the port of Ithaca, the band 535 
Of young Telemachus approach the land; 
Their fail they loos'd, they laſh'd the maſt aſide, 
And caſt their anchors, and the cables ty'd : 
Then on the breezy ſhore deſcending, join 
In grateful banquet o'er the roſy wine. 540 
When thus the prince: Now each his courſe purſue :: 
J to the fields, and to the city you. 
Long abſent hence, I dedicate this day 
My un to viſit, and the works ſurvev. 
Expect me with the morn, to pay the ſkies 545 
Our debt of ſafe return, in feaſt and ſacrifice. 
Then Theoclymenus. But who ſhall lend, 
Mean time, protection to thy ſtranger- friend? 
Straight to the queen and palace ſhall I fly, 
Or yet more diſtant, to ſome lord apply? 550 
The prince return'd. Renown'd in days of yore 
Has itood our father's hoſpitable door ; 
No other roof a ſtranger ſhou'd receive, 
Nor other hands than ours the welcome give. 
But in my abſence riot fills the place, | 555 
Nor bears the modeſt queen a ſtranger's face, 
From noiſeful revel far. remote the fies, 
But rarely ſeen, or ſeen with weeping eyes. 
No—let Eurymachus receive my gueſt, 
Of nature courteous, and by far the beſt ; 560 
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, He wooes the queen with more reſpectful flame, 
And emulates her former huſband's fame: 
With what ſucceſs, *tis Jove's alone to know, 
And the hop'd nuptials turn to joy or woe. 
Thus ſpeaking, oa the right up-ſoar'd in air 565 
The hawk, Apollo's ſwift-wing'd meſſenger ; 
His deathful pounces tore a trembling dove ; 
The clotted feathers, ſcatter'd from above, 
Between the hero and the veſſel pour 
Thick plumage, mingled with a ſanguine ſhow'r. 570 
; Th obſerving augur took the prince aſide, 
Seiz'd by the hand, and thus prophetic cry'd. 
Yon bird that dexter cuts th” aerial road, 
Roſe ominous, nor flies without a god: 
No race but thine ſhall Ithaca obey, 575 
To thine, for ages, heav'n decrees the ſway. 
Succeed the omen, gods! (the youth rejoin'd), 
Soon ſhall my bounties ſpeak a grateful mind, 
And ſoon each envy'd happineſs attend 
The man who calls Telemachus his friend. 586 
"Then to Peirzus—Thou whom time has prov'd 
A faithful ſervant, by the prince belov'd! 
Till we returning ſhall our gueſt demand, 
Accept this charge with honour at our hand. 

To this Peirzus : Joyful I obey, 585 
Well pleas'd the hoſpitable rites to pay. | 
The preſence of thy gueſt ſhall belt reward 
(If long thy ſtay) the abſence of my lord. 

With that their anchors he commands to weigh, 
Mount the tall bark and launch into the ſea. 590 
All with obedient haſte forſake the ſhores, 

And, plac'd in order, ſpread their equal oars. 
Then from the deck the prince his ſandals takes; 
Pois'd in his hand the pointed jav'lin ſhakes. | 
They part; while, leſs'ning from the hero's view, 595 
Zwift to the town the well-row'd galley flew : 
The hero trod the margin of the main, 

Ind reach'd the manſion of his faithful ſwain. 
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The diſcovery of Ulyſſes to Telemachus. 


Telemachus arriving at the lodge of Eumeus, ſends hin: 
t5 carry Penelope the news of his return. Minerva 
af-pearing ta Ulyſſes, commands him to diſcover himſelf 
15 his fon. The princes, wvho had lain in ambuſh to 
intercept Telemachus in his way, their projet? being 
defeated, return to Ithaca. 


OON as the morning bluſh'd along the plains, 
8 Ulyſſes and the monarch of the ſwains 

Awake the ſleeping fires, their meal prepare, 

And forth to paſture ſend their briſtly care. 

The prince's.near approach the dogs deſery, 5 
And fawning round his feet confeſs their joy. 

Their gentle blandiſhment the king ſurvey'd, 

Heard his reſounding ſtep, and A Jon ſaid ; 


Some well-known friend ( Eumzus) bends this way; L 
Ilis ſteps I hear; the dogs familiar play. 10 
While yet be ſpoke, the prince advancing drew 
Nigh to the lodge, and now appear'd in view. 


T'ranſported from his ſeat Eumbus ſprung, 

Dropp'd the full bowl, and round his boſom hung ; 
Killing his cheek, his hand, while from his eye 15 
"The tears rain'd copious in a ſhow'r of joy. 

As ſome fond fire who ten long winters gricves, 

From foreign climes an ouly fon receives, 
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(Child of his age), with ſtrong paternal joy | 
Forward he ſprings, and claſps the fav'rite boy: 20 
So round the youth his arms Eumzus ſpread, 
As if the grave had giv'n him from the dead. 
And is it thou? my ever-dear delight! 
O art thou come to bleſs my longing ſight! 
Never, I never hop'd to view this day, 2 
When o'er the waves you plough'd the deſp'rate way. 
Enter, my child! beyond my hopes reſtor'd, 
O give theſe eyes to feaſt upon their lord. 
Enter, oh ſeldom ſeen! for lawleſs pow'rs 
Too much detain thee from theſe bla bow'rs. 30 
The prince reply'd; Eumæus, I obey ; 
To ſeek thee, friend, I thither took my way. 
But ſay, if in the court the queen reſide 
Severely chaſte, or if commenc'd a bride ? 
Thus he: and thus the monarch of the ſwains; 35 
Severely chaſte Penelope remains, 
But loſt to ev'ry joy, ſhe waſtes the day 
In tedious cares, and weeps the night away. 
He ended, and (receiving as they paſs 
The jav'lin, pointed with a ſtar of braſs) 40 
They reach'd the dome; the dome with marble ſhin'd. 
His ſeat Ulyſſes to the prince reſign'd. 
Not ſo—(exclaims the prince with decent grace); 
For me, this houſe ſhall find an humbler place: 
T' uſurp the honours due to filver hairs 45 
And rev'rend ſtrangers, modeſt youth forbears. 
Inilant the ſwain the ſpoils of beaſts ſupplies, 
And bids the rural throne with ofters riſe. 
There ſat the prince: the fealt Eumzus ſpread, 
And heap'd the ſhining caniſters with bread. 59 
"Thick o'er the board the plenteous viands lay, 
The frugal remnants of the former day. 
Then in a bowl he tempers gen'rous wines, 
Around whole verge a mimic ivy twines. 
And now the rage of thirſt and hunger fled, 55 
Ihus young Ulyſſes to Eumeus ſaid. 
Whence, father, from what ſhore this ſtranger, ſay? 
What veſlel bore him o'er the watry way ? 
To human ſtep our land impervious lies, 
And round the coaſt circumfluent oceans rife. Go 
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The ſwain returns. A tale of ſorrows hear! 
In ſpacious Crete he drew his natal air, 
Long doom'd to wander o'er the land and main, 
For 13 has wove his thread of life with pain. 
Half-breathleſs, ſcaping to the land, he flew 
From Theſprot mariners, a murd'rous crew. 
To thee, my ſon, the ſuppliant I reſign, 
I gave him my protection, grant him thine. 
Hard taſk, he cries, thy virtue gives thy friend, 
Willing to aid, unable to defend. ; 
Can ſtrangers ſafely in the court reſide, 
Midſt the ſwell'd inſolence of luſt and pride? 
Ee'n I unſafe : the queen in doubt to wed, 
Or pay due honours to the nuptial bed ? 
Perhaps ſhe weds regardleſs of her fame, 
Deaf to the mighty Ulyſſzan name. 
However, ſtranger! from our grace receive 
Such honours as befit a prince to give; 
Sandals, a ſword, and robes, reſpect to prove, 
And ſafe to fail with ornaments of love. 
Till then, thy gueſt amid the rural train 
Far from the court, from danger far, detain. 
*Tis mine with food the hungry to ſupply, 
And clothe the naked from th' inclement ſky. 
Here dwell in ſafety from the ſuitors wrongs, 
And the rude inſults of ungovern'd tongues. 
For ſnouldſt thou ſuffer, pow'rleſs to — Xi 
I muſt behold it, and can only grieve. 
The brave encompaſs'd by an hoſtile train, 
O”erpower'd by numbers, is but brave in vain. 
To whom, while anger in his boſom glows, 
With warmth replies the man of mighty woes. 
Since audience mild 1s deign'd, permit my tongue 
At once to pity and reſent thy wrong. 
My heart weeps blood, to ſee a foul ſo brave 
Live to baſe inſolence of pow'r a ſlave. 
But tell me, doſt thou, prince, doſt thou behold 
And hear their midnight revels uncontroul'd ? 
Say, do thy ſubjects in bold faction riſe, 
Or prieſts in fabled oracles adviſe ? | 
Or are thy brothers, who ſhould aid thy pow'r, 
Turn'd mean deſerters in the needful hour? 
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4 O that I were from great Ulyſles ſprung, 
"Z Or that theſe wither'd nerves like thine were ſtrung ; 
1 Or, heav'ns! might he return! (and ſoon appear 105 
1 He ſhall, I truſt; a hero ſcorns deſpair) ; 
J Might he return, I yield my life a prey 
To my worſt foe, if that avenging day 
Be not their laſt: but ſhould 1 loſe my life 
. Oppreſs'd by numbers iu the glorious ſtrife, 110 
_ I chuſe the nobler part, and yield my breath, 
9 Rather than bear diſhonour, worſe than death; 
Than fee the hand of violence invade | 
The rev'rend ſtranger and the ſpotleſs maid ; 
Than ſee the wealth of kings conſum'd in waſte, 115 
The drunkards revel, and the gluttons feaſt. 
Thus he, with anger flaſhing from his eye; 
Sincere the youthful hero made reply. 
Nor leagu'd in factious arms my ſubjects riſe, 
Nor prieſts in fabled oracles adviſe; 120 
Nor are my brothers who ſhould aid my pow'r 
Turn'd mean deſerters in the needful hour. 
Ah me! I boaſt no brother; heav'n's dread kin 
Gives from our ſtock an only brauch to ſpring : 
Alone Laertes reign'd Arceſius' heir, 125 
Alone Ulyſſes drew the vital air, | 
And I alone the bed connubial grac'd, 
An unbleſt offspring of a fire uubleſt! 
Kach neighb'ring realm, conducive to our woe, 
Sends forth her peers, and ev'ry peer a foe: 130 
The court proud Samos and Dulichium fills, 
And lofty Zacynth crown'd with ſhady hills. 
Evan Ithaca and all her lords invade © 
Th' imperial ſcepter, and the regal bed: 
The queen averſe to love, yet aw'd by pow'r, 135 
Seems half to yield, yet flies the bridal hour : 
Mean time their licence uncontroul'd I bear; 2 
Ev'n now they envy me the vital air: | 
But heav'n will ſure revenge, and gods there are. ) 
But go, Eumæus! to the queen impart 140 
Our cafe return, and eaſe a mother's heart. 
Yet ſecret go; for num'rous are my foes, 
And here at leaſt I may in peace repoſe. 
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To whom the ſwain, I hear, and I obey : 

But old Laertes weeps his life away, 145 
And deems thee loſt : ſhall I my ſpeed employ 

To bleſs his age, a meſſenger of joy? 

The mournful hour that tore his fon away 

Sent the ſad fire in ſolitude to {tray ; 

Yet buſied with his ſlaves, to eaſe his woe, 150 
He dreſt the vine, and bade the garden blow, 

Nor food nor wine refus'd: but ſince the day 

That you to Pylos plough'd the watry way, 

Nor wine nor food he taſtes; but ſunk in woes, 

Wild ſprings the vine, no more the garden blows: 155 
Shut from the walks of men, to pleaſure loſt, 

Penſive and pale he wanders, half a ghoſt, 

Wretched old man! (with tears the prince returns); 
Yet ceaſe to go—what man ſo bleſt but mourns ? 
Were ev'ry with indulg'd by ſav'ring ſkies, 160 
This hour ſhould give Ulyſſes to my eyes. 

But to the queen with ſpeed deſpatchful bear 

Our ſafe return, and back with ſpeed repair: 

And let ſome handmaid of her train reſort 

To good Laertes in his rural court. 165 
While yet he ſpoke, impatient of delay, 

He brac'd his ſandals on, and rode away: 

Then from the heav'ns the martial goddeſs flies 

'Thro? the wide fields of air, and cleaves the ſkies; 

In form a virgin in ſoft beauty's bloom, 170 

SkilPd in th? illuſtrious labours of the loom. 

Alone to Ithacus ſhe ſtocd diſplay'd, 

But unapparent as a vicwleſs ſhade 

Eſcap'd Telemachus : (the pow'rs above, 

Seen or unſeen, o'er earth at pleaſure move) : 175 

The dogs intelligent confeſs'd the tread 

Of pow'r divine, and, howling, trembling fled. 

The goddeſs, beck'ning, waves her deathfeſs hands; 

Dauntleſs the king before the goddeſs ſtands. 

Then why, (ſhe ſaid), O favour'd of the ſkies 180 
Why to thy godlike ſon this long diſguiſe? 

Stand forth reveal'd: with him thy cares employ 
Againſt thy foes; be valiant, and deſtroy! 

Lo I deſcend in that avenging hour, 

To combat by thy fide, thy guardian pow'r. 185 


She 
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She ſaid, and o'er him waves her wand of gold; 
Imperial robes his manly limbs infold : 
At once with grace divine his frame improves ; 
At once with majeſty enlarg'd he moves: 
Youth fluſh'd his red'ning cheek, and from his brows 
A length of hair in fable ringlets flows; 197 * 
His black'ning chin receives a deeper ſhade ; 
Then from his eyes up ſprung the warrior-maid. 
The hero re-aſcends : the prince o'eraw'd 
Scarce lifts his eyes, and bows as to a god. 195 
Then with ſurpriſe, (ſurpriſe chaſtis'd b fears), 
How art thou N (he cry'd), a god appears! 
Far other veſts thy limbs majeſtic grace, 
Far other glories lighten from thy face ! 
If heav'n be thy abode, with pious care 2CO 
Lo! I the ready ſacrifice prepare: 
Lo! gifts of labour'd gold adorn thy ſhrine, - 
To win thy grace: O fave us, pow'r divine! 
Few are my days, Ulyſſes made reply, 
Nor 1, alas! deſcendant of the ſky. 208 
Jam thy father. O my ſon! my ſon! 
That father, for whoſe ſake thy days have run 
One ſcence of woe; to endleſs cares conſign'd, 
And outrag'd by the wrongs of baſe ind, 
Then rufhing to his arme, he kiſs'd his boy 210 
With the ſtrong raptures of a parent's joy. 
Tears bathe his cheek, and tears the ground bedew : 
He Rrain'd him cloſe, as to his breaſt he grew. 


Ah me! (exclaims the prince with fond defire), - 


Thou art not—no, thou canſt not be my fire. 215 
Hcav'n ſuch alluſion only can impoſe, - 

= the falſe joy to aggravate my woes, 

Who but a god tan change the gen' ral doom 

And give to wither'd age a youthful bloom? 

Late, worn with years, in weeds obſcene you trod; 
Now, cloth'd in majeſty, you move a god! 221 
Forbear, he ery'd; for heav'n reſerve that name, 

Give to thy father but a father's claim: 
Other Ulyſſes ſhalt thou never ſee, - | 
I am Ulyſſes, I (my ſon) am he. | 225 
Twice ten ſad years o'er earth and ocean toſt, 
*Tis giv'n at length to view my native coaſt. | 
= Pallas. 
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Pallas, unconquer'd maid, my frame ſurrounds 

With grace divine; her pow'r admits no bouuds : 

She o'er my limbs old age and wrinkles ſhed ; 230 

Now ſtrong as youth, magniſicent | tread. 

The gods with eaſe frail men depreſs, or raiſe, 

Exalt the lowly, or the proud debaſe. | 
He ſpoke and ſat. The prince with tranſport flew, 

Hung round his neck, while tears his check bedew. 

Nor leſs the father pour'd a ſocial flood! 236 

They wept abundant, and they wept aloud. 

As the bold eagle with fierce ſorrow ung, 

Or parent vulture, mourns her raviſh'd youn 

They cry, they ſeream, their unfledg” d Sarto a prey 

To ſome rude churl, and borne by ttealth away; 241 

So they aloud: and tears in tides had run, 

Their grief unſiniſh'd with the ſetting ſun: 

But checking the full torrent in its flow, 

"The prince thus interrupts the ſolemn woe. 245 

What ſhip tranſported thee, O father ſay, 

And what bleſt hands have oar'd thee on the way? 
All, all, (Ulyſles inſtant made reply), 

I tel! thee all, my child, my only joy! 

Phzacians bore me to the port aſſigu'd, 250 

A nation ever to the ſtranger kind; 

Wrapt in th? embrace of ſleep, the faithful train 

O'er ſeas convey'd me to my native reign : 

Embroider*d veitures, gol and braſs are laid 

Conceal'd in caverns in the filvan ſhade. 255 

Hither, intent the rival rout to fla 

And plan the ſcene of death, I beud my way: 

So Pallas wills—But thou, my for, explain 

"Phe names and numbers of th” audacious train; 

"Tis mine to judge if better to employ 260 

Aſſiſtant force, or ſingly to deſtroy. 
O'er earth (returns the prince) reſounds thy name, 

Thy well-try'd wiſdom and thy martial fame; 

Yet at thy words I (tart, in wonder loſt: | 

Can we engage, not decads, but an hot ? 265 

Can we alone in furious battle ſtand 

Againſt that num'rous and determin'd band? 

Hear then their numbers: from Dulichium came 

Twice twenty-ſix, all peers of mighty name, 

Six 
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Six are their menial train: twice twelve the boaſt 270 
Of Samos; twenty from Zacynthus coaſt: 
And twelve our country's pride; to theſe belong 
Medon and Phemius ſkill'd in beav'nly ſong. 
Two ſew'rs from day to day the revels wait, 
Exact of taſte, and ſerve the feaſt in itate. 275 
With ſuch a foe th' unequal fight to try, 
Were by falle courage unreveng d to die. 
Then what aſſiſt: ant pow 'rs you boaſt, relate, 
Ere yet we mingle in the ſtern debate. 
Mark well my voice, Ulyſles ſtraight replies: 280 
What need of aids, if favour'd by the ficies? 
If ſhielded to the dreadful hight we move 
By mighty Pallas and by thund'riug Jove ? 
SuMcicnt they { Telemachus rejoin'd 
Againſt the banded pow 'rs of all mankind: 285 
0 bey, high enthrou'9 above the rolling clouds, 
Wither the trength of man, and awe the gods. 
Such aids expect, he cries, when itrong in. might 
We ric ter rific to the taſk of boht. 
Dit thou, when morn falutes the acrial plain, 290 
The court reviſit and the lawleſs train: 
Me thither in diſguife Eumgus leads, 
An aged mendicant in tatter'd werds. 
'Phere, if baſe ſcorn infult my rev'rend age; 
Bear it, my ſon! repreſs thy riting rages 295 
If outrag 'd, ceaſe that doutrage to repel 
Beer it, my fon! howe'er th * ncart rebel. 
Yet ſtrièe by pray'r and counſel to rettram. 
"Their lawlefs inſults, tho? thou ſtrive in vant 
For wicked cars are deat to wiidom's call, "Fe. 300 
And vengeance ferikes whom heav'n has en to Tall. 
Once more attend: when the * whoſe pow'r inſpires 
The thinking miod, my ſoul to vengeance fires; 
give the ſign; that inſtant, from bencath, 
Aloft convey the inſtruments of death, 30 5 
Armour and arms,; and if miſtruſt ants. 
Thus veil the truth in plauſible diſguiſe, 
« Theſe glitt“ ring weapons, ere he fail'd to Troy, 
«© Ulyſſes view'd wh ſtern heroic jo 
«© Then beaming o'er th' illumin'd wall they ſhone: 
% Now duſt diſhonours, all their luſtre gone. 311 
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bear them hence (fo Jove my ſoul inſpires) 

« From the pollution of the fuming fires ; 

« Left, when the bowl inflames, in vengeful mood 

« Ye ruſh to arms, and ftain the fealt with blood; 315 

„Oft ready ſwords in luekleſs hour incite 

« "The hand of wrath, and arm it for the tight.” 
Such be the plea, and by the plea deceive : 

For Jove infatuates all, .and all believe. 

Yet leave for cach of us a ſword to wield, 320 

A pointed jas'lin, and a fenceful ſhield. 

But by my blood that in thy boſom glows, - 

By that regard a ſon his father owes; 

The ſecret, that thy father lives, retain - 

Lock'd in thy boſom from the houthold train; 325 

Hide it from all; ev'n from Eumeus hide, 

From my dear father, and my dearer bride. 

One care remains, to note the loyal few 

Whoſe faith yet laſts among the menial crew; 

Ant noting, ere we riſe in vengeance, prove 330 

Who loves his prince; for ſure you merit love. 
To whom the youth: to emulate I aim 

The brave and wife, and my great father's fame. 

But reconſider, ſince tlie wiſelt err, 

Vengeance reſolv'd *tis dang'rous to defer. 335 

What length of time mult we conſume in vain, 

Too curious to explore the menial train? 

While the proud focs, induſtrious to deitroy 

Thy wealth in riot, the delay enjoy. 

Suffice it in this exigenee alone 340 

To mark the damſels that attend the throne : 

Diſpers'd the youth reſide ; their faith to prove 

Jove grants henceforth, if thou haſt ſpoke fr rom Jove. 
While in debate they waite the hours away, 


'Th' aſſociates of the prince repaſs'd the bay; 345 


With ſpeed they fing, the veſſel to the ſhores; 
With ſpeed debarking, land the naval ſtores; 

"Then, Faithful to Os. x charge, to Clytius bear, - 

And truſt the preſeuts to his friendly care. | 
Swift to the queen a herald flies, t' impart 350 
Her ſon's return, and eaſe a parent's heart; 

Lelt a fad prey to ever-muſing cares, 

Pale grief deſtroy what time-a while forbears. 

Tu' un- 
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Th' uncautious herald with impatience burns, 
And cries aloud, Thy fon, oh queen, returns: 355 
Eumwuus ſage approach'd th' imperial throne, 
And breath'd his mandate to her car alone; 
Then mcafur'd back the way.—The ſuitor band, 
Stung to the ſoul, abaſi'd, confounded Rand ; 


| 3 from the dome, before the gate, 360 


With clouded looks, a pale aſſembly fat. 
At length Eurymachus. Our hopes are vain; 
Telemachus in triumph fails the main. 
Hatte, rear the malt, the ſwelling ſhroud diſplay ; 
Hatte, to our ambuſh'd friends the news couvey! 365 
Scarce had he ſpoke, when, turning to the ſtraud, 
Amphinomus ſurvey'd th' aſſociate band; 
Full to the bay within the winding ſhores 
With gather'd fails they ſtood, and lifted oars. 
O friends! he cricd, elate with rifing joy, 370 
Sce to the port ſecure the veſſel fly! 
Some god has told them, or themſelves ſurvey 
The bark eſcap'd; and meaſure back their way. 
Swiſt at the word deſcending to the ſhores, 
They moor the ve{le] and unlade the ſtores : 
Then moving from the rand, apart they lat, 
And! full and frequent form'd a dire debate. 
Lives then the boy? He lives, (Antinous cries), 
The care of gods aud fav'rite of the ſkies, 
All night we watch'd, till with her orient wheels 380 
Nurora flam'd above the eaitera hills, 
And from the loity brow of rocks by day 
Took in the ocean with a broad ſurvey ; 
Yet ſafe he ſails! the pow'rs celeſtial give 
To thun the hidden ſnares of death, and live. 385 
But die he ſhall, and thus condemn'd to bleed, 
Pe now the ſcene of iuſtant death decreed ; 
Hope ye ſucceſs? undaunted cruſh the foe. 
Is he not wiſe? know this, and ſtrike the blow. 
Wait ye, till he to arms in counſel draws 390 
The Greeks, averſe too juſtly to our caule ? 
Strike, ere the itates, conven'd, the foe betray 
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Or chuſe ye vagrant from their rage to fly, 
Outcails of carth, to breathe an uuknowa ſky? 395 
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The brave prevent misfortune ; then be brave, 

And bury | men danger in his grave, 

Returns he? ambuth'd we'll his walk invade, 

Or where he hides in ſolitude and ſhade ; 

And give the palace to the queen a dow'r, 40 

Or him ſhe bleffes in the bridal hour. 

But it ſubnuſſive you reſign the ſway, 

Slaves to a boy; go, flatter and obey, 

Retire we wmſtant to our native reign, 

Nor be the wealth of kings conſum'd in vain ; 405 

'Phen wed.vhom choice approves: the queen be giv'n 

Co ſome bleſt prince, the prince decreed by heav'n. 
Abaſh'd, the ſuitor train his voice attends; 

Till from his throne Amphinomus aſcends, 

Who o'er Dulichium ſtretch'd his ſpacious reign, 410 

A land of plenty, bleſt with ev'ry grain: 

Chief of the numbers who the queen addreſt, 

And though diſpleaſing, yet Mlpleting lealt. 


voſt were his words; his ations wiſdom ſway'd; 


 Cracetul a white he paus'd, then mildly ſaid. 415 


O friends, forbear! aud be the thought withſtood: 
"3 is horrible to ſhed imperial blood! 
Couſult we firit th' all-feeing pow'rs above, 
And the ſure oracles of 1 — Jove. 
It they aſlent, ev'n by this hand he dies; 420 
It thy forbid, 1 war not with the ſkies. 
He ſaid: the rival train his voice approv'd, 
And riling inſtant to the palace mov'd. 
Arriv'd, with wild tumultuous noiſe they ſat, 
Recumbent on the ſhining thrones of ſtate. 425 
Then Medon, conſcious of their dire debates, 
The murd'rous council to the queen relates. 
Touch'd at the dreadful ſtory, ſhe deſcends ; 
Her halty iteps a damſel-train attends, 
Full where the dome its ſhining valves expands, 430 
Sudden before the rival pow'r ſhe ſtands; 
And veiling decent with a modeſt ſhade 
Her cheek, indignant to Antinous ſaid : 

O void of faith! of all bad men the worſt! 
Renown'd for wiſdom, by UW abuſe accurſt! 435 
Miltaking fame proclaims thy gen'rous mind! 

"Thy deeds denote thee of the baſeit kind. 
Wretch' 
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Wretch! to deſtroy a prince that friendſhip gives, 


While in his gueſt his murd'rer he receives: 

Nor dread ſuperior Jove, to whom belong 

"The cauſe of ſuppliants, and revenge of wrong. 

Haſt thou forgot (ungrateful as thou art) 

Who ſav'd thy father with a friendly part? 

Lawleſs he ravag'd with his martial pow'rs 

Ihe Taphian pirates on Theſprotia's ſhores 

Enrag*d, lis life, his treaſures they demand; 

Ulyſſes ſav'd him from th' avenger's hand. 

And wouldſt thou evil for his good repay ? 

His bed diſhonour, and his houſe betray ? 

Afflict his queen? and, with a murd'rous hand, 

Deſtroy his heir ?—But ceaie, 'tis I command. 
Far hence thoſe fears, ( Eurymachus reply'd), 

O prudent princeſs! bid thy ſoul confide, 

Breathes there a man who dares that hero ſlay, 

While I behold the golden light of day? 

No: by the righteous pow'rs of heav'n I ſwear, 

His blood in vengeance ſmokes upon my ſpear. 

Ulyſſes, when my infant days I led, 

With wine ſuffic'd me, and with dainties fed: 

My gen'rous ſoul abhors th' ungrateful part, 

And my friend's ſon lives deareſt to my heart. 

Ihen fear no mortal arm: if heav'n deſtroy, - 

We mult reſign: for man is horn to die. 


Thus ſmooth he ended, yet his death conſpir'd: 
Then, ſorrowing, with ſad ſteps the queen retir'd, 


With {treaming eyes all comfortleſs deplor'd, 
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Touch'd with the dear remembrance of her lord; 


Nor ceas'd, till Pallas bid her ſorrows fly, 

And in ſoft ſlumber ſeal'd her flowing eye. 
And now Eumzus, at the ev'ning hour, 

Came late returning to his ſilvan bow'r, 

Ulyſſes and his fon hed dreſt with art 

A yearling boar, and gave the gods their part; 

Toly repaſt! That inſtant from the ſkies 

'Fhe martial goddeſs to Ulyſles flies: 

She waves her golden wand, and reaſſumes 

From ev'ry feature ev'ry grace that blooms; 

At once his veſtures change; at once ſhe ſhed 

Age o'er his limbs, that tremble as he treads, 
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Leſt to the queen the ſwain with tranſport fly, 480 
Unable to contain th' unruly joy. 


When near he drew, the prince breaks forth: Proclaim EF 
What tidings, friend? what ſpeaks the voice of fame? 10 
Jay, if the ſuitors meaſure back the main, 2 

We 


Or ſtill in ambuſh thirſt for blood in vain ? 485 
Whether, he crzes, they meaſure back the flood, 

Or ſtill in ambuſh.thirſt in vain for blood, 

Eſcap'd my care: where lawleſs ſuitors ſway, 

"Phy mandate borne, my ſoul diſdain'd to tay. 

ut from th' Herman height I caſt a view, 490 

Where to the port a bark high-bounding flew; 

Her freigbt a ſhining band: with martial air 

Each pois'd his ſhield, and each advanc'd his ſpear: 

And it aright theſe ſearching eyes ſurvey, 

Ih' eluded ſuitors ſtem the watry way. 495 
The prince, well pleas'd to diſappoint their wiles, 

Steals on his fire a glance, and ſecret ſmiles, ; 

Ind now a ſhort repalt prepar'd, they fed, 


: 
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ill the keen rage of craving hunger fled : 45 
Ihen to repoſe withdrawn, apart they lay, 500 
And in ſoft ſleep forgot the cares of day. 
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TRR ARGUMENT. 


Telemachus returning to the city, relates to Penelope th: 
ſum of his travels. Ulyſſes is conducted by FEumaus 4 
the palace, where his old dog Argus acknowledges his 
maſter, after an abſence of twenty years, and dies with 
joy, LEumeaus returns into the country, and Ulyſſes re- 
mains among the ſuitors, wheſe behaviour is deſcribed. 


OON as Aurora, daughter of the dawn, 
Sprinkled with roſeate light the dewy lawn ; 
In halle the prince aroſe, prepar'd to part; 
His hand impatient graſps the pointed dart; 
Fair on his feet the poliſh'd ſandals ſhine, 
And thus he greets the maſter of the ſwine. 
My friend, adieu; let this ſhort (tay ſuffice.;z 
I haſte to meet my mother's longing eyes, 
And end her tears, her ſorrows and her ſighs. 
But thou, attentive what we order heed ; 
This hapleſs itranger to the city lead; 
By public bounty let him there be fed, 
And bleſs the hand that ſtretches forth the bread. 
To wipe the tears from all afflicted eyes, 
My will may covet, but my power denies. 
If this raiſe anger in the ſtranger's thought, 
The pain of anger puniſhes the fault: 
The very truth 1 undiſguis'd declare: 
For what ſo eaſy as to be ſincere ? 
To this Ulyſſes. What the prince requircs 
Of ſwift removal, ſeconds my deſires. 
To want like mine, the peopled town can yield 
More hopes of comfort, * the lonely field. 
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Nor fits my age to till the labour'd lands, 

Or ſtoop to taſks a rural Jord demands. 25 

Adieu ! but fince this ragged garb can bear 

Jo ill, th' inclemencies of morning air, 

A ſew hours ſpace permit me here to ſtay ; 

My ſteps Eumzus ſhall to town convey, 

With riper beams when Phoebus warms the day. 30 
Thus he: nor ought Telemachus reply'd, 

But left the manſion with a lofty itride : 

Schemes of revenge his pond'ring breaft elate, 


Revolving deep the ſuitors ſudden fate. 


Arriving now before th' imperial hall; 35 

He props his ſpear againſt the pillar'd wall; 

Then like a lion o'er the threſhold bounds ; 

"Che marble pavement with his ſtep reſounds ; 

His eye firlt glanc'd where 1 ſpreads 

With furry ſpoils of beaſts the ſplendid beds: 40 

She ſaw, ſhe wept, ſhe ran with eager pace, 

And reach'd her maſter with a long embrace. 

All crowded round, the family appears 

With wild entrancement, and ecſtatic tears. 

Swift from above deſcends the royal fair ; 45) 
Her beauteous cheeks the bluſh of Venus wear, 
'haſten'd with coy Diana's penſive air); 

Hangs o'er her fon ; in his embraces dies; 

Rain kiſſes on his neck, his face, his eyes: 


Few words ſhe ſpoke, though much ſhe had to ſay, 50 


And ſcarce thoſe few, for tears, could force their way. 
Light of wy eyes! he comes! unhop'd-for joy! 
Flas heav'n from Pylos brought my lovely boy! 

Zo ſnatch'd from all our cares !—Tell, haſt thou known 
Thy father's fate, and tel] me all thy own. 55 
Oh deareſt, moſt rever'd of womankind ! | 

Ceaſe with thoſe tears to melt a manly mind, 

Reply'd the prince), nor be our fates deplor'd, 

rom death and treaſon to thy arms reſtor'd. 
Go bathe, and rob'd in white, aſcend the tow'rs; 60 
With all thy handmaids thank th' immortal pow'rs ; 


Jo ev'ry god vow hecatombs to bleed, 


And call Jove's vengeance on their guilty deed. 
While to th' aſſembled council J repair; 


A ſtranger ſent by heav'n attends me there; 65 
My 


My new accepted guelt I haſte to find, 
Now to Pirzus* honour'd charge conſign'd. 

The matron heard, nor was his word in vain. 
She bath'd; and, rob'd in white, with all her train, 
To ev'ry god vow'd hecatombs to bleed, 70 
And call'd Jove's vengeance on the guilty deed. 
Arm'd with his lance the prince then paſt the gate; 
'Two dogs behind, a faithful guard await ; 
Pallas his form with grace divine improves : 
The gazing. crowd admires him as he moves : 75 
Him, gath'ring round, the haughty ſuitors greet 
With ſemblance fair, but inward deep deceit. 
Their falſe addreſſes gen'rous he deny'd, 
Paſt on, and fat by faithful Mentor's ſide ; - 
With Antiphus, and Halitherſes ſage, 80 
(His father's counſellors, rever'd for age). 
Of his own fortunes, and Ulyſles' fame, 
Much aſk'd the ſeniors ; till Piræus cams. 
The ſtranger * purſu d him cloſe behind; 
Whom when Telemachus beheld, he join'd. 85 
He, (when Pirzus aſlc'd for ſlaves to bring 
The gifts and treaſures of the Spartan king), 
Thus thoughtful anſwer'd: Thoſe we ſhall not move, 
Dark and unconſcious of the will of Jove : 
We know not yet the full event of all: 90 
Stabb'd in his palace if your prince muſt fall, 
Us and our houſe if treaſon muſt o'erthrow, 
Better a friend poſſeſs them than a foe: 
If death to chele, and vengeance heav'n decree, 


KRiches are welcome then, not elſe, to me. 95 


Jill then, retain the gifts. — The hero ſaid, 
And in his hand the willing ſtranger led. 
Then difarray'd the thining bath they ſought, 


(With unguents ſmooth), of | name marble wrought ; 


Obedient handmaids with aſſiſtant toil 100 
Supply the limpid wave, and fragrant oll : 

Then o'er their limbs refulgent robes they threw, 

And freſh from bathing to their ſeats withdrew. 

'The golden ew'r a nymph attendant brings, 

Repleniſh'd from the pure, tranſlucent ſprings; 105 

With copious ſtreams that golden ew'r ſupplies 

A filver laver of capacious ſize. 
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They waſh : the table, in fair order ſpread, 

Is piPd with viands and the ſtrength of bread. 

Full oppoſite, before the folding gate, 110 
Ihe penſive mother ſits in humble ſtate; 

Lowly ſhe fat, and with dejected view 

Ihe fleecy threads her iv'ry fingers drew. 

Ihe prince and ſtranger ſhar'd the genial feaſt, 

Till now the rage of thirſt and hunger ceaſt. 11 

When thus the queen, My ſon ! my only friend! 
Say, to my mournful couch ſhall I aſcend ? 

(The couch deſerted now a length of years; 

The couch for ever water'd with my tears); 

Say, wilt thou not, — yet the ſuitor crew 120 
Return, and riot ſhakes our walls a-new), 

Say, wilt thou not the leaſt account afford : 

The leaſt glad tidings of my abſent lord? 

To her the youth. We reach'd the Pylian plains, 
Where Neſtor, ſhepherd of his people, reigns. 125 
All arts of tenderneſs to him are known, 

Kind to Ulyſſes' race as to his own; 
No father with a fonder graſp of joy 
Strains to his boſom his * abſent boy. 
Put all unknown, if yet Dlyſſes breathe, 130 
Or glide a ſpectre in the realms beneath; 
For further ſearch, his rapid ſteeds tranſport 
My lengthew'd journey to the Spartan court. 
Fhere Argive Helen I beheld, whoſe charms 
(So heav'n decreed) engag'd the great in arms. 135 
My cauſe of coming told, he thus rcjoin'd 
And {till his words live perfect in my mind. 
Heav'ns! would a ſoft, inglorious, daſtard train 


An abſent hero's nuptial joys profane! 


So with her young, amid the woodland ſhades, 140 
A tim'rous hind the lion's court invades, 

Leaves in that fatal lair her tender fawns, 

And climbs the cliff, or feeds along the lawns ; 

Mean time returning, with remorſeleſs ſway 


The monarch favage rends the panting prey: 145 


With equal fury, and with equal fame, 
Shall great Ulyiles re- aſſert his claim. 
O Jove ! ſupreme ! whom men and gods revere ; 
And thou whoſe luſtre gilds the rolling ſphere ! 
With 
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With pow'r congenial join'd propitious aid 150 
The chief adopted by the martial maid ! 

Such to our with the warrior ſoon reſtore, 

As when, contending on the Leſbian ſhore, 

His proweſs Philomelides confeſt, 


And loud acclaiming Greeks the victor bleſt: 155 


"Chen ſoon th” invaders of his bed, and throne, 

Their love preſumptuous ſhall by death atone. 

Now what you queltion of my ancient friend, 

With truth I anſwer ; thou the truth attend. 

Learn what I heard the ſea-born ſeer“ relate, 166 
Whoſe eye can pierce the dark receſs of fate. 

Sole in an iſle, impriſon'd by the main, 

"The ſad ſurvivor of his num'rous train, 


Ulyſſes lies; detain'd by magic charms, 


And preſt unwilling in Calypſo's arms. 165 


No ſailors there, no veſſels to convey, 
Nor oars to cut th* immeaſurable way— 
"Thus told Atrides, and he told no more. 
'Chence ſafe I voyag'd to my native ſhore. 

He ceas'd; nor made the penſive queen reply, 170 
But droop'd her head, and drew a ſecret ſigh. 
When Theoclymenus the ſeer began: 
Oh ſuff' ring conſort of the ſuff*ring man! 
What human knowledge could, cthofe kings might tell; 
But I the ſecrets of high heav'n reveal. 175 
Before the firſt of gods be this declar'd, 
Before the board whoſe bleſſings we have ſhar'd ; - 
Witneſs the genial rites, and witneſs all 
This houſe holds ſacred in her ample wall! 
Ev'n now, this inſtant, great Ulyſſes, lay'd 180 
At reſt, or wand'ring in his country's ſhade, 
Their guilty deeds, in hearing and in view, 
Secret revolves; and plans the vengeance due. 
Of this ſure auguries the gods beſtow'd, 
When firſt our veſſel. anchor'd in your road. 18 

Succeed theſe omens heav'n! (the queen rejoin'd), 
So ſhall our bounties ſpeak a grateful mind; | 
And ev'ry envy'd happineſs attend 
The man who calls Penelope his friend. 
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Thus commun'd they: while in the marble court 190 
(Scene of their indolence) the lords reſort ;. 

Athwart the ſpacious ſquare each tries his art 
To whirl the diſk, or aim the miſſile dart. 

Now did the hour of ſweet repait arrive, | 
And from the field the victim flocks they drive: 195 
Medon the herald, (one who pleas'd them belt, 

And honour'd with a portion of their feaſt), 

To bid the banquet, interrupts their play, 

Swift to the hall they haſte; aſide they lay 

Their garments, and ſuceinct the victims ſlay. 2co0 
Then ſheep and goats and briſtly porkers bled, 

And the proud ſteer was o'er the marble ſpread, 

While thus the copious banquet they provide, 
Along the road, converſing fide by fide, 

Proceed Ulyſſes and the faithful ſwain : 205 
When thus Eumizvs, gen'rous and humane. 
To town, obſervant of aur lord's beheſt, 
Now let us ſpeed ; my friend, no more my gueſt! 
Yet like myſelf 1 wiſh'd thee here preferr'd, 
Guard of the flock, or keeper of the herd. 210 
But much to raiſe my maſter's wrath J fear; 
Ihe wrath of princes ever is ſevere. 
Then heed his will, and be our journey made 
While the broad beams of Phabus are diſplay'd, 
Or ere brown ev'njng ſpreads her chilly ſhade. 215 

Juit thy advice, (the prudent chief rejoin'd), 

And ſuch as ſuits the dictate of my mind. 
Lead on: but help me to ſome ſtaff, to ſtay 
My feeble ſtep, ſince rugged is the way. 

Acroſs his ſhoulders then the ſcrip he flung, 220 

Wide patch'd, and faſten'd by a twiſted thong. 

A ſtaff Eumzus gave. Along the way 

Cbeerly they fare: behind the keepers (tay ; 

Theſe with their watchful dogs (a conſtant guard) 
Supply his abſence, and attend the herd. 225 
And now his city ſ{trikes the monarch's eyes, 


Alas! how chang'd! a man of miſeries; 


Propt on a ſtaff, a beggar old and bare, 

In rags diſhoneſt flutt'ring with the air! 

Now pak the rugged road, they journey down 230 
The cavern'd way deſcending to the town, 

Where 
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Where from the rock, with liquid lapſe, diſtils 
A limpid fount ; that, ſpread in parting rills, 
Its current thence to ſerve the city brings: 
An uſcfu] work! adorn'd by ancient kings. 235 
Neritus, Ithacus, Polyctor there 
In ſculptur'd {tone immortaliz'd their care 
In marble urns receiv'd it from above, 
And ſhaded with a green ſurrounding grove; 
Where ſilver alders, in high arches twin'd, 240 
Drink the cold ſtream, and tremble to the wind. 
Beneath, ſequeſter'd to the nymphs, is ſeen 
A molly altar, deep embower'd in green; 
Where conltant vows by travellers are paid ; 
And holy horrors ſolemnize the ſhade. 245 
Here with his goats (not vow'd to facred flame, 
But pamper'd luxury) Melanthius came ; 
Two grooms attend him. With an envious look 
He ey'd the ſtranger, and imperious ſpoke. 
The good old proverb how this pair fulfil! 250 
One rogue is uſher to another ſtill. 
Heawv'n with a ſecret principle endu'd 
Mankind, to {eek their own ſimilitude. 
Where gocs the ſwine-herd with that ill-look*d gueſt ? 
That giant-glutton, dreadful at a fealt! 255 
Full many a poſt have thoſe broad ſhoulders worn, 
From ev'ry great man's gate repuls'd with ſcorn ; 
Jo no brave prize aſpir'd the worthleſs ſwain, 
was but for ſcraps he a{k'd, and aſk'd in vain. 
To beg, than work, he better underitands ; 260 
Or we perhaps might take him off thy hands. 
For any office could the ſlave be good, 
"Co cleanſe the fold, or help the kids to food; 
If any labour thoſe big joints could learn, 
Some whey, to waſh his bowels, he might earn. 265 
Lo cringe, to whine, his idle hands to ſpread, 
Is all by which that graceleſs maw is fed. 
Yet hear me! if thy impudence but dare 
Approach yon walls, I prophecy thy fare: 
Dearly, full dearly ſhalt thou buy thy bread, 270 
With many a footitool 2 at thy head. 


He thus: nor inſolent of word alone, 


Spurn'd with lus ruſtic heel his King unknown; 
Spurn'd 


. —ů — — 
A Bo St 


— 


— — — 


"MW 
Gow. 


2 - ET, 
* — 1. Is 
- 


1 P E = : , 
— rr n 


5 
— — 


2p = 


_—t— 


2 4 PISS 


a I ͤ OO — 22 
* 8 5 * " Þ 
— - - Bs a 4 


250 HOMER” ODYSSEY. Book XVII. 


Spurn'd, but not mov'd : he like a pillar ſtood, 

Nor ſtirr'd an inch, contemptuous,. from the road: 275 
Doubtful, or with his ſtaff to ftrike him dead, 

Or greet the pavement with his worthleſs head. 

Short was that doubt; to quell his rage inur'd, 

The hero ſtood ſelf-conquer'd, and endur'd. 

But, hateful of the wretch, . Eumzus heav'd 28 
His hands obtefling, and this pray'r conceiv'd. 
Daughters of Jove! who from th' etherial bow'rs 
Defcend to ſwell the ſprings and feed the flow'rs !. 
Nymphs of this fountain! to whoſe ſacred names 


Our rural victims mount in blazing flames! : 285. 


To whom Ulyſſes' piety preferr'd. 
The yearly ſirſtlings of his flock and herd; 
Succeed my wiſh; your votary reſtore : 
Oh. be ſome god his convoy to our ſhore ! 
Due pains ſhall puniſh then this ſlave's offence, 299 
And humble all his airs of inſolence; 
Who proudly ſtalking leaves the herds at large, 
Commences courtier, and neglects his charge. 

What Mutters he? - ( Melanthius ſharp rejoins) ; 
This crafty miſcreant big with dark deſigns? 295 
"The day ſhall come; nay, 'tis already near, 
When, ſlave! to ſell thee at a price too dear 
Muit be my care; and hence tranſport thee o'er, 
(A load and ſcandal to this happy ſhore). 
Oh! that as ſurely great Apollo's dart, 300 
Or ſome brave ſuitor's ſword, might pierce the heart 
Of the proud ſon ; as that we ſtand this hour 
In laſting ſafety from the father's pow'r. 

So ſpoke the wretch ; but, ſhunning farther fray, 
Turn'd his proud ſtep, and left them on their way. 


Straight to the feattful palace he repair'd, 306 
Familiar enter'd, and the banquet ſhar'd; . 


Beneath Eurymachus, his patron lord, 
He took his place, and plenty heap'd the board. 
Mean time they heard, ſoft-circling in the ſky, 319 
Sweet airs aſcend, and heav'aly . 
(For Phemius to the lyre attun'd the ſtrain) : 
Ulyſſes hearken'd, then addreſt the ſwain. 
Well may this palace admiration claim, 


Great, and reſpoudent to the malter's fame ! 375 


Stage 
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Stage above ſtage tl imperial ſtructure ſtands, 

Holds the chief honours and the town commands: 
High walls and battlements the courts incloſe, 

And the ſtrong gates defy a hoſt of foes, 

Far other cares its dwellers now employ : 320 
The throng'd aſſembly, and the feaſt of joy: 

I ſee the ſmokes of ſacrifice aſpire, 

And hear (what graces ev'ry feaſt) the lyre. 

Then thus Eumæus. Judge we which were belt ; 
Amidit yon revellers a ſudden gue!t 325 
Chuſe you to mingle, while beaind I ſtay ? 

Or I firſt ent'ring introduce the way ? 
Wait for a ſpace without, but wait not long 


This is the houſe of violence and wrong : 


Some rude inſult thy rev'rend age my bear; 330 
For like their lawleſs lords the 1crvan's are, 
Juſt is, oh friend! thy caution, and addreſt 
(Reply'd the chief) to no unheedtai breaſt ; 
The wrongs and injuries of baſe mankind 
Freſh to my ſenſe, aud always iu my mind. 335 
The bravely- patient to no fortune yields 
On rolling oceans, and in fighting ſields, 
Storms have 1 paſt, and many a itern debate; 
And now in humbler ſcene ſubmit to fate. 
What cannot Want? the beit the will expoſe, , 340 
And I am learn'd in all her traiu of woes; | 
She ſills with navies, hoſts, and loud alarms 
The ſea, the land, and ſhakes the world with arms! 
Thus, ncar the gates conferring as they drew, 


Argus, the dog, his ancient malter knew ; 345 


He, not unconſcious of the voice and tread, 

Lifts to the ſound his car, and rears his hcad. 

Bred by Ulyſſes, nouriſh'd at his board, 

But ah ! not fated long to pleaſe his lord ! 

To him, his ſwiftneſs and his ſtrength were vain; 350 
The voice of glory call'd him o'er the main. 

Till then in ev'ry ſilvan chace renown'd, 

With Argus, Argus, rung the woods around; 

With him the youth purſu'd the goat or fawn, 

Or trac'd the mazy lev'ret o'r the lawn. 355 
Now left to man's ingratitude he lay, 

Unhous'd, neglected in the public way. 
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And where on heaps the rich manure was ſpread, 
Obſcene with reptiles, took his ſordid bed. 

He knew his lord; he knew, and ſtrove to meet; 368 
In vain he ſtrove to crawl and kiſs his feet 
Yet (all he could) his rail, his ears, his eyes 
Salute his maſter, and confeſs his joys. 
Soft pity touch'd the mighty malter's ſoul, 
And down his cheek a tear unbidden ſtole, 365 
Stole unperceiv'd; he turn'd his head, and dry'd 
The drop humane: then thus impaſſion'd cry'd. 

What noble beaſt in this 1 ſtate 
Lies here all helpleſs at Ulyſſes' gate? | 
His bulk and beauty ſpeak no vulgar praiſe ; 370 
If, as he ſeems, he was in better — 
Some care his age deſerves: or was he priz'd 
For worthleſs beauty? therefore now deſpis'd ? 
Such dogs and men there are, mere things of ſtate, 


And always cheriſh'd by their friends, the great. 375 


Not Argus ſo, (Eumzus thus rejoin'd), 
But ſerv'd a maſter of a nobler kind, 
Who never, never ſhall behold him more! 
Long, long ſince periſn'd on a diſtant ſhore! 


Oh had you feen him, vig*rous, bold and young, 386- 


Swift as a ſtag, and as a lion ſtrong ;- 
Him no fell ſavage on the plain withſtood, 
None 'ſcap'd him, boſom'd in the gloomy wood; 
His eye how piercing, and his ſcent how true, 
To wind the vapour in the tainted dew! 385 
Such, when Ulyſſes left his natal coaft ; 
Now years unnerve him, and his lord is loſt! 
The women keep the gen'rous creature bare, 
A ſleek and idle race is all their care: 
The matter gone, the ſervants what reſtrains? 390 
Or dwells humanity where riot reigns? 
Jove fix'd it certain, that whatever day 
Makes man a flave, takes half his worth away. 
This ſaid, the boneſt herdſman ſtrode before: 
The muſing monarch pauſes-at the door: 395 
The dog, whom fate ad granted to behold 
His lord, when twenty tedious years had roll'd, 
Takes a laſt look, and, having feen him, dies: 
So clos'd for ever faithful Argus eyes! 


And 
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And now Telemachus the firſt of all 400 
Obſerv'd Eumzus ent'ring in the hall; 
* Diſtant he ſaw, acroſs the ſhady dome, 
Then gave a ſign, and beckon'd him to come: 
There ſtood an empty feat, where late was plac'd 
In order due, the ſteward of the feall, 405 
(Who now was buſy'd carving round the board); 
Eumzus took, and plac'd it near his lord. 
Before him inſtant was the banquet ſpread, 
And the bright baſket pil'd with Joaves of bread. 
Next came Ulyſſes, lowly at the door, 
A. figure deſpicable, old, and poor, 
In ſqualid veſts, with many a gaping rent, 
Propt on a ſtaff, and trembling as he went. 
Then, reſting on the threſhold of the gate, 
Againſt a cypreſs pillar lean'd his weight; 415 
(Smooth'd by the workman to a poliſh'd plain); 
The thoughtful ſon beheld, and call'd his ſwain : 
Theſe viands and this bread, Eumwzus! bear, 
And let yon mendicant our plenty ſhare : 
Then let him circle round the ſuitors board, 420 
And try the bounty of each gracious Jord. 
Bold let him aſk, encourag'd thus by me; 
How ill, alas! do want and ſhame agree ? 
His lord's command the faithful ſervant bears; 
The ſeeming beggar anſwers with his pray'rs. 425 
Bleſt be TA us! in ev'ry deed 
Inſpire him, Jove! in ev'ry wiſh ſucceed ! 
This ſaid, the portion from his ſon convey'd 
With ſmiles receiving, on his ſcrip he lay'd. 
Long as the minſtrel ſwept the ſounding wire, 430 
He Fd, and ceas'd when filence held the lyre. 
Soon as the ſuitors from the banquet roſe, 
Minerva prompts the man of mighty woes 
To tempt their bounties with a — art, 
And learn the gen'rous from th' ignoble heart; 435 
(Not but his ſoul, reſentful as humane, 
Dooms to full vengeance all th' offending train); 
With ſpeaking eyes, and voice of plaintive found, 
Humble he moves, imploring all around. 
The proud feel pity, and relief beſtow, 440 
With ſuch an image touch'd of human woc; 
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Inquiring all, their wonder they confeſs, 
And eye the man, majeſtic in diſtreſs, 

While thus they gaze and queſtion with their eyes, 
The bold Melanthius to their thought replies. 445 
My lords! this ſtranger of gigantic port 
The good Eumæus uſher'd to your court. 

Full well I mark'd the features of his face, 
Tho? all unknown his clime or noble race. 

And is this preſent, ſwincherd! of thy hand? 45e 
Bringſt thou theſe vagrants to infeſt the land? : 
(Returns Antinous with retorted eye); 

Objects uncouth! to check the genial joy. 
Enough of theſe our court already grace, 


Of giant ſtomach, and of famiſh'd face. 45 I 


Such gueſts Eumzus to his country brings, 
To ſhare our feaſt, and lead the life of kings. 
To whom the hoſpitable ſwain rejoin'd : 
Thy paſſion, prince, belies thy knowing mind. 
Who calls from diſtant nations to his own, 460 
The poor, diſtinguiſh'd by their wants alone? 
Round the wide world are ſought thoſe men divine 
Who public ſtructures raiſe, or who deſign; 
Thoſe to whoſe eyes the gods their ways reveal, 
Or bleſs with ſalutary arts to heal; 465 
But chief to poets ſuch reſpect belongs, 
By rival nations courted for their ſongs; 
Theſe ftates invite and mighty kings admire, 
Wide as the ſun diſplays his vital fire. 
It is not ſo with want! how few that feed 470 
A wretch unhappy, merely for his need? 
Unjuſt to me and all that ſerve the ſtate, 
"Vo love Ulyſſes is to raiſe thy hate. 
For me, ſuffice the approbation won 
Of my great miſtreſs and her godlike ſon. 475 
To whom Telemachus. No more incenſe 
The man by nature prone to inſolence: 
Injurious-minds juſt anſwers but provoke.— 
Then, turning to Antinous, thus he ſpoke. 
Thanks to thy care! whoſe abſolute command 480 
Thus drives the ſtranger from our court and land. 
Heav*n bleſs its owner with a better mind! 
From envy free, to charity inelin'd. 
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This both Penelope and I afford : 
Then, prince! be bounteous of Ulyſſes' board. 485 
To give another's is thy hand ſo flow ? 
So much more ſweet, to ſpoil than to beſtow ? 

Whence, great Telemachus! this lofty ſtrain ? 
(Antinous cries with infolent diſdain) : 
Portions like mine if ev'ry ſuitor gave, 490 
Our walls this twelvemonth ſhould not ſee the ſlave. 

He ſpoke, and lifting high above the board 
His pond'rous footitool, ſhook it at his lord. 
The reſt with equal hand conferr'd the bread; 
He fill'd his ſcrip, and to the threſhold ſped; 495 
But firſt before Antinous ſtopt, and ſaid. 
Beſtow, my friend! thou doſt not feem the worft 
Of al! the Greeks, but prince-like and the firlt ; 
Then, as in dignity, be firſt in worth, 
And I ſhall praiſe thee thro? the boundleſs earth. co 
Once I enjoy'd in luxury of {tate 
Whate'er gives man the envy'd name of great; 
Wealth, ſervants, friends, were mine in better days; 
And hoſpitality was then my praiſe ; 
In ev'ry ſorrowing ſoul I pour'd delight, 505 
And poverty ſtood ſmiling in my ſight. 
But Jove, all-governing, whoſe only will 
Determines fate, and mingles good with ill, 
Sent me (to puniſh my purſuit of gain) 
With roving pirates o'er th' Egyptian main: 510 
By Egypt's ſilver flood our ſhips we moor; 
Our ſpies commiſſion'd {traight the coaſt explore; 
But impotent of mind, =. lawleſs will 
The country ravage, aud the natives kill, 
The ſpreading clamour to their city flies, 515 
And horſe and foot in mingled tumult riſe: 
The red'ning dawn reveals the hoſtile fields 
Horrid with briſtly ſpears and gleaming ſhields: 
Jove thunder'd on their ſide: our guilty head 
We turn'd to flight; the gath'ring vengeance ſpread 
On all parts round, and heaps . ben. lay dead. 521 } 
Some few the foes in ſervitude detain ; | 
Death ill exchang'd for bondage and for pain! 
Unhappy me a — took a- board, 


And gave to Dmetor, * haughty lord: 525 


Hither, 
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iiither, to *ſcape his chains, my courſe I ſteer, 
>} curit by fortune, and inſulted here. 
To whom Antinous thus his rage expreſt: 
V hat god has plagu'd us with this gormand gueſt ? 
{Unleſs at diſtance, wretch ! thou keep behind, 24 


Another ifle, than Cyprus more unkind 
Another Egypt, ſhalt thou quickly find. 
Lom all thou begg'it, a bold audacious flave : 
Nor all can give to much as thou canſt crave, 


Nor wonder I at ſuch profuſion ſhown ; $35 
Shameleſs they give, who give what's not their own. 4 

The chief, retiring. Souls like that in thee, þ 
Til ſuit ſuch forms of race and dignity. 


Nor will that hand to utmoſt need afford 
Lhe ſmalleſt portion of a waſteful board, 540 
Whoſe luxury whole patrimonies ſweeps, 
Yet ſtarving want, amidſt the riot, weeps. 
The haughty ſuitor with reſentment burns, 
And ſow'rly ſmiling, this reply returns. 
Take that, ere yet thou quit this princely throng : 5 


And dumb for ever be thy ſland'rous tongue! 546 
He ſaid, and high the whirling tripod flung. 
His ſhoulder- blade receiv'd th' ungentle ſhock ; 
He ſtool] and mov'd not, like a marble rock; 
Put fhook his thoughtful head, nor once complain'd, 
Sedate of foul, his character ſuſtain'd, 551 
And inly form'd revenge: then back withdrew; 
Before his fert the well-fill'd ſcrip he threw, 5 
And thus with ſemblance mild addreſt the crew. 

May what I ſpeak your princely minds approve, 555 
Ye peers and rivals in this noble love ! 
Not for the hurt I grieve, but for the cauſe. 5 
If, when the ſword our country's quarrel draws, | 


Or if defending what 1s jultly dear, 5 


From Mars impartial ſome broad wound we bear; 
The gen'rous motive digniſies the ſcar. 561 
But for mere want, how hard to ſuffer wrong? 

Want brings enough of other ills along ! 

Yet if injuſtice never be ſecure, 

If tiends revenge, and gods aſſert the poor, 365 
Death thall lay low the proud aggreſſor's head, 
And make the duſt Antinous' bridal bed. 
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Peace, wretch ! and eat thy bread without offence, 
(The ſuitor cry'd), or force ſhall drag thee hence, 
Scourge thro? the public ſtreet, and caſt thee there 
A manglcd carcaſe for the hounds to tear, 571 

His turious deed the gen'ral anger mov'd, 

All, ev'n the worit, condemu'd: and ſome reprov'd. 
Was ever chief for wars like theſe renown'd ? 

I!l tits the {tranger and the poor to wound. 575 
Unbleſt thy hand! if in this low diſguiſe 

Wander, perhaps, ſome inmate of the ſkies; 

They (curious oft of mortal ad ions) deign, 

In forms like theſe, to round the earth agg main, 


Juſt and unjuſt recording in their mind, 580 


And with ſure eyes inſpecting all mankind. 
Telemachus, abſorpt in thought ſevere, 
Nouriſh'd deep anguiſh, tho? he ſhed no tear; 
But the dark brow af ſilent forrow ſhook ; 
While thus his mother to her virgins ſpoke. 585 
« On him and his may the bright god of day 
That baſe, inhoſpitable blow repay !” 
The nurſe replies: ** If Jove receives my pray'r, 
« Not one ſurvives to breathe to-morrow's air.“ 
All, all are foes, and miſchief is their end; 590 
Antinous moſt to gloomy death a friend, 

Replies the queen); the ſtranger begg'd their grace, 
2 pity Ant _ = ml 
From ev'ry other hand redreſs he found, | 
But fell Autinous anſwer' d with a wound. 595 
Amidit her maids thus ſpoke the prudent queen, 

Then bade Eumeus call the pilgrim in. 
Much of th' experiene'd man J long to hear, 
If or his certain eye, or liſt'ning car 
Have learn'd the fortunes of my wand'ring lord: 600 
Thus ſhe, and good Eumzus took the word. 
A private audience if thy grace impart, 
The ſtranger's words may cals the royal heart. 
His hong eloquence in bali diſtils, | 
And the footh'd heart with ſecret pleaſure fills. 605 
'Fhree days have ſpent their beams, three nights have run 
Their ſilent journey, fince his tale begun, 
Untmiſh'd yet; and yet I thirit to boar! 
As when fore beav'u-taught poet charms the car, 
4A 2 (Suſpending 
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(Suſpending ſorrow with celeſtial ſtrain 610 
Preath'd from the gods to ſoften human pain), 

Time ſteals away with unregarded wing, 

And the ſoul hears him, tho? he ceaſe to fing. 

Ulyſſes late he faw, on Cretan ground, 

(His father's gueſt), for Minos“ birth renown'd. 615 
He now but waits the wind to waft him o'er, 
With boundleſs treaſure, from Theſprotias ſhore. 

To this the queen. The wand'rer let me hear, 
While yon luxurious race indulge their cheer, 

Devour the grazing ox and browzing goat, 620 
And turn my gen'rous vintage down 1 throat. 

For where's an arm like thine, Ulyſſes! ſtrong, 

To curb wild riot and to puniſh wrong ? 

She ſpoke. Telemachus then ſneez'd aloud ; 
Conſtrain'd, his noſtril echo'd thro? the crowd. 625 
The ſmiling queen the happy omen bleſt: 

So may theſe impious fall, by fate oppreſt !”? 

Then to Eumzus : Bring the ſtranger, fly! 

And if my queſtions meet a true reply, 

Grac'd with a decent robe he ſhall retire, 630 
A gift in ſeaſon which his wants require. 

Thus ſpoke Penelope. Eumæus flies 

In duteous haſte, and to Ulyſles cries. 

The queen invites thee, venerable gueſt ! 

A ſecret inſtin& moves her troubled breaſt, 635 
Of her long abſent lord from thee to gain 

Some light, and ſoothe her ſoul's eternal pain. 

If true, if faithful thou ; her grateful mind 

Of decent robes a preſent has Tefign'd : 

So finding favour in the royal eye, 640 
Thy other wants her ſubjects ſhall ſupply. 

Fair truth alone (the patient man reply'd) 
My words ſhall dictate, and my lips ſhall guide. 
To him, to me, one common lot was giv'n, 

In equal woes, alas! involv'd by heav'n. 

Much of his ſates I know; but check'd by fear 
I itand : the hand of violence 1s here: | 
Here boundleſs wrongs the ſtarry ſcies invade, 
And injur'd ſuppliants ſeck in vain for aid. 

Let for a ſpace the penſive queen attend, 650 
Nor claim my (tory till the fun deſcend ; 
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Then in ſuch robes as ſuppliants may require, 
Compos'd and cheerful by the genial fire, 

When loud uproar and lawleſs riot ceaſe, 

Shall her pleas'd ear receive my words in peace. 655 

Swift to the queen returns the gentle ſwain: 

And fay, (ihe cries), does fear or ſhame detain 
The cautious ſtranger? With the begging kind 
Shame ſuits but ill. Eumeæus thus rejoin'd: 

He only aſks a more propitious hour, 669 
And ſhuns (who wou'd not?) wicked men in pow'r ; 
At ev'ning mild, (meet feaſon to confer), 

By turns to queſtion, and by turns to hear. 

| Whoe'er this gueſt, (the prudent queen replies), 
His ev'ry ſtep and ev'ry thought is wile. 665 
For men, like theſe, on earth he ſhall not find, 
In all the mifcreant race of human kind. 

Thus the. Eumenus all her words attends, 

And parting, to the ſuitor pow'rs deſcends ; 
There ſeeks Telemachus, aud thus apart 670 
In whiſpers breathes the fondneſs of his heart. 

The time, my lord, invites me to repair 
Hence to the lodge ; my charge demands my care. 
Theſe ſons of murder tharit thy life to take; 

O guard it, guard it, for thy ſervant's fake | 675 
hanks to my friend, he cries; but now the hour 

Of night draws on, go ſeek the rural bow'r : 

But firſt refreſh : and at the dawn. of day 

Hither a victim to the gods convey. 

Our life to heav'n's immortal pow'rs we truſt, 680 

Safe in their care, for heav'n protects the juit. 

Obſervant of his voice, Eumæus ſat 

And fed recumbent on a chair of ſtate. 

Then inſtant roſe, and as he mov'd along 

was riot all amid the ſuitor-throng, 685 
They feaſt, they dance, and raiſe the mirthful ſong, ) 
Till now declining tow'rd the cloſe of day, 

The ſun obliquely ſhot his dewy ray.. 
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Tun AARGUMENT. 
The fight of Ulyſſes and Irus. 
The beggar Irus inſults Ulyſſes ; the ſuitors promote the. 


guarrel, in which Irus is worſted, and miſerably hand-.ed.. 
Penelope deſcends, and receives the preſents of the ſuitors. 
The dialogue of Ulyſſes with Eurymachus.. 


HILE fix'd in thought the penſive hero fat, 
A mendicant approach'd the royal gate 
A ſurly vagrant of the giant kind, 
The ſtain of manhood, of a coward mind: 
From feaſt to ſeaſt, infatiate to devour, 5 
He flew, attendant on the genial hour. 
When on his mother's knees a. babe he lay, 
She nam'd Arnzus on his natal day: 
But Irus his aſſociates call'd the boy, ö 
Practis'd the common meſſenger to fly; of 
Irus, a name expreſſive of th? employ. 
From his own roof, with meditated blows, 
He ſtrove to drive the man of mighty woes. 

Hence, dotard, hence! and timely ſpeed thy way, 
Leſt dragg'd in vengeance thou repent thy ſtay; 15 
See how with nods aſſent yon princely train! 

But, hon'ring age, in mercy | refrain ; 
In peace away! Felt if perſuaſions fail, 
This arm with blows more eloquent prevail. 

To whom with ſtern regard: O inſolence, 20 

indecently to rail without offence! 
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What bounty gives, without a rival ſhare; 
I atk, what harms not thee, to breathe this air: 
Alike on alms we both precarious live; 
And canſt thou envy when the great relieve ? 
Know, from the bountcous heav'ns all riches flow, 
And what man gives, the gods by man beſtow; 
Proud as thou art, henceforth no more be proud, 
Leſt I imprint my vengeance in thy blood ; 
Old as I am, ſhould once my fury burn, 
How wouldſt thou fly, nor ev'n in thought return? 
Mere woman glutton ! (thus the churl reply'd) ;. 
A tongue ſo flippant, with a throat ſo wide! 
Why ceaſe I, gods! to daſh thoſe teeth away, 
Like ſome wad boar's, that, greedy of his prey, 35 
Uproots the bearded corn? Rife, try the fight, 
Gird well thy loins, approach and. feel my might: 
Sure of defeat, before the peers engage; 
Unequal fight! when youth contends with age ! 
Thus in a wordy war their tongues difplay 
More fierce intents, preluding to the fray ; 
Antinous hears, and, in a jovial vein, 
Thus with loud laughter to the ſuitor train. 
This happy day in mirth, my friends, employ, 
And lo! the gods conſpire to crown our joy. 
Sce ready for the fight, and hand to hand, 
| Yon ſurly mendicants contentious ſtand; 
| Why urge we not to blows? Well pleas'd they ſpring 
Swift from their ſeats, and thick*ning form a ring. 
To whom Antinous. Lo! enrich'd with blood, 50 
| A kid's well-fatted entrails 2 food!) | ' 
On glowing embers lie; on him beſtow i 
The choicelt portion who ſubdues his foe ; ; 
Grant him unrival'd in theſe walls to ſtay, 4 
The ſole attendant on the genial day. 55 1 
The lords applaud: Ulyſſes then with art, 
And fears well- feign'd, diſguis'd his dauntleſs heart: 
Worn as I am with age, decay'd with woe; | 
Say, is it baſeneſs to decline the foe ? | 
Hard. conflict! when calamity and age 60 1 
With vig'rous youth, unknown to cares, engage! [ 
Yet, fearfub of diſgrace, to try the day 1 
Imperious hunger Vids, and I obey; 
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But ſwear, impartial arbiters of right, 
Swear to ſtand neutral while we cope in fight. G5 

The peers aſſent : when ſtraight his ſacred head 
Telemachus uprais'd, and ſternly faid. 

Stranger, if prompted to chaſtiſe the wrong 

Of this bold infolent ; conſide, be ftroug ! 

Th' injurious Greek that dares attempt a blow, 70 
That inſtant makes Telemachus his foe ; 

Aud theſe my friends“ ſhall guard the ſacred ties 

Of hoſpitality, for they are wiſe. 

Then, girding his rong loins, the king prepares 
To cloſe in combat, and Nis body bares ; 75 
Broad ſpread his ſhoulders, and his nervous thighs 
By juſt degrees, like well-turn'd columns, rife : 

Ample his cheſt, his arms are round and long, 

And cach ſtrong joint Minerva knits more ſtroug, 
(Attendant on Fo chief): the ſuitor-crowd 80 
With wonder gaze, and gazing ſpeak aloud: 

Irus! alas! ſhall Irus be no more, 

Black fate impends, and this th' avenging hour! 
Gods! how his nerves a matchleſs ſtrength proclaim : 
Swell o'er his well-{trung limbs, and brace his frame! 85 

Then pale with fears, and ſick'ning at the fight, 
They dragg'd th' unwilling Irus to the fight; 

From his blank viſage fled the coward blood, 
And his fleſh trembled as aghaſt be ſtood : 

O that fuck baſeneſs ſhould difgrace the light ! go 
O hide it, death, in everlaſting night! 

( Exclaims. Antinous): can a vig'rous foe 

Meanly decline to combat age and woe ? 

But hear me, wretch! if, recreant in the fray, 

That huge bulk yield this ill-conteſted day; 95 
Inſtant thou ſaiPit, to Echetus repgn'd; 

A tyrant, fierceſt of the tyrant kind, 

Who caſts thy mangled. ears and noſe a prey 

To hungry dogs, and lops the man away. 

While with 1ndiguant ſcorn, he ſternly ſpoke, 100 
In ev'ry joint the trembling Irus ſhook : 
| Now front to front each frowuing champion ſtands, 
And poiſes high in air his adverſe hands. 

The chief yet doubts, or to the ſhades below 
To fell the giant at one vengeful blow, 105 
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Or ſave his life; and ſoon his life to ſave 

The king relolves, for mercy {ways the brave. 

That inſtant Irus his huge arm extends, 

Full on the ſhoulder the rude weight deſcends; 

The ſage Ulyſſes, fearful to diſcloſe 110 
The hero latent in the man of woes, 

Check'd half his might; yet, riſing to the ſtroke, 

His jaw-bone daſh'd; the craſhing jaw- bone broke: 
Down dropp'd he ſtupid from the ftunning wound; 
His feet extended, quiv'ring beat the ground 115 
His mouth and noſtrils ſpout a purple food; 

His teeth, all ſhatter'd, ruſh immix'd with blood. 

The peers tranſported, as out- ſtretch'd he lies, 
With burits of laughter rend the vaulted ſkies. 

Then dragg'd along, all bleeding from the wound, 
His length of carcaſe trailing prints the ground; 121 
Rais'd on his ſeet, again he reels, he falls, 

Till propp'd, reclining on the palace walls; 
Then to his hand a ſtaff the victor gave, 
And thus with juſt reproach addreſs'd the ſfave. 125 

There, terrible, affrighit the dogs, and reign 
A dreaded tyrant o'er the beſtial train! 

But mercy to the poor and {ſtranger ſhow, 

Leſt heav'n in vengeance ſend ſome mightier woe. 
Scornful he ſpoke, and o'er his ſhoulder flung 1430 
The broad-patch'd ſcrip; the ſcrip in tatters hung 5 

III join'd, and knotted to a twiſted thong. 
Then, turning ſhort, diſdain'd a further b. 
But to the wy. Far meaſur'd back the way. 
There as he reſted, gath'ring in a ring, 135 
The peers with ſmiles addreſt their 9 king: 
Stranger, may Jove and all th' aerial pow'rs, 
With ev'ry bleſkng crown thy happy hours ? 
Qur freedom to thy proweſs'd arm we owe 
From bold intruſion of thy coward foe ; 140 
Inſtant the flying ſail the ſlave ſhall wing 
To Echetus, the monſter of a king. 
While pleas'd he hears, Antinous bears the food, 
A kid's well-fatted entrails, rich with blood: 
The bread from canitters of ſhining mold 145 
Amphinomus! aud wines that laugh in gold: 
. And 
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And oh! (he mildly cries) may heav'n diſplay 

A beam of glory o'er thy future day! 

Alas, the brave too oft is doom'd to bear 

The gripes of poverty and ſtings of care. 150 
To whom with thought mature the king replies: 

The tongue ſpeaks ne) when the ſoul is wiſe; 

Such was thy father! in imperial ſtate, 

Great without vice, that oft attends the great: 

Nor from the fre art thou the fon declin'd; 155 

Then hear my words, and grave them in thy mind! 

Of all that breathes, or grov'ling creeps on earth, 

Moſt vain is man! calamitous by birth; 

To-day with pow'r elate, in ſtrength he blooms; 

The haughty creature on that or preſumes: 160 

Anon from heav'n a ſad reverſe he feels; 

Untaught to bear, gainſt heav'n the wretch rebels. 

For man is changeful, as his bliſs or woe; 

Too high when proſp'rous, when diſtreſt too low. 

There was a day, when with the ſcornful great 165 

J ſwell'd in pomp and arrogance of ſtate; 

Proud of the pow'r that to bigh birth belongs; 

And us'd that pow'r to juſtify my wrongs. 

Then let not man be proud; but, firm of mind, 

Bear the beſt humbly, and the worſt refigu'd ; 170 

Be dumb when heav'n afflicts! unlike yon train 

Of haughty ſpoilers, infolently vain ; 

Who make their queen and all her wealth a prey: 

But vengeance and Ulyſſes wing their way. 

O nar thou, favour'd by ſome guardian pow'r, 175 

Far, far be diſtant in that Jeathfal hour! 

For ſure I am, if {tern Ulyſſes breathe, 

Theſe lawleſs riots end in blood and death. 

Then to the gods the rofy juice he pours, 

And the drain'd goblet to the chief reſtores. 2 80 

Stung to the ſoul, o'ercaſt with holy dread, 

He ſhook the graceful honours of his head ; 

His boding mind the future woe foreltals ; 

In vain! by great Telemachns he falls; 

For Pallas ſeals his doom: all fad be turns 185 

To join the peers; reſumes his tbrone, and mourns. 
Mean while Minerva with inſtinctive fires 

4 by foul, Penelope, from heav'u wipires ; 
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With flatt'ring hopes the ſuitors to betray, 
Aud ſeem to meet, yet fly, the bridal day; 
Thy hutband's wonder, and thy ſon's, to raiſe; 
And crown the mother and the wife with praiſe. 
Then, while the {ſtreaming forrow dims her eyes, 
Thus with a tranſient ſmile the matron cries: 

Eurynome! to go where riot reigns 
J feel an impulſe, tho' my ſoul diſdains; 

To my lov'd fon the ſnares of death to ſhow, 

And in the traitor friend unmaik the foe ; 

Who, ſmooth of tongue, in purpoſe infincere, 
Hides fraud in ſmiles, while death is ambuſh'd there. 

Go warn thy ſon, nor be the warning vain, 
(Reply'd the fave of the royal train); 

But bath'd, anointed and adorn'd deſcend ; 
Pow'rful of charms, bid ev'ry grace attend: 
"The tide of flowing tears a while ſuppreſs 
Tears but indulge the forrow, not repreſs. 
Some joy remains: to thee a ſon is giv'n, 
Such as in fondneſs parents aſk of heav'n. 

Ah me! forbear, (returns the queen), forbear; 
Oh! talk not, talk not of vain beauty's care; 
No more I bathe, ſince he no longer ſees 
Thoſe charms, for whom alone I with to pleaſe. 
The day that bore Ulyſſes from this coaſt 
Blaſted the little bloom thoſe cheeks could boaſt. 
But inſtant bid Autonoe deſcend, 

Inſtant Hippodame our ſteps attend; 
Ill ſuits it female virtue to be ſeen 
Alone, indecent, in the walks of men. 

Then while Eurynome the mandate bears, 
From heav'n Minerva ſhoots with guardian cares; 
| Ofer all her ſenſes, as the couch ſhe preſt, 

She pours a pleaſing, deep aud death-like reſt; 
With ev'ry beauty ev'ry feature arms, 

Bids her cheeks glow, and lights up all her charms; 
In her love-darting eyes awakes the fires, 
(Immortal gifts! to kindle ſoft defires) ; 

From limb to limb an air majeſtic ſheds, 

And the pure iv'ry o'er her boſom ſpreads. 

Such Venus ſhines, when with a — — bound 


She ſmoothly gliding ſwims th' harmonious round, 
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When with the graces in the dance ſhe moves, 
And fires the gazing gods with ardent loves. 
Then to the ſkies her flight Minerva bends, 
And to the queen the damſel train deſcends : 
Wak'd at their ſteps, her flowing eyes uncloſe ; 
The tear ſhe wipes, and thus renews her woes. 
Howe'er, 'tis well, that fleep a while can free 
With ſoft forgetfulneſs, a wretch like me; 
Oh! were it giv'n to yield this tranſient breath, 
Send, oh! Diana, fend the fleep of death! 
Why muit I waſte a tedious life in tears, 
Nor bury in the filent grave my cares ? 
O my Ulyſles! ever-honour'd name! 
For thee I mourn, till death diſſolves my frame. 
Thus wailing, flow and ſadly ſhe defcends, 
On either hand a damſe]-train attends: 
Full where the dome its ſhining valves expands, 
Radiant before the gazing peers ſhe ſtands; 
A veil tranſlucent o'er her brow diſplay'd, 
Her beauty ſeems, and only ſeems to ſhade: 
Sudden ſhe lightens in their dazzled eyes, 
And ſudden 7 ie in ev'ry boſom riſe; 
They ſend their eager ſouls with ev'ry look, 
Till ſilence thus th? imperial matron broke: 
O why, my ſon! why now no more appears 


That warmth of ſoul that urg'd thy younger years? 


Thy riper days no growing worth impart, 

A man in ſtature, ſtill a boy in heart! 

Thy well-knit frame, unprofitably ſtrong, 
Speaks thee an hero from an hero ſprung : 

But the juſt gods in vain theſe gifts beſtow, 

O wiſe alone in form, and brave in ſhow! 
Heav*ns! could a ſtranger feel oppreſſion's hand 


Beneath thy roof, and couldit thou tamely ſtand? 


If thou the ſtranger's righteous cauſe decline, 
His is the ſuff'rance, but the ſhame is thine. 


To whom, with filial awe, the prince returns: 
[That gen'rous ſoul with juſt reſentment burns, 
Yet, taught by time, my heart has learn'd to glow, 
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For others good, and melt at others woe: 270 

But impotent theſe riots to repel, 

1 bear their outrage, tho' my ſoul rebel: | 
Helpleſs, 
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Helpleſs, amid the ſnares of death I tread, 
And numbers leagu'd in impious union dread: 
But now no crime is theirs : this wrong proceeds 275 
From Irus, and the guilty Irus bleeds, 
O would to Jove! or her whoſe arms diſpla 
The ſhield of Jove, or him who rules the day! 
That yon proud ſuitors, who licentions tread 
Theſe courts, within theſe courts like Irus bled 288 
Whoſe looſe head tott'ring, as with wine opprelt, 
Obliquely drops, and nodding knocks his breaſt; 
Pow'rleſs to move, his {tagg'ring feet deny 
The coward wretch the privilege to fly. 

Then to the queen Eurymachus replie 285 
O juſtly lov'd, and not more fair than wiſe! 
Should Greece thro? all her hundred ftates ſurvey 
"Thy finiſh'd charms, all Greece would own thy ſway, 
In rival crowds contelt the glorious prize, 
Diſpeopling realms to gaze upon thy eyes: 290 
O woman! lovelieſt of the lovely kind, 
In body perfect, and complete in mind! 

Ah me! returns the queen, when from this ſhore | 
Ulyſſes ſaid, then beauty was no more! 
The gods decreed theſe eyes no more ſhould keep 295 
Their wonted grace, but only ſerve to weep. 
Should he return, whate'er my beauties prove, 
My virtues latt ; my brighteſt charm is love. 
Now, grief, thou all art mine! the gods o'ercaſt 
My ſoul with woes, that long, ah, long muſt laſt! goo 
"Too faithſully my heart retains the day 
That ſadly tore my royal lord away: 
He graſp'd my hand, and oh, my ſpouſe! I leave 
Thy arms, (he cry'd), perhaps to find a grave: 
Fame ſpeaks the Trojans bold; they boaſt the ſkill 305 
To give the feather'd arrow wings to kill, 
To dart the ſpear, and guide the ruſhing car 
With dreadful inroad thro' the walks of war. 
My ſentence is gone forth, and 'tis decreed 
Perhaps by righteous heav'n that I muſt bleed! 310 
My father, mother, all, I truſt to thee ; 
To them, to them transfer the love of me: 
But when my ſon grows man, the royal ſway 
Reſign, and happy be thy bridal day ! 

A a Such 
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Such were his words ; and Hymen now prepares 315 
To light his torch, and give me up to cares; 

Th' afflitive hand of wrathful Jove to bear: 

A wretch the molt complete that breathes the air! 
Tall'n ev'n below the rights to woman due! 

Careleſs to pleaſe, with inſolence ye woo ! 320 
"The gen'rous lovers, ftudious to ſucceed, 

id their whole herds and flocks in banquets bleed; 
By precious gifts the vow ſincere diſplay : 

You, only yon, make her ye love your prey. 

Well-pleas'd Ulyſſes hears his queen deceive $25 
The ſuitor train, and raife a thirſt to give: 

Falſe hopes ſhe kindles, but thoſe hopes betray, 
And promiſe, yet elude the bridal day. 

While yet ſhe ſpeaks, the gay Antinous cries, 
Offspring of kings, and more than woman wiſe ! 330 
*Tis right ; *tis man's prerogative to give, 

And cuſtom bids thee without ſhame receive; 
Yet never, never, from thy dome we move, 
Till Hymen lights the torch of ſpouſal love. 

The peers deſpatch their heralds to convey 335 
"Che 12 of love; with ſpeed they take the way. 
A Antinous gives of ſhining dyes, 

The varying hues in gay confuſion riſe 

Rich from the artiſt's hand |» twelve claſps of gold 
Cloſe to the leſs'ning waiſt the veſt infold; 340 
Down from the ſwelling loins, the veſt unbound 
Floats in bright -waves redundant o'er the ground. 

A bracelet rich with gold, with amber gay, 

That ſhot efulgence be the ſolar ray, 

Eurymchus preſents ; and ear-rings bright, 345 
With triple ſtars, that caſt a end light. ] 
Piſander bears a necklace wrought with art; 

And ev'ry peer, exproſſive of his heart, 

A gift beſtows : this done, the queen aſcends, 

And flow behind her damſels-train attends. 350 

Then to the dance they form the vocal ſtrain, 

Till Heſperus leads forth the ſtarry train; 
And now he raiſes, as the day-light fades, 
His golden circlet in the deep'ning ſhades : 


Three vaſes heap'd with copious fires diſplay 355 
O'er all the palace a ſictitious day; 
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From ſpace to ſpace the torch. wide-beaming burns, 
And ſprightly damſels trim the rays by turns. 

To whom the king: Ill ſuits your 2 to ſtay 
Alone with men! ye modeſt maids, away! 360 
Go, with the queen the ſpindle guide; or cull 
(The partners of her cares) the ſilver wool; 

Be it my taſk the torches to ſupply, 

Ev'n till the morning lamp adorns the ſky ;. 

Ev'n tilt the morning, with unweary'd care, 365 
Slcepleſs I watch; for IL have learn'd to bear. 

Scornful they heard: Melantho, fair and young, 

(Melantho, from the the loins of Dolius ſprung, 

Who with the queen her years. an iufant led, 

With the ſoft fondneſs of a daughter bred),. 370 
Chiefly derides : regardleſs of the cares 

Her queen endures, polluted joys ſhe ſhares. 

Nocturnal with Eurymachus ! With eyes 

That ſpeak diſdain, the wanton thus replies. 

Oh whither wanders thy diſtemper'd brain, 375 

Thou bold intruder on a princely train? 

Hence to the vagrant's rendezvous repair; 

Or ſhun in ſome black forge the midnight air. 
Proceeds this boldneſs from a turn of ul, 

Or flows licentious from the copious bowl ? 380 
Iz-it that vanquiſh'd Irus fwells thy mind? 

A foe may meet thee of a braver kind, 

Who, ſhort'ning with a ſtorm of blows thy ſtay, 
Shall ſend thee A all in blood away! 

To whom with frowns : O impudent in wrong! 
Thy lord ſhall curb that inſolence of tongue; 386 
Know, to Telemachus I tell th? offence: 

The ſcourge, the ſcourge ſhall laſh thee into ſenſe. 
With conſcious ſhame they hear the ſtern rebuke, 
Nor longer durſt ſuſtain the ſov'reign look. 390 

Then to the ſervile taſk the monarch turns 
His royal hands: each torch refulgent burns 
With added day: mean while in muſeful mood, 
Abſorpt in thought, on vengeance fix'd he ſtood. 

And now the martial maid, by deeper wrongs 395 
To rouſe Ulyſſes, points the ſuitors tongues, . 
Scornful of age, to taunt the virtuous man: 
Thaughtleſs and gay, Eurymachus began. 

a 2 Hear + 
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Hear me, (he cries), confederates and friends! No 
Some god no doubt this ftranger kindly fends 400 Fu 
The ſhining baldneſs of his head ſurvey ; D. 
It aids our torch- light, and reflects the ray.— H. 

Then to the king that levell'd haughty Troy. 

Say, if large hire can tempt thee to employ Ti 
Thoſe hands in work; to tend the rural trade, 405 O 
Jo dreſs the walk, and form th' embow*ring ſhade ? T. 
So food and raiment conſtant will I give: | E 
But idly thus thy ſoul prefers to live, 5 P 
And ſtarve by ftrolling, not by work to thrive, : A 

To whom incens'd : Should we, O prince, engage I 
In rival taſks beneath the burning rage 411 
Of ſummer ſuns ; were both confraifd to wield, | C 
Foodleſe, the ſcythe along the burthen'd field ; V 
Oc ſhould we labour, while t'12 ploughſhare wounds, E 
With ſteers of equal ſtrength, th” aflotted grounds; C 
Beneath my labours, how thy wond'ring eycs 416 1 
Might ſee the ſable field at once ariſe! 

Should Jove dire war unlooſe ; with ſpear and ſhield, 9 


And nodding helm, I tread th' enſanguin'd field, 

Fierce in the van: then wou'dſt thou, wou'dſt thou- ſay- ? 

Miſname me glutton in that glorious day? 421 =o 

No, thy ill-judging thoughts the brave diſgrace ; 

"Vis thou injurious art, not I am baſe. | 

Proud to ſeem brave among a coward train! | | 

But know, thou art not valorous, but vain, 425 | 

Gods! ſhould the ſtern Ulyſſes rife in might, 

Theſe gates would ſeem too narrow for thy flight, 
While yet he ſpeaks, Eurymachus replies, 

With indignation flaſhing from his eyes.“ | 
Slave, I with juſtice might deſerve the wrong, 430 

Should L not puniſh that opprobrious tongue, 

Irrev'rent to the great, and uncontrol'd, 

Art thou from wine, or innate folly, bold ? 

Perhaps, theſe outrages from Irus flow, 

A worthleſs triumph o'er a worthleſs foc! 435 
He ſaid, and with. full force a footſtool threw : 

WhirPd from his arm with erring rage it flew 

Ulyſſes, cautious of the vengeful foe, 

Stoops to the ground, and diſappoints the blow. 1 

ot. 
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Not ſo a youth who deals the goblet round, 440 
Full on his ſhoulder it inflicts a wound, 

Daſh'd from his hand the ſounding goblet flies, 

He ſhrieks, he reels, he falls and breathleſs lies. 

Then wild uproar and clamour mounts the ſky, 

Till mutual thus the-peers indiguant cry; 445 
O had this ſtranger unk to realms bencath, 

To the black realms of darkneſs and of death, 
Ere yet he trod theſe ſhores ! to ſtrife he draws 
Peer againſt peer ; and what the weighty cauſe ? 
A. vagabond ! for him the great deſtroy. 450 
In riſe ignoble jars, the feaſt of joy: 

To whom the ſtern Telemachus uproſe! 
Gods ! what wild folly from the goblet flows? - 
Whence this unguarded openneſs of ſoul, 
But from the licence of the copious bowl? 454 
Or heav'n deluſion ſends-: but hence away! 
Force J forbear, and without force obey. 

Silent, abaſh'd, they hear the ſtern rebuke, 
Till thus Amphinomus the ſilence broke. 

True are his words, and he whom truth offends, 
Not with Telemachus, but truth contends ; 46s 
Let not 'the hand of violence invade + 
The rev'rend ſtranger, or the ſpotleſs maid ; | 
Retire we hence ! but crown with roly wine 
The flowing goblet to the pow'rs divine; 465 
Guard he his gueſt beneath whoſe roof he ſtands; 
This juſtice, this the ſocial right demands. 

The peers aſſent; the-goblet Mulius crown'd 
With purple juice, and bore in order round ; 

Each peer ſucceſſive his libation pours 470 
To the bleſt gods that fill th? aerial bow'rs; 

Then ſwill'd with wine, with noiſe the ero ds bey, 
And ruſhing forth tumultuous, reel away. 
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K XIX. 


Tn ARGUMENT. 
The diſcovery of Ulyſſes to Euryclea. 


Ulyſſes and his fon remove the wveaprns out of the armory... 
Illes in converſation with Penelope gives a fidtitious 
account of his adventures ; then afſures her he had for- 
merly entertained her huſband in Crete ; and deſcribes 
exactly his perſon and dreſs, affirms to have heard of him 
in Phaacia and Theſpretia, and that his return is cer- 
tain, aud within a month. He then goes to bathe, and 
is attended by Euryclea, who diſcovers him to be Ulyſſes 
by the ſcar upon his leg, which he formerly received in 
bunting the wild boar on Parnaſſus. The poet inſerts 
a dic reſion, relating that accident, with all its parti- 
culars. 


2 LTING ſecret with the blue-ey'd maid, 
4 Still in the dome divine Ulyſſes ſtaid: 
Revenge mature for act inflam'd his breaſt ; 
And thus the ſon, the fervent ſire addreſt. 

Inſtant convey thoſe ſteely ſtores of war 5 
'To diſtant rooms, diſpos'd with ſecret care: 
Ihe cauſe demanded by the ſuitor-train, 
To ſooth their fears a ſpacious reaſon feign : 
Say, ſince Ulyſles left his natal coaſt, 
Obſcene with ſmoke, their beamy luſtre loſt, 10 
His arms deform'd, the roof they won't adorn : 
From the glad walls inglorious lumber torn. 
Suggeſt, that Jove the peaceful thought inſpir'd, 
Leſt they by ſight of ſwords to fury tir'd, 

| Diſhoneſt 
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Diſhoneſt wounds, or violence of ſoul, 
Defame the bridal feaſt, and friendly bowl. 
The prince obedient to the ſage command, 
To Euryclea thus : the female band 
Ia their apartments keep; ſecure the doors: 
Theſe ſwarthy arms among the covert ſtores 20 
Are ſeemlier hid; my thoughtleſs youth they blame, 
Imbrown'd with vapour of the ſmould'ring flame. 
In happy hour, (pleas'd Euryclea cries), 
Tutor'd by early woes, grow early wiſe! 
Inſpect with ſharpen'd fight and frugal care 25 
Your patrimonial wealth, a prudent heir. 
But who the lighted taper will provide, 
(The female train retir'd), your toils to guide? 
Without infringing hoſpitable right, | 
This gueſt (he cry*d) ſhall bear the guiding light: 30 
I cheer no lazy vagrants with . 
They ſhare the meal that earn it ere they taſte, 
He ſaid; from female ken ſhe ſtrait ſecures 
The purpos'd deed, and guards the bolted doors: 
A uxiliar to his ſon, Ulyſſes bears 35 
The plumy-creited helms and pointed ſpears, 
With ſhields indented deep in glorious wars. 
Minerva viewleſs on her charge attends, 
And with her golden lamp his toil befriends; 
Not ſuch the ftickly beams, which, unſincere, 40 
Gilds the groſs vapour of this nether ſphere! 
A preſent deity the prince confeſs'd, 
Aud, rapt with ecſtaſy, the fire addreſs'd. 
What miracle thus dazzles with ſurpriſe! 
Diſtinct in rows the radiant columns riſe: 45 
The walls, where-eer my wond'ring fight I turn, 
And roofs, amidſt a blaze of glory burn! 
Some viſitant of pure etherial race, 
With his bright preſence deigus the dome to grace. 
Be calm, replies the fire ; to none impart, 50 
But oft revolve the viſion in thy heart: 
Celeſtials, mantled in exceſs of light, 
Can viſit unapproach'd by mortal fight. 
Seek thou repoſe ; whilſt here I ſole remain, 
T' explore the conduct of the female train: 55 
The penſive queen perchanee deſires to know 
The ſeries of my toils, to ſooth her woe. 
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With tapers flaming day his train attends, 

His bright alcove th' obſequious youth aſcends + 
Soft ſlumb?'rous. ſhades his drooping eye-lids cloſe, 
Till on her eaſtern throne Aurora glows. 

Whilſt, forming plans of death, Ulyſſes ſtaid, 
In council ſecret with the martial maid; - 
Attendant nymphs in beauteous order wait 
The queen, deſcending from her bow'r of ſtate. 
Her cheeks the warmer.bluſh of Venus wear, 
Chaſten'd with coy. Diana's penſive air. 

An iv'ry ſeat with ſilver ringlets grac'd, . 

By fam'd Icmalius wrought, the menials plac'd: : 
With wry ſilver'd thick the footſtool ſhone, 

O'er which the panther's various hide was thrown, 


The ſov'reign ſeat with graceful air ſhe preſs'd; 


To diff*rent taſks their toil. the nymphs. addreſs'd: 


The golden goblets ſome, and ſome reſtor'd 
From ſtains of luxury the poliſh'd board: 
"Theſe to remove th? expiring embers came, 
While thofe with uncruous fir foment the flame. 
Twas then Mclantho with imperious mien 
Renew'd th' attack, incontinent of ſpleen ; 
Avaunt, ſhe.cry'd, offenſive to my fight! 
Deem not in ambuſh here to lurk by night, 
Into the woman-ltate aſquint. to pry z 
A day devourer, and an ev'ning ſpy! 
Vagrant, be gone! before this blazing. brand 
Shall urge—and wav'd. it hifling in her hand. 
Th' inſulted hero rolls his wrathful eyes, 
And, why ſo turbulent of foul ? he.crics; . 
Can theſe lean ſſirivel'd limbs unnerv'd with age, 
Theſe poor but honeſt rags enkindle rage? 
In crowds, we wear the badge of. hungry fate; 
And beg, degraded from ſuperior .ſtate !. 
Conſtrain'd, a rent-charge on the rich I live; 
Reduc'd to crave the good I once could give: 
A palace, wealth and (laves I late poſſeſs'd, 
And all that makes the great be call'd the bleſs'd : 
My gate, an emblem of my open ſoul, 
Embrac'd the poor, and dealt a bounteous dole. 
Scorn not the. fad reverſe, injurious maid! 


*Tis Jove's high will, and be his will obey d! 
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Nor think thyſelf exempt: that roſy prime ICO 
Muſt ſhare the gen'ral doom of with'ring time: 

To ſome new channel ſoon the changeful tide 

Of royal grace th' offended queen may guide, 

And her lov'd lord unplume thy tow'ring pride. 

Or were he dead, 'tis wiſdom to beware: 105 
Sweet blooms the prince beneath Apollo's care; 

Your deeds with quick impartial eye jurveys; 

Potent to puniſh what he cannot praiſe. 

Her keen reproach had reach'd the fov'reign's ear; 
Loquacious inſolent! ſhe cries, forbear: _ 110 
To thee the purpoſe of my ſoul I told ; 

Venial diſcourſe, unblam'd, with him to hold: 

The itory'd labours of my wand'ring lord, 

To ſooth my grief he baply may record: 

Vet him, my gueſt, thy venom'd rage hath ſtung: 119 

Thy head ſhail pay the forfeit of Gy tongue! 

But thou on whom my palace cares depend, 

Eurynome, regard the ſtranger friend: 

A ſeat ſoft ſpread with furry ſpoils prepare; 

Due diſtant, for us both to ſpeak and hear. 120 
Ihe menial fair obeys with duteous haſte: 

A ſeat adorn'd with furry ſpoils ſhe plac'd: 

Due diſtant for diſcourſe the hero ſat ; 

When thus the ſov'reign from her chair of ate: 

Reveal, obſequious to my firit demand, 125 

Thy name, thy lincage, and thy native land. 

Ee thus: O queen! whoſe far-reſounding fame 

Is bounded oaly by the ſtarry frame, 

Conſummate pattern of imperial ſway, 

Whoſe pious rule a warlike race obey! 130 
In wavy gold thy ſummer vales are dreſs'd; 

Thy autumns bend with copious fruit oppreſs'd: 

With flocks and herd each graſſy plain is itor'd 

And fiſh of ev'ry fin thy ſcas afford; 

Their affluent joys the grateful realms confeſs; 135 
And blefs the pow'r that ſtill delights to bleſs, 
Gracious permit this pray'r, imperial dame! 

Forbear to know my lineage, or my name: 

Urge not this brealt to heave, theſr eyes to weep 

In tweet oblivion let my forrow ſlcep! 28 


My 
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My woes awak'd will violate your ear; But, 
And to this gay cenſorious train appear Duvv 
A winy vapour melting in a tear, Thy 
Their gifts the gods reſum'd, (the queen rejoin'd),. No 1 
Exterior grace, and energy of mind; 145 
When the dear partner of my nuptial joy, The 
1 Auxiliar troops combin'd to conquer Troy. Of 
+ My lord's protecting hand alone would raiſe Ant 
4 y drooping verdure, and extend my praiſe! 80 
Peers from the diſtant Samian ſhore reſort; 150 Thi 
Here with Dulichians join'd, beſiege the court: Bu 
Zacynthus, green with ever-ſhady groves, Yo 
And Ithaca, preſumptuous boaſt their loves: 
Obtruding on my choice a ſecond lord, A1 
They — the Hymenzan rite abhorr'd. 155 M 
Miſrule thus mingling with domeſtic cares, | In 
I live regardleſs of my ſtate-affairs: Cc 
Receive no ſtranger gueſt, no poor relieve ; A 
But ever for my Jord in ſecret grieve !— T 
This art, inſtinct by ſome celeſtial pow'r, 160 1 
I try'd, elufive of the bridal hour: C 
« Ye peers, (I cry), who preſs to gain a heart V 
„Where dead Ulyſſes claims no future part; 1 
% Rebate your loves, each rival ſuit ſuſpend, 1 
« Till this funereal web my labours end; 165 1 
6 Ceaſe, till to good Laertes I bequeath : 1 
« A. pall of ſtate, the ornament of death. 
«© For when to fate he bows, each Grecian dame ] 
« With juſt reproach were licens'd to defame; _. | 
© Should he, long honour'd in ſupreme command, 170 
Want the laſt duties of a daughter's hand.“ 
The fiction pleas'd! their loves f long elude ;: 
The night (till ravell'd what the day renew'd. 
Three years ſucceſsful in my art conceal'd, 
My ineffectual fraud the fourth reveal'd : 175. 
Befriended by my own domeſtic ſpies, 
The woof unwrought the ſuitor train ſurpriſe, 
From nuptial rites they now no more recede, 
And fear forbids to falſify the breed. 
My anxious parents urge a ſpeedy choice, 180 
And to their ſuffrage gain the. filial voice: 
For rule mature Telemachus deplores _ 


His dome diſhionour'd, and exhauſted ſtoreg— 1 
ut, 


KC 
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But, ſtranger! as thy days ſeem full of fate, 
Divide diſcourſe, in turn thy birth relate: 185 
Thy port aſſerts thee of diftinguiſh'd race; 
No poor unfather'd product of diſgrace. 
Princeſs! he cries, renew'd by your command, 
The dear remembrance of my native land, 
Of ſecret grief unſeals the fruitful ſource ; 190 
And tears repeat their ns, forgotten courſe! 
So pays the wretch, whom fate conſtrains to roam, 
The dues of nature to his natal home! 
But inward on my ſoul let ſorrow prey; 
Your ſov'reign will my duty bids obey. 195 
Crete awes the Sicling waves, a fruitful ſoil ! 
And ninety cities crown the ſea-born iſle : 
Mix'd with her genuine ſons, adopted names 
In various tongues avow ther various claims: 
Cydonians dreadful with the bended yew, 2co 
And bold Pelaſgi boaſt a native's due: 
The Dorians, er amid the ſiles of war, 
Her foodful glebe with fierce Achaians ſhare; 
Cnoſſus, her capital of high command; 
Where ſcepter'd Minos with impartial hand 205 
Divided right; each ninth revolving year, 
By Jore receiv'd in council to confer. 
His ſon Deucalion bore ſucceſſive ſway ; 
His ſon, who gave me firſt to view the day! 
The royal bed an elder iſſue bleſt, 240 
Idomeneus, whom Ilian fields atteſt 


Of matchleſs deed: untrain'd to martial toil 


I hv'd inglorious in my native iſle, 

Studious of peace; and ÆEthon is my name. 

Twas then to Crete the great Ulyſſes came; 215 
For elemental war, and wintry Jove, | 
From Malea's guſty cape his navy drove 

To bright Lucina's fane; the ſhelfy coaſt 

Where loud Amniſus in the deep is loft. 

His veſſels moor'd (an incommodious port!) 220 
The hero ſpeeded to the Cnoſſian court: 

Ardent the partner of his arms to find; 

In leagues of long commutual friendſhip join'd. 


Vain hope! ten ſuns had warm'd the weſtern ſtrand, 


Q:nce my brave brother with his Cretan band 225 
Had 
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Had ſaiPd for Troy: but to the genial feaſt 
My honour'd roof receiv'd the royal gueſt: 
Beeves for his train the Cnoſſian peers aſſign, 
A public treat, with jars of gen'rous wine. 


Twelve days, while Boreas vex'd th' aerial ſpace, 


My hoſpitable dome he deign'd to grace: 


And when the north had ceas'd tlie ſtormy roar, 


He wing'd his voyage to the Phrygian ſhore. 
Thus the fam'd hero, perfected in wiles, 

With fair ſimilitude of truth beguiles 

The qucen's attentive ear: died in woe, 


From her bright eyes the tears unbounded flow. 


As ſnows collected on the mountain freeze; 
When milder regions breathe a vernal breeze, 


The fleecy pile obeys the whiſp'ring gales, 


Ends in a ſtream, and murmurs thro? the vales: 


So, melted with the pleaſing tale he told, 


Down her fair cheek the copious torrent roll'd: 


She to her preſent lord laments him loſt, 


And views that object which the wants the moſt! 


1 


With'ring at heart to ſee the weeping fair, 

His eyes look flern, and caſt a gloomy ſtare; 

Of horn the {tiff relentleſs balls appear, 

Or globes of iron fix'd in either ſphere; 

Firm wiſdom interdicts the ſoft*ning tear. 

A ſpeechleſs interval of grief enſucs, 

Jill thus the queen the tender theme renews, 
Stranger! that ere thy hoſpitable roof 

Ulyſſes grac'd, confirm by faithful proof; 

Delineate to my view my warhke lord, 

His form, his habit, and his train record. 
*T 1s hard, he cries, to bring to ſudden fight 

Ideas that have wing'd their diſtant flight: . 

Rarc on the mind thoſe images are trac'd, 

Whoſe footſteps twenty winters have detac'd : 

Put what J can, receive. In ample mode, 

A robe of military purple flow'd 

O'er all his frame: illuſtrious on his breaſt, 

The double claſping gold the king confeſt. 

In the rich woof a hound, moſaic drawn, 


Bore on full ſtretch, and ſeiz'd a dappl'd fawn : 
1 : 
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235 


240 


244 


355 


260 


265 
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Deep in the neck his fangs indent their hold ; 
They pant, and ſtruggle in the moving gold. 
Fine as a filmy web beneath it thone 
A velt that dazzel'd like a eloudleſs ſun : 270 
The female train who round him throng'd to gaze, 
In filent wonder hgh'd unwilling praiſe. 
A ſabre, when the warrior preſs'd to part, 
I gave, enamel'd with Vulcaman art : 
A mantle purple-ting'd, and radiant veſt, 275 
Dimenſion'd equal to his ſize, exprelt 5 
Aﬀection grateful to my honour'd gueſt. 
A fav'rite herald in his train I knew, 
His viſage ſolemn fad, of ſable hue : 
Short wooly curls o'erfleec*'d his bending head, 280 
O'er which a promontory-ſhoulder ſpread : 
Eurybates ! in whoſe large ſoul alone 
Ulyſſes view'd an image of his own. 
His ſpeech the tempeſt of her grief reftor'd, 
In all he told ſhe recogniz'd her lord: 285 
But when the ſtorm was ſpent in plenteous ſhow'rs, 
A pauſe inſpiriting her languiſh'd pow'rs, 
O thou, ſhe cry'd, whom firſt inclement fate 


Made welcome to my hoſpitable gate ; 


With all thy wants the name of poor ſhall end; 290 
Henceforth live honour'd, my domeltic friend! 
The veſt much envy'd on your native coaſt, 
And regal robe with figur'd gold emboſt, 
In happier hours my artful hand employ'd, 
When my lov'd lord this bliſsful bow'r enjoy'd: 295 
The fall of Troy erroneous and forlorn 
Doom'd to ſurvive, and never to return! 
Then he, with pity touch'd: O royal dame! 
Your ever-anxious mind, and beauteous frame, 
From the devouring rage of grief reclaim, . 
I not the fondneſs of your foul reprove 


For ſuch a lord! who crown'd your virgin- love 
With the dear bleſſing of a fair increale ; 


Himſelf adorn'd with more than mortal grace : 

Yet while I ſpeak, the mighty woe ſuſpend ; 305 
Truth forms my tale; to x. 2 truth attend. 

The royal object of your deareſl care, 


Preathes in no diſtant clime the vital air: 


1 Is - 
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In rich Theſprotia, and the nearer bound 
Of Theſlaly, his name I heard renown'd: 310 
Mithout retinue, to that friendly ſhore 

Welcom'd with gifts of price, a ſumleſs ſtore ! 

His ſacrilegious train, who dar'd to prey 

On herds E to the god of day, 
Were doom'd by Jove, and Phœbus' juſt decree, 315 
To periſh in the rough Trinacrian ſea. 
To better fate the blameleſs chief ordain'd, 

A floating fragment of the wreck regain'd, 
And rode the ſtorm; till by the billows toſt, 

He landed on the fair Phzacian coaſt. 320 
That race, who emulate the life of gods, 

Receive him joyous to their bleſt abodes : 
Large gifts confer, a ready fail command, 
To esd his voyage to the Grecian ſtrand. 

But your wiſe lord, (in whoſe capacious ſoul 325 
High ſchemes of pow'r in juſt ſucceſſion roll), 

His Ithaca refus'd from fav'ring fate, 

Till copious wealth might guard his regal ſtate. 

Phedon the fact affirm'd, whoſe ſov'reign ſway 
Theſprotian tribes, a duteous race, « hy 330 
And bade the gods this added truth atteſt, 

(While pure libations crown'd the genial feaſt), 

That anchor'd in his port the veſſels ſtand, 

To waft the hero to his natal land. 

J for Dulichium urge the watry way, 335 
But firſt the Ulyſſean wealth ſurvey : 

So rich the value of a ſtore ſo vaſt 

Demands the pomp of centuries to waſte ! 

"Che darling object of your royal love, 

Was journey'd thence to Dodonean Jove ; 340 
By the ſure precept of the ſilvan ſhrine, 
To form the conduct of his great deſign : 

Irreſolute of ſoul, his ſtate to ſhrowd 

In dark diſguiſe, or come a king avow'd. 

Thus lives your lord; nor longer doom'd to roam: 345 
Soon will he grace this dear paternal dome. 

By Jove, the ſource of good, ſupreme in pow'r! 

By the bleſt genius of this friendly bow'r ! * 

T ratify my ſpeech ; before the ſun 6 
His annual longitude of heav'n ſhall run; 350 

| When 
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When the pale empreſs of yon ſtarry train 


In the next month renews her faded wan, 
Ulyſſes will aſſert his rightful reign. 


291 


; 


What thanks! what boon! reply'd the queen, are due, 


When time ſhall prove the ſtory'd bleſſing true: 
My lord's return ſhould fate no more retard, 
Envy ſhall ſic ken at thy vaſt reward. ; 
But my prophetic fears, alas! preſage, 
The wounds of deſtiny's relentleſs rage. 
] long muſt weep ! nor will Ulyſſes come, 
With royal gifts to ſend you konour'd home! — 
Your other taſk, ye menial train, forbear: 
Now waſh the ſtranger, and the bed prepare; 
With ſplendid palls the downy fleece adorn : 
Up-rifiag early with the purple morn, 
His ſinews ſhrunk with age, and ftiſf with toil, 
In the warm bath foment with fragrant oil. 
Then with Pelemachus the ſocial feaſt 
Partaking free, my ſole invited gueſt; 
\Whoc'er neglects fo pay diſtinction due, 
The breach of hoſpitable right may rue. 
The vulgar oi my fex I molt exceed 
la real tame, when moſt humane my deed : 
And vainly to the praiſe of queen aſpire, 
If, ſtranger! I permit that mean attire, 
Beneath the fealtful bow'r. A. narrow ſpace 
Conknes the circle of our deftin'd race: 
*Fis ours, with good the ſcanty round to grace. 
Thoſe who to cruel] wrong their ſtate ek; 
Dreaded in life, the mutter'd curſe purſues; 
Ey death diſrob'd of all their ſavage pow? rs, 
Then, licens'd rage her hateful prey devours. 
zut he whoſe inborn worth his acts coramend, 
Ot gentle ſou}, to human race a friend; 
Ihe wretched he relieves diſluſe his fame, 
And diſtant tongues exto] the patron name. 
Princeſs, he cry'd, in yain your buunties flow 
On me, conſirm'd and obſtiuate in woe, 
When my lov'd Crete receiv'd my final view, 
And from my weeping eyes her cliffs withdrew ; 
Theſe tatter'd weeds (my decent robe reſign'd) 
J choſe, the liv'ry of a woefu] mind! | 
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Nor will my heart-corroding cares abate 

With ſplendid palls, and canopies of ſtate: 
Low- couch'd on earth, the gift of ſleep I ſcorn, 
And catch the glances of the waking morn. 
Ihe delicacy of your courtly train 

%% waſh a wretched wand'rer wou'd diſdain ; 
But if, in track of Jong experience try'd, 
And fad fimilitude of woes ally'd, 

dome wretch reluctant views aerial light, 

"Fo ter mean hand aſſign the friendly rite. 


Pleas'd with his wiſe reply, the queen rejoin'd : 


Such gentle manners, and ſo ſage a mind, 

In al wio grac'd this hoſpitable bow'r 

i neer diſcern'd, before this ſocial hour. 

much ſervants as your humble choice requires, 

"Fo light recciv'd the lord of my deſires, 

New from the birth: and with a mother's hand 

His tender bloom to manly growth ſuſtain'd : 

Of matchleſs prudence, and a duteous mind 

"''ho' now to life's extremeſt verge declin'd, 

Of {trenpth ſuperior to the toil afſign'd, — 

Riſe, Euryclea ! with officious care 

Tor the poor friend the cleanſing bath prepare: 

his debt his correſpondent fortunes claim, 

%o like Ulyſſes, and perhaps the ſame ! 

"Phus, old with woes, my fancy paints him now ! 

For age untimely marks the careful brow, 
Iuſtant obſequious to the mild command, 

Sad Euryclea roſe; with trembling hand 

She veils the torrent of her tearful eyes ; 

Ard thus impaſſion'd to herſelf replies. 

Zon of my love, and monarch of my cares! 
What pangs for thee this wretched boſom bears ! 
Are thus by Jove who conſtant beg his aid 
With pious deed, and pure devotion, paid? 
He never dar'd defraud the ſacred fane, 

Of perfect hecatombs in order ſſain: 

There oft implor'd his tutelary pow'r 

Long to protract the Tad ſepulchral hour; 
hat form'd for empire with paternal care, 
1is realm might recoguize an equal heir. 
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O deſtin'd head! the pious vows are lot; 

His god forgets him on a foreign coalt !— 435 
Perhaps, like thee, poor gueſt ! in wanton pride 

The rich inſult him, and the young deride ! 


Conſcious of worth revil'd, thy gen'rous mind 4 I 
The friendly rite of purity declin'd ; 4 
My will concurring with my queen's command, 440 | 


Accept the bath from this obſequious hand. 
A ſtrong emotion ſhakes my anguilh'd breaſt ; 
In thy whole form Ulyſſes ſeems exprett : 
Of all the wretched harbour'd on our coaſt, 
None imag'd &er like thee my maſter loft. 445 
Thus half-diſcover'd thro? the dark diſguiſe, 
With cool compoſure feign'd, the chief replies : 
You join your ſuffrage to the public vote ; 
The ſame you think, have all beholders thought. 
He ſaid : repleniſh'd from the pureſt fprings, 450 
"The laver ſtraight with buſy care ſhe brings: 
In the deep vale, that ſhone like burniſh'd gold, 
The boiling fluid temperates the cold. 
Mean time revolving in his thoughtful mind 
The ſcar, with which his manly . was ſign'd; 455 
His face averting from the crackling blaze, 
His thoulders intercept th' unfriendly rays. 
'Fhus cautious in th? obſcure he hop'd to fly 
The curious ſearch of Euryclea's eye. 
Cautious in vain ! nor ceas'd the dame to fad 460 
The fcar, with which his manly knee was ſign'd. 
This on Parnaſſus (combating the boar) 
With poocing rage the tuſky ſavage tore. 
Attended by his brave maternal race, | 
His grandſire ſent him to the filvan chace, 465 
42 the bold: (a mighty name 
For ſpotleſs faith and deeds of martial fame: 
Hermes his patron-god thoſe gifts beſtow'd, 
Whoſe ſhrine with weanling lambs he wont to load). 
His courſe to Ithaca this hero ſped, 470 
When the fürſt product of Laertes' bed 
Was new diſclog'd to birth; the banquet ends, 5 


When Euryclea from the queen deſcends, 
And to his fond embrace the babe commends. 


Bb 3 « Receive,” 
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© Receive,” ſhe cries, © your royal daughter's ſon; 475 
„And name the blefling that your pray'rs have won.“ 
hen thus the hoary chief, “ My victor arms 
« Have aw'd the realms around with dire alarms : 

« A ſure memorial of my dreaded fame 

« The boy ſhall bear; Ulyſſes be his name! 480 
« And when with filial love the youth ſhall come 

«© To view his mother's ſoil, my Delphic dome 

« With gifts of price ſhall ſend him joyous home.“ 

Lur'd with the promis'd boon, when youthful prime 
Ended in man, his mother's natal clime 485 
Ulylics ſought ; with fond affection dear 
Amphithea's arms recciv'd the royal heir: 

Her ancient lord“ an equal joy poſſeſt; 
Inſtant he bade prepare the genial feaſt : 

A ſteer to form the ſumptuous banquet bled, 
Whoſe ſtately growth five flow'ry ſummers fed: 
His ſons divide, and roaſt with artful-care 
"Ihe limbs; then all the taſteful viands fhare. 
Nor ceas'd diſcourſe (the banquet of the foul) 
"ll Phœbus wheeling to the weſtern goal 49 8 
Reſign'd the ſkies, and 7 involv'd the pole. | 
Their drooping eyes the {Jumb*rous ſhade oppreſt, 
Sated they roſe, and all retir'd to reſt. 

Soon as the morn, new-robb'd in purple light, 
Pierc'd with her golden ſhafts the rear of night; 5co 
I Ulyſſes, and his brave maternal race 
The young Autolyci, aſſay the chace. 

Parnaſſus, thick perplex'd with horrid ſhades, 

With decp-mouth'd hounds the hunter-troop invades; 

What time the ſun, from ocean's peaceful ſtream, 


490 


© 
Darts o'er the lawn his horizontal beam. wY 
The pack impatient ſnuff the tainted gale ; 

"The thorny wilds the woodmen fierce alſai] ; 

And foremolt of the train, his cornel ſpear 

Ulyffes wav'd, to rouze the ſavage war. 510 


Peep in the rough receſſes of the wood, 
A lofty copſe, the growth of ages, ſtood : 
Nor winter's boreal blait, nor thund'rous ſhow'r, 


Nor ſolar ray, could pierce the ſhady bow'r, 


Autolycus. 


With 
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With wither'd foliage ftrew'd, a heapy ſtore! 515 
The warm pavilion of a dreadful boar. 

Rous'd by the hounds and hunters mingling cries, 
The ſavage from his leafy ſhelter flies: 

With fiery glare his ſanguine eye-balls ſhine, 
And briſtles bigh impale his horrid chine. 

Young Ithacus advanc'd, dehies the foe, 

Poiſing his lifted lance in act to throw; 

The ſavage renders vain the wound decreed, 

And ſprings impetuous with opponent ſpecd ! 
His tuſks oblique he aim'd, the knee to gore; 525 
Aſlope they glanc'd, the ſinewy fibres tore, 

And bar'd the bone: Ulyſſes, undiſmaid, 

Soon with redoubled force the wound repaid ; 

To the right ſhoulder-joint the ſpear apply'd : 

His farther flank with ſtreaming purple dy'd : 5 30 
On earth he ruſh'd with r pain; 5 


520 


With joy, aud vaſt ſurpriſe, th' applauding train 

Vew'd his enormous bulk extended on the plain. 

With bandage firm Ulyſſes knee they bound ; 

Then chanting myiltic lays, the clofing wound 535 

Of ſacred * N confeſs'd the force; 

The tides of life regain'd their azure courſe. 

Then back they led the youth with loud acclaim ; 

Autolycus, cnamour'd with his fame, 

Confirm'd the cure: and from the Delphic dome 540 

With added gifts return'd him glorious home. 

He ſafe at Ithaca with joy receiv'd, 

Relates the chace, and early praiſe achiev'd. 
Deep o'er his knee inſcam'd, remain'd the ſcar : 

Which noted token of the woodland war 545 

When Furyclea found, th' abluſion ceas'd; 

Down drop'd the leg, from her ſlack hand releas'd ; 

Ihe mingled fluids from the vaſe redound ; 

The vaſe reclining floats the floor around! 

Smiles dew'd 5 tears the pleaſing ſtrife expreſt 550 

Of grief, and joy, alternate in her breaſt. 

Her fluttering words in melted murmurs dy'd; 

At length abrupt—My ſou!—my king !- the cry'd. 

His neck with fond embrace infolding fait, 

Full on the queen her raptur'd eye ſhe caſt, $55 
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Ardent to ſpeak the monarch ſafe reſtor'd: 


But, ſtudious to conceal her royal lord, 
Minerva ſix'd her mind on views remote, 
And from the preſent bliſs abſtracts her thought. 
His hand to Euryclea's mouth apply'd, 560 
Art thou foredoom'd my pet ? the hero cry'd : 
"Thy milky founts my infant-lips have drain'd : 
And have the fates thy babbling age ordain'd 5 
'To violate the life thy youth ſuſtain'd ? 
An exile have I told, with weeping eyes, 565 
Full twenty annual ſuns in diſtant ſcien : 
At length return'd, ſome god inſpires thy breaſt 
To know thy king, and here I ſtand confeſt. 
This heav*n-diſcover'd truth to thee conſign'd, 
Reſerve, the treaſure of thy inmoſt mind : $70 
Flfe if the gods my vengeful arm ſuſtain, 
And proſtrate to my ſword the ſuitor-train ; 
With their lewd mates, thy undiſtinguiſh'd age 
Shall bleed a victim to vindictive rage. 

Then thus rejoin'd the dame, devoid of fear: 575 
What words, my ſon, have paſs'd thy lips ſevere ? 
Deep in my ſoul the trult ſhall lodge ſecur'd, 

With ribs of ſteel, and marble heart, immur'd. 
When heav'n, auſpicious to thy right avow'd, 
Shall proſtrate to thy ſword the ſuitor- crowd; 580 
The deeds I'll blazon of the menial fair; 
The lewd to death devote, the virtuous ſpare. 
[hy aid avails me not, the chief reply'd ; 
My own experience ſhall their doom decide; 
A witneſs-judge prechudes a long appcal : 585 
Suffice it thee thy monarch to conccal. 
He ſaid : obſequious with redoubled pace, 
She to the fount conveys th' exhauſted vaſe : 
The bath renew'd, ſhe ends the pleaſing toil 
With plenteous unction of ambrokal ol 590 
Adjuſting to his limbs the tatter'd veſt, 
His former ſeat receiv'd the ſtranger gueſt ; 
Whom thus with penſive air the queen addreſt. 

Tho' night, diffolving grief in grateful eaſe, 

Your drooping eyes with {oft oppreſſion feize; 595 
Awhile, reluctant to her pleaſing force, 
Sufpend the reſtful hour with ſweet diſcourſe. 


The 
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The day (ne'er brighten'd with a beam of joy!) 


My menials, and domeſtic cares employ : 
And, unattended by ſincere repoſe, 600 
The night aſſiſts my ever-wakeful woes: 
When nature's huſh'd beneath her brooding ſhade, 
My echoing griefs the {larry vault invade. 
As when the months are clad in flow'ry green, 
Sad Philomel, in bow'ry ſhades uaſcen, Gog 
To vernal airs attunes her varied ſtrains ; 
And Itylus ſounds warbling o'er the plains : 
Young Itylus, his parents darling joy! 
Whom chance miſled the mother to deſtroy : 5 
Now doom'd a wakeful bird to wail the beauteous boy. 
So in nocturnal ſolitude forlorn, 611 
A ſad variety of woes I mourn ! 
My mind reflective, in a thorny maze 
Devious from care to care inceſſant ſtrays. 
Now, wav'ring doubt ſucceeds to long deſpair; Gig 
Shall I my virgin nuptial-vow revere ; 
And joining to my ſon's my menial train, 
Partake his councils, and afſiſt his reign! 
Or, ſince mature in manhood, he —— 
His dome diſhonour'd, and exhauſted ſtores; 620 
Shall I, reluctant! to his will accord; 
And from the peers ſelect the nobleſt lord; 
So by my choice avow'd, at length decide 
Theſe waſteful love-debates, a mourning bride ? 
A viſionary thought I'll now relate, Gag 
Illuſtrate, if . the ſhadow'd fate. 

A team of twenty geeſe (a ſnow- white train!) 
Fed near the limpid lake with golden grain, 
Amuſe my penſive hours. The bird 4 Jove 
Fierce from his mountain eyrie downward drove; 630 
Each fav'rite fowl he pounc'd with deathful ſway, 
And back triumphant wing'd his airy way. 
My pitying eyes effus'd a plenteous ſtream, 
To view their death thus imag'd in a dream: 
With tender ſympathy to ſooth my ſoul, 635 
A troop of matrons, der ae condole. 
But whilſt with grief and rage my boſom burn'd, 
Sudden the tyrant of the ſkies return'd ; 
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Perch'd on the battlements he thus began, On | 
(In form an eagle, but in voice a man). 640 The 
O queen ! no vulgar viſion of the ſky, * 
] come, prophetic of approaching joy: 

View in this plumy form thy victor lord ; N 
The geeſe (a glutton race) by thee deplor'd, Uly 
Portend the ſuitors fated to my ſword. 645 Av 


This ſaid, the pleaſing feather'd omen ceas'd, 
When from the downy bands of fleep releas'd, 

Faſt by the limpid lake my ſwan-like train 
I found, inſatiate of the golden grain. 

The viſion ſelf. explain · f (the chief replies) 650 
Sincere reveals the ſanction of the ſkies : | 
Ulyſſes ſpeaks his own return decreed ; 

Aud by his ſword the ſuitors ſure to bleed. 

Hard is the taſk, and rare, the queen rejoin'd, 
Impending deſtinies in dreams to find : 655 
Immur'd within the filent bow'r of _ 


Two portals firm the various phantoms keep: 

Of iv'ry one; whence flit to mock the brain, 1 
Of winged lies a light fantaſtic train: 3 
The gate oppos'd pellucid valves adorn, 660 |Ff 


And columns fair incas'd with poliſh'd horn: 

Whcre images of truth for paſſage wait, 

With viſions mauifeſt of future fate, 

Not to this troop, I fear, that phantom ſoar'd, 

Which ſpoke Ulyſſes to his realm reſtor'd: 665 

Delufhve ſemblance But my remnant life 

Heav'n ſhall determine in a gameſul flrife ; 

With that fam'd bow Ulyfles taught to bend, 

For me the rival archers ſhall contend. 

As on the liſted field he us'd to place 670 

Six beams, oppos'd to fix in equal ſpace: 

Elanc'd a-far by his unerring art, 

Sure thro' ſix circlets flew the whizzing dart. 

So, when the fun reſtores the purple day, | 

Their ſtrength and {kill the ſuitors ſhall aſſay: 675 

To him the ſpouſal honour is decreed, 

Who thro” the rings directs the feather*d reed. 

Torn from theſe walls where long the kinder pow'rs 

With pomp and joy have wing'd my youthfu! Oe 
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On this poor breaſt no dawn of bliſs ſhall beam; 680 
L he pleaſure paſt ſupplies a copious theme : 
| For many a dreary thought, and many a doleful dream! 
Propoſe the e the chief replies, 

Nor dread to name yourſelf the bowyer's prize: 
Ulyſſes will ſurpriſe th' untiniſh'd game 685 
>” Avow'd, and falſify the ſuitors claim. 

3 To whom with grace ſerene the queen rejoin'd: 

I! all thy ſpeech what pleaſing force I find! 

= Over my ſuſpended woe thy words prevail, 
6 part reluctant from the pleaſing tale. 690 
But heav'n, that knows what all terreſtrials need, 

” Repoſe to night, and toll to day decreed : 

Grateful vicithtude ! Yet me withdrawn, 

Wakeful to weep and watch the tardy dawn | 
Eſtabliſh'd uſe enjoins ; to reſt and joy | 695 
Eſtrang'd ſince dear Ulyſſes ſail'd to Troy! 
Mean time inſtructed is the menial tribe 

Vour couch to faſhion as yourſelf preſeribe. 

Thus affable, her bow'r the queen aſcends; 

The ſov'reign ſtep a beauteous train attends; 700 
There imag'd to her ſoul Ulyſſes roſe ; 

Down her pale cheek new ſtreaming ſorrow flows: 
Till ſoft oblivious ſhade Minerva ſpread, 

And o'er her eyes ambroſial flumber ſhed. 
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Tus ARGUMENTT; 1 
While Ulyſſes lies in the veſtibule of the palace, he is wit» 1 |} 
neſs to the diſorders of the abomen. Minerva comforts | 7 
him an caſts him afleep. At his awaking he defires 
a favourable fign from TFapiter, which is granted. 1 
The feaſt of Apollo is celebrated by the people, and the L 
ſurtors banquet in the palace. Telemachus exerts his n 
authority amonoſt them, notwithſtanding which, Ulyſſes ö 
is inſulted by Cteſippus, and the reſt continue in their 
exceſſes. Strange prodigies are ſeen by Theoclymenus, s 


the augur, who explains them to the deſtrudtion of the 


N ample hide divine Ulyſſes ſpread, 
And form'd of fleecy ſkins his humble bed: 
(The remnants of the ſpoil the ſuitor-crowd 
In feſtival devour'd, and victims vow'd) : 
Then o'er the chief, Eurynome the chaſte 5 
With duteous care a downy carpet caſt: 
With dire revenge his thoughtful boſom glows, 
And rum nating wrath, he ſcorns repoſe. 
As thus pavilion'd in the porch he lay, 
Scenes of lewd loves his wakeful eyes ſurvey, 10 
Whilit to nocturnal joys impure repair, 
With wanton glee, the proſtituted fair. 
His heart with rage this new diſhonour ſtung, 
Wav'ring his thoughts in dubious balance hung; 
Or inſtant ſhould he quench the guilty flame 10 
With their own blood, and intercept the ſhame; 
Or to their Juſt indulge a lait embrace, | 
And let the pecrs conſummate the diſgrace; 


Round 
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Round his ſwol'n heart the murm'rous fury rolls; 

As o'er her young the mother maſtiff grows, 20 
And bays the ſtranger groom : ſo wrath compreſt 
Recoiling, mutter'd thunder in his breaſt. 

Poor Cult? 'ring heart! he cry'd, ſupport the pain 

Of wounded honour, and thy rage reſtrain. 


Not ſiercer woes thy fortitude could foil, 25 g 
When the brave partners of thy ten years toil Þ 
Dire Polypheme devour'd : I then was freed 1 


By patient prudence, from the death decreed. 5 | 
Thus anchor'd ſafe on reaſon's peaceful coaſt, | 
Tempelts of wrath his ſoul no longer tolt; 30 iy 
Reitleſs his body rolls, to rage refign'd : = 
As one who long with pale-ey'd famine pin'd, 
The ſav'ry cates on glowing embers caſt 
Inceſſant turns, impatient for repaſt; 
Ulyſſes ſo, from fide to fide devolv'd, 
In ſelf- debate the ſuitors doom reſolv'd. 
When in the form of mortal nymph array'd, 
From heav'n deſcends the Jove-born martial maid; 
And hov'ring o'er his head in view confeſs'd, 
The goddeſs thus her fav'rite care addreſs'd. 
O thou, of mortals molt inur'd to woes ! 
Why roll thoſe eyes unfriended of repoſe ? 
Beneath thy palace roof forget thy care; 
Bleft in thy queen ! bleſt in thy blooming heir! 
Whom, to the gods when ſupphant fathers bow, 45 
They name the itandard of their deareſt vow. 
Juſt is thy kind reproach, (the chief rejoin'd), 
Deeds full of fate diſtract my various mind, 
In contemplation wrapt. This hoſtile crew 
What fingle arm hath proweſs to ſubdue ? 
Or if by Jove's, and thy auxihar aid, 
They're doom'd to bleed; O ſay, celeſtial maid ! 
Where ſhall Ulyſſes ſhun, or how ſuſtain, 
Nations embattel'd to revenge the lain ? | 
Oh impotence of faith ! 3 Cries, 55 
If man on frail unknowing man relies, 
Doubt you the gods? Lo Pallas' ſelf deſcends, ' 
Inſpires thy counſels, and thy toils attends. 
In me affianc'd, fortify thy breaſt, 
Tho' myriads leagu'd thy 1 claim conteſt; 60 
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My ſure divinity ſhall bear the ſhield, 
And edge thy ſword to reap the glorious field. 
Now, pay the debt to craving nature due, 
Her faded pow'rs with balmy reft renew. 
She ceas'd ; ambroſial flumbers ſeal his eyes; 65 
His care diſſolves in viſionary joys 
The goddeſs pleas'd, regains her natal ſkies. 
Not ſo the queen; the downy bands of ſleep 
By grief relax'd, ſhe wak'd again to weep : 
A — pauſe enſu'd of dumb deſpair; 70 
Then thus her fate, invok'd, with fervent pray'r. 
Diana ! ſpecd thy deathful ebon dart, 
And cure the pangs of this convulſive heart. 


Snatch me, ye whirlwinds ! far from human race, 


"Colt thro” the void illimitable ſpace : 75 
Or if diſmounted from the rapid cloud, 
Me with his whelming wave let ocean ſhroud ! 


So, Pandarus, thy hopes, three orphans fair 


Were doom'd to wander thro” the devious air; 

Thyſelf untimely and thy conſort dy'd, 80 
But four celeſtials both your cares ſupply'd. 

Venus 1n tender delicacy rears 

With honey, milk, and wine, their infant years : 
Imperial Juno to their youth aſſign'd 

A form majeſtic, and ſagacious mind : 85 
With ſhapely growth Diana grac'd their bloom ; 

And Pallas taught the texture of the loom. 

But whilſt to learn their lots in nuptial love, 

Bright Cytherea ſought the bow'r of Jove; 

(The god ſupreme, to whoſe eternal eye 90 
The regiſters of fate expanded lie); 

Wing'd harpies ſnatch'd th' unguarded charge away, 
And to the Furies bore a grateful] prey. 

Be ſuch my lot! Or thou Diana ſpeed 

Thy ſhaft, and ſend me joyful to the dead: 95 
To ſeek my lord among the warrior- train, 

Ere ſecond vows my bridal faith profane. 

When woes the waking ſenſe alone aſſail; 

Whilſt night extends her ſoft oblivious veil, 

Of other wretches care the torture ends : 100 


The 


No truce the warfare of my heart ſuſpends ! 
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The night renews the day-diſtracting theme, 

And airy terrors ſable ev'ry dream. 

The laſt alone a kind illuſion wrought, 

And to my bed my lov'd Ulyſſes brought, 105 
In manly bloom, and each majeſtic grace, 

As when for Troy he left my fond embrace ; 

Such raptures-in my beating boſom riſe, 

I deem it ſure a viſion of the ſkies, 
Thus, whilſt Aurora mounts her purple throne, 110 

In audible laments ſhe breathes her moan 

The ſounds aſſault Ulyſſes“ wakeful car; 

Miſ-judging of the cauſe, a ſudden fear 

Of his arrival known, the chief alarms; 


He thinks the queen is ruſhing to his arms. 115 


Up- ſpringing from his couch, with active haſte 

The fleece and carpet in the dome he plac'd; 
The hide, without, imbib'd che morning air); 
nd thus the gods invok'd, with ardent pray'r. 


Jove, and ethereal thrones! with heav'n to friend 120 


If the long ſeries of my woes ſhall end; 

Of human race now riſing from repoſe, - 
Let one a bliſsful omen here diſcloſe; 

And tg confirm my faith, propitious Jove ! 


Vouchſafe the ſanQion of a ſign above. 125 


Whilſt lowly thus the chief adoring bows, - 
The pitying god his guardian aid avows. 
Loud from-a ſapphire ky his thunder ſounds: | 
With ſpringing hope the hero's heart rebounds, 
Soon, with conſummate joy to crown his pray'r, 130 
An omen'd- voice invades his raviſh'd ear. 
Beneath a pile that cloſe the dome adjoin'd, 
Twelve female ſlaves the gift of Ceres grind ; 
Taſk'd for the royal board to bolt the bran 
From the pure flour, (the growth and ſtrength of man), 


Diſcharging to the day the labour due, 136 
Now a to repoſe the reſt withdrew ; 

One maid, unequal to the taſk aſſign'd, 

Still turn'd the toilfome mill with anxious mind; 

And thus in bitterneſs of ſoul divin'd. I 6 


Father of gods and men! whoſe thunders roll 
O'er the cerulean vault, and ſhake the pole 
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Whoe'er from heav'n has gain'd this rare oſtent, 
(Of granted vows a certain ſignal ſent), 
In this bleſt moment of accepted pray'r, 
Piteous, regard a wretch conſum'd with care! 
Inſtant, O Jove ! confound the ſuitor-train, 
For whom o'er-toil'd I grind the golden grain: 
Far from this dome the lewd devourers caſt, 
And be this feſtival decreed their laſt! 
Big with their doom denounc'd in earth and ſky, 
U lyſles' heart dilates with ſecret joy. 
Mean time the menial train with unctuous wood 
Heap'd high the genial hearth, Vulcanian food : 
When, early dreſs'd, adranc'd the royal heir 
With manly graſp he wav'd a martial ſpear, 
A radiant ſabre grac'd his purple zone, 
And on his foot the golden ſandal ſhone. 
lis ſteps impetuous to the portal preſs'd ; 
And Euryclea thus he there addreſs'd. 169 
Say thou, to whom my youth its nurture owes, 
Was care for due refection, and repoſe, . 
Beſtow'd the ſtranger gueſt? Or waits he griev'd, 
His age not honour'd, nor his wants rehev'd ? 
Promiſcuous grace on all the queen confers; @® 165 
(In woes bewilder'd, oft the wiſeſt errs). 
The wordy vagrant to the dole aſpires, 
And modeit worth with noble ſcorn retires. 
She thus: O ceaſe that ever-honour'd name 
To blemiſh now; it ill deſerves your blame. 170 
A bowl of gen'rous wine ſuffic'd the gueſt; 
In vain the queen the night refection preſt; 
Nor would he court repoſe in downy ſtate, 
Unbleſs'd, abandon'd to the rage of fate ! 
A hide beneath the portico was ſpread, 175 
And fleecy ſkins compos'd an humble bed : 
A downy carpet caſt with duteous care, 
Secur'd him from the keen nocturnal air. 
His cornel jav'lin pois'd, with regal port, 
To the ſage Greeks conven'd in Themis' court, 180 
Forth-iſſuing from the dome the prince repair'd: 
Two dogs of chace, a lion-hearted guard, 
Behind him ſourly ſtalk'd. Without delay 
The dame divides the labour-of the day ; 
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Thus urging to the toil the menial train. 
What marks of luxury the marble ſtain ! 
Its wonted luſtre let the floor regain 
The ſeats with purple clothe in order due; 
And let th? abſterſive ſponge the board renew: 
Let ſome refreſh the vaſe's ſullied mould; 
Some bid the goblets boalt their native gold: 
Some to the ſpring, with each a jar, repair, 
And copious waters pure for bathing bear: 
Deſpateh! for ſoon the ſuitors will aſſay 
The lunar feaſt-rites to the god of day. 

She ſaid ; with dutebus haſte a bevy fair 
Of twenty virgins-to the ſpring repair : 
With varied toils the reſt adorn the dome. 
Magnificent, and blithe, the ſuitors come. 
Some wield the ſounding axe; the dodder'd oaks 
Divide, obedient to the forceful ſtrokes. 
Soon from the fount, with each a brimming urn, 
(Eumæus in their train), the maids return. 
Three porkers for the fealt, all brawny chin'd, 
He brought; the choiceſt of the tuſky kind; 205 
In lodgments firſt ſecure his care he view'd, | 
Then to the king this friendly ſpeech renew'd :; 
Now ſay ſincere, my gueſt! the ſuitor-train 

KB. 


Still treat thy. worth with lordly dull diſdain; 
Or ſpeaks their deed a bounteous mind humane ? 
Some pitying god ( Ulytlcs ſad reply'd) 
With volly'd vengeance blalt their tow'ring pride! 
No conſcious bluſh, no ſenſe of right reſtrains 
"The tides of luſt that ſwell their boiling veins ; 
From vice to vice their appetites are toll, 
All cheaply fated at another's coſt! 
While thus the chief his woes indignant told, 
Melanthius, maſter of the bearded fold, 
The goodlieſt goats of all the royal herd 
Spontaneous to the ſuitors feaſt preferr'd : 220 
Two grooms aſſiſtant bore the victims bound; 
With quav'ring eries the vaulted. roofs reſound : - 
And to the chief auſtere aloud. began 
The wretch unfriendly to the race of man. 
Here, vagrant, till? offenfive to my lords“ 225 
Blows have more energy than airy words; 
Ce3J- | Theſe. 
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"Theſe arguments I'll uſe: nor conſcious ſhame, 

Nor threats, thy bold intruſion will reclaim. 

On this high feaſt the meaneſt vulgar boaſt 

A plenteous board! Hence! ſeek another hoſt! 230 
Rejoinder to the churl the king diſdain'd, 

But ſhook his head, and riſing wrath reftrain'd, 
From Cephalenia croſs the ſurgy main 

Philæœtius late arriv'd, a faithful ſwain. 

A ſteer unprateful to the bulPs embrace, 235 

And 8 brought, the pride of all their race; 

Imported in a ſhallop not his own : 

The dome re- echo'd to their mingled moan. 

Straight to the guardian of the briſtly kind 

He thus . of mind. 240 
What gueſt is he, of ſuch majeſtic air? 

His lineage and paternal clime declare: 

Dim thro? th' eclipſe of fate, the rays divine 

Of ſov'reign ſtate with faded ſplendour thine. 

At monarchs by the gods are plung'd in woe, 245 

'To what abyſs are we foredoom'd to go! 

Then affable he thus the chief addreſs'd, 

Whilſt with pathetic warmth his hand he preſs'd. 
Stranger! may fate a milder aſpect ſhew, 

And ſpin thy future with a whiter clue ! 250 

 Jove! for ever deaf to human cries ; 

The tyrant, not the father of the ſkies! 

Unpiteous of the race thy will began! 

"Che fool of fate, thy manufacture, man, 

With penury, contempt, repulſe, and care, 255 

The galling load of life is doom'd to bear. 

Ulyſſes from his ſtate a wand'rer ſtill, 

Upbraids thy pow'r, thy wiſdom, or thy will: 

O monarch ever dear O man of woe !— 

Freſh flow my tears, and ſhall for ever flow! 260 

Like thee, poor ſtranger gueſt, deny'd his home! 

Like thee, in rags obſcene decreed to roam ! 

Or haply perth on ſome diſtant coaſt, 

In Stygian gloom he glides a penſive ghoſt! 

O, grateful for the good his bounty gave, 265 

Lil grieve, till ſorrow ſink me to the grave! 

Hie kind protecting hand my youth preferr'd, 

The regent of his Cephalenzan herd: 
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With vaſt increaſe beneath my care it ſpreads, 
A ſtately breed! and blackens far the meads. 270 
Conſtrain'd, the choicelt beeves I thence import, 
To cram theſe cormorants that crowd his court: 
Who in partition ſeek his realm to ſhare ; 
Nor human right, nor wrath divine revere. 
Since? here reſolv'd oppreſſive theſe reſide, 275 
Contending doubts my anx1ous heart divide : 
Now to ſome foreign clime inclin'd to fly, 
Aud with the royal herd protection buy: 
Then happier thoughts return the nodding ſcale, 
Light mounts deſpair, alternate hopes prevail: 280 
In op'ning proſpects of ideal joy, 
My king returns; the proud uſurpers die. 
To whom the chief: in thy capacious mind 
Since daring zeal with cool debate is join'd ; 


Attend a deed already ripe in fate: 285 


Atteſt, oh Jove ! the truth I now relate ! 
This ſacred truth atteſt each genial pow'r, 
Who bleſs the board, and guard this friendly bow'r ! 
Before thou quit the dome {nor long delay) 
Thy wiſh produc'd in act, with pleagd ſurvey, 290 
Thy wond'ring eyes ſhall view : his rightful reign 
By arms avow'd Ulyſſes ſhall regain, 5 
And to the ſhades devote the ſuitor train. 
O Jove ſupreme, the raptur'd ſwain replies, 
With deeds conſummate ſoon the promis'd joys! 295 
Theſe aged nerves, with new- born vigour ſtrung, 
In that bleſt cauſe ſhou'd emulate the young 
Aſſents Eumæus to the pray'r addreſt; 
And equal ardours fire his loyal breaft.. 
Mean time the ſuitors urge the prince's fate, 300 
And deathful arts employ the dire debate: 
When, in his airy tour, the bird of Jove 
Truſs'd with his finewy pounce a trembling dove; 
Siniſter to their hope! This omen ey'd. 
Amphinomus, who thus preſaging cry'd, 305 
The gods from force and fraud the prince defend; 
O peers! the ſanguinary ſcheme ſuſpend: 
Your future thought let fable fate employ ; 
And give the prelent hour to genial joy. 
| | From 
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From council ſtraight th' aſſenting peerage ceas'd, 
And in the dome prepar'd the- genial feaſt. 311 
Diſrob'd, their veſts apart in order lay, 

Then all with ſpeed ſuceinct the victims ſſay: 

With ſheep and ſhaggy goats the porkers bled,. 

And the proud ſteer was on the marble ſpread. > 315 
With fire prepar'd they deal the morſels round, 

Wine roſy-bright the brimming goblets crown'd, 

By ſage Eumæus borne + the purple tide 

Melanthius from an ample jar ſupply'd : - 

Flizh caniſters of bread Philætius plac'd; 320 
And eager all devour the rich repaſt. 

Diſpos'd apart, Ulyſſes ſhares the treat 

A trivet table, and ignobler ſcat, - 

The prince appoints; but to his fire aſſigns 

The taſteful mwards, and ne*ftarecous wines. 325 
Partake my gueit, he cry'd, without controul 

The ſocial feaſt, and drain the cheering: bowl: 

Dread not the railer's laugh, nor ruftian's rage; 

No vulgar roof protects thy honour'd age; 
This dome a refuge to thy wrongs flall be, 30 
From my great fire too foon devolv'd to me! 
Your violence and ſcorn, - ye ſuitors, ceaſe, 
Leſt arms avenge the violated peace. 

Aw'd by the prince, ſo haughty, brave, and young, 
Rage gnaw'd the lip, amazement chain'd the tongue. 
Be patient, peers ! at length Antinous cries; - 336 
The threats of vain imperious youth deſpiſe ; 

Would Jove permit the meditated blow, 
That ſtream of eloquence ſhould ceaſe to flow. 
Without reply vouchfaf'd, . Antinous ceas'd ; 340 
Mean while the pomp. of feſtival increas'd: 
By heralds rank'd, in marſhall'd order move 
The city-tribes, to pleas'd Apollo's grove: 
Beneath the verdure. of. which awful ſhade, . 
The lunar hecatomb they grateful laid ; 345 
Partook the ſacred feaſt, and ritual honours paid. 
But the rich banquet in the dome prepar'd, 
An humble ſide-board:ſet), Ulyſſes ſhar'd. .. 
bſervant of the prince's =": beheſt, - 
His menial train attend the ranger-gue * 35d 
Whom Pallas with unpard'ning fury tir'd, Bs 
* 


Book XX. HOMER's ODYSSEY. 
By lordly pride and keen reproach inſpir'd. 


A Samian peer, more ſtudious than the ret 
Of vice, who teem'd with many a dead-born jeſt 
And urg'd, for title to a conſort queen, 
Unnumber'd acres arable and green ; 
(Cteſippus nam'd) ; this lord Ulyſſes ey'd, 
And thus burit out th' impoſthumate with pride. 

The ſentence I propoſe, ye peers, attend: 
Since due regard muſt wait the prince's friend, 
Let each a token of eſteem beſtow : 
This gift acquits the dear reſpe& I owe; 
With which he nobly may diſcharge his ſeat, 
And pay the menials for the maſter's treat. 

He ſaid ; and of the ſteer before him plac'd, 
That ſinewy fragment at Ulyſſes caſt, 
Where to the paſtern-bone, by nerves combin'd, 
The well-horn'd foot indiſſolubly join'd ; 
Which whizzing high, the wall unfeemly ſign'd. 
The chief indignant grins a ghaſtly ſmile ; 
Revenge and {corn within his boſom boll : 
When thus the prince with pious rage inflam'd : 
Had not th' inglorious wound thy malice aim'd 
Fall'n guiltleſs of the mark, my certain ſpear 
Had made thee buy the brutal triumph dear : 
Nor ſhould thy fire a queen his daughter boaſt; 
The ſuitor, now, had vamith'd in a ghoſt : 
No more, ye lewd compeers, with lawleſs pow'r 
Invade my dome, my herds and flocks devour : 
For genuine worth, of age mature to know, 
My grape ſhall redden, and my harveſt grow. 
Or i? each other's wrongs ye ſtill ſupport, 
With rapes and riot to profane my court ; 
What ſingle arm with numbers can contend ? 
On me let all your lifted ſwords deſcend, 
And with my life ſuch vile diſhonours end. 

A long ceſſation of diſcourſe enſu'd, 
By gentler Agelaus thus renew'd. | 

A juſt reproof, ye peers! your rage reſtrain 
From the protected gueſt, and menial train: 
And prince! to {top the ſource of future ill, 
Aſſent yourſelf, and gain the royal will. 
Whilſt hope prevail'd to ſee your fire reſtor'd, 
Of right the queen refus'd a ſecond lord; 


309 


355 


360 


375 


380 


$5? 


399 


But 


0 p — hk „ _ —— 3 # . 3 — * — 
0 — —— 


= — _ _- * * . 
—— , — 
CES 


— 1 — 0 ——— — > Pn — 
* * — 2 
— — — 
— — 4 


; 
6 
1 


* 
933 ——— C 
= 


zia HOMER's ODYSSEY. Book XX. 


But why ſo vain of faith, ſo blind to fate, 395. 
To think he {till ſurvives to claim the ſtate ! 
Now preſs the ſov'reign dame with warm defire 
To wed, as wealth or worth her choice inſpire : 
The lord ſelected to the nuptial joys, 
Far hence will lead the long-contended prize: 400 
Whilſt in paternal pomp, with plenty bleſt, 
Vou reign, of this imperial dome poſſeſt. 
Sage and ſerene ou bes wane pa 
By him at whoſe beheſt the thunder flies! 
And by the name on earth I moſt revere,. 405 
By great Ulyſſes, and his woes I ſwear ! 
Who never muſt review his dear domain; 
nroll'd, perhaps, in Pluto's dreary train), 
Whene'er her choice the royal dame avows, 
My bridal gifts ſhall load the future ſpouſe: . 410 
But from this dome my parent- queen to chaſe !— 
From me, ye gods! avert ſuch dire diſgrace. 
But Pallas clouds with intellectual gloom. 
The ſuitors ſouls, infenſate of their doom ! ” 
A mirthful phrenzy ſeiz'd the fated crowd; 415 
The roofs reſound with cauſeleſs laughter loud: 
Floating in gore, portentous to ſurvey ! 
In each diſcolour'd vaſe the.viands lay: 
Then down each cheek the tears ſpontaneous flow, 
And ſudden ſighs precede approaching woe. 420 
In viſion wrapt; the Hypereſian “ ſeer 
Uproſe, and thus divin'd the vengeance near. 
O race to death devote! with Stygian ſhade 
Each deſtin'd.peer impending fates invade : 
With tears your wan diſtorted cheeks are drown'd ; 425 
With-ſanguine drops the-walls are rubied round : 
Thick ſwarms the ſpacious hall with howling ghoſts, 
To people Orcus, and the burning coaits ! 
Nor gives the ſun his golden orb to. roll, 
But univerſal nigbt uſurps the pole! 430 
Yet warn'd in vain, with laughter loud elate 
The peers reproach the ſure divine of fate; 
And thus Eurymachus: The dotard's mind 
To ev'ry ſenſe-is loſt, to reaſon blind: 
Swift from the dome conduct the ſlave away; 435 
Let him in open air behold the day. 
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Tax not, (the heav'n-illumin'd ſeer rejoin'd), 
Of rage, or folly, my prophetic mind : 
No clouds of error dim th' ethereal rays, 
Her equal pow'r each faithful ſenſe obeys. 440 
Unguided hence my trembling ſteps I bend, 
Far:hence, before yon hov'ring deaths deſcend ; 
Leſt the ripe harveſt of revenge begun, 
I ſhare the doom ye ſuitors cannot ſhun. 

This ſaid, to ſage Piræus ſped the ſeer, 445 

His honour'd hoſt, a welcome inmate there. 

O'er the protracted feaſt the ſuitors ſit, 

And aim to wound the prince with pointleſs wit : 

Cries one, with A ler and mimic voice, 

Thy charity we praiſe, but not thy choice; 450 
Why ſuch profuſion of indulgence ſhown 

To this poor, tim'rous, toil-deteſting drone ? 

That other feeds on planetary ſchemes, 

And pays his hoſt with hideous noon-day dreams, 

But, prince ! for once at leaſt believe a friend, 455 
To ſome Sicihan mart theſe courtiers ſend, 

Where, if they yield their freight acroſs the main, 
Dear ſell the ſlaves! demand no greater gain. 

Thus jovial they; but nought the prince replies; 
Full on his fire he roll'd his ardent eyes; 460 
Impatient ſtraight to fleſh his virgin-ſword ; 

From the wiſe chief he waits the deathful word : 
Nigh in her bright alcove, the penſive queen 
To ſee the circle ſat, of all unſeen. 


vated at length they rife, and bid prepare 465 
An eve-repait, with equal coſt and care: 

But vengeful Pallas, with preventing ſpeed, 

A feaſt proportion'd to their crimes decreed ; 

A feaſt of death ! the feaſters doom'd to bleed! 
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The bending of Ulyſſes's bow. 


Penelope, tv put an end to the ſolicitation of the ſuitors, 
2 poſes to marry the perſon who ſhall. firſt bend the 
bow of Ulyſſes, and ſhoot through the ringlets. Aſter 
their attempts have proved ineffetual, Ulyſſes taking 
LEumaus and Philztius apart, diſcovers himſelf to them; 
then returning, deſires leave to try his ſtrength at the 
bow, which, though refuſed with in, lignation by the 
ſuitors, Penelope and Telemachus cauſe it to be deli- 
vered to his hands. He bends it immediately, and Shots 
through all the rings. Fupiter in the fame inſtant 
thunders from heau'n; Ulyſſes accepts the omen, and 


gives a fron to Telemachus, who lands ready armed at 
bis fade. 


ND Pallas now, to raiſe the rivals fires, 
With her own art Penelope inſpires : 
Who now can bend Ulyſſes? bow, and win 
The well-aim'd arrow thro? the diſtant ring, 


Shall end the ſtrife, and win th* imperial dame; $ 


But diſcord and black death await the game ! 


The prudent queen the lofty ſtair aſcends, 
At diſtance due a virgin-train attends ; 
A brazen key ſhe held, the handle turn'd, 
With ſteel and poliſnh'd elephant adorn'd : 10 
I | Swift 
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Swift to the inmoſt room ſhe bent her way, 
Where ſafe repos'd the royal treaſures lay ; 
There ſhone high heap'd the labour'd braſs and ore, 
And there the — which great Ulyſſes bore, 
And there the quiver, where now guiltleſs ſlept 15 
Thoſe winged deaths that many a matron wept. 

This gilt, _ fince when Sparta's ſhores he trod, 
On young Ulyiles Iphitus beſtow'd: | 
Beneath Orſilochus's roof they met; 
One loſs was private, one a pubhec debt; 29 
Meſſena's ſtate from Ithaca detains 
Three hundred ſheep, and all the ſhepherd ſwains ; 
And to the youthful prince to urge the Jaws, 
The king and elders truſt their common cauſe. 
But Iphitus employ'd on other cares, 25 
Search'd the wide country for his wand'ring mares, 
And mules, the ſtrongeſt of the lab'ring Lind ; 
Hapleſs to ſearch ! more hapleſs (till to find! 
For journeying on to Hercules, at length 
That lawleſs wretch, that man of brutal ſtrength, 39 
Deaf to heav'n's voice, the ſocial rite tranſgreſt; 
And for the beauteous mares deſtroy'd his gueſt. 
He gave the bow; and oa Ulyſſes' part 
Receiv'd a pointed ſword and miſlile dart : 
Of luckleſs friendſhip on a foreign ſhore 


Their firſt, laſt pledges! for they met no more. ” 
The bow, bequeath'd by this unhappy hand, 

Ulyſſes bore not from bis native land 

Nor in the front of battle taught to bend, 

But kept in dear memorial of his friend. 40 


Now gently winding up the fair aſcent, 
By many an eaſy ſtep, the matron went; 
Then o'er the pavements glides with grace divine, 
(With poliſh'd oak the level pavements ſhine), 
The folding gates a dazzling light diſplay'd, 45 
With pomp of various architrave o'erlay'd. 
The bolt obedient to the filken ſtring, 
Forſakes the ſtaple as ſhe pulls the ring; 
The wards reſpondent to the key turn round; 
The bars fall back; the flying valves reſound; 
Loud as a bull makes hill and valley ring, 
So roar'd the lock when it releas'd the ſpring. 
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Sle moves majeſtie thro” the wealthy room, 
Where treaſur'd garments caſt a rich perfume ; 
"There from the column where aloft it hung, 
Reach'd, in its ſplendid caſe, the bow unſtrung: 
Acroſs her knees ſhe lay'd the well-known bow, 
And penſive ſat, and tears began to flow. 

To full ſatiety of grief ſhe mourns, 

Then filent, to the joyous ball returns, 

To the proud ſuitors bears in penſive ſtate 


1h' unbended bow, and arrows wing'd with fate. 


Belund, her train the poliſh'd coffer brings, 
Which held th” alternate braſs and filver rings, 
Full in the portal the chaſte queen appears, 
And with her veil conceals the coming tears : 
On either ſide awaits a virgin fair; 

While thus the matron with majeſtic air. 

Say you, whom theſe forbidden walls incloſe, 
For whom my victims bleed, my vintage flows; 
If theſe neglected, faded charms can move? 
Or is it but a vain pretence, you love? 

If I the prize, if me you ſcek to wife, 

Hear the conditions, and commence the ſtrife, 
Who firſt Ulyſſes? wond'rous bow fhall bend, 
And thro' twelve ringlets the fleet arrow ſend, 
Him will I follow and forſake my home, 

For him forſake this lov'd, this wealthy dome, 
Long, long the ſcene of all my paſt delight, 
And {till to laſt, the viſion of my night! 

Graceful ſhe ſaid, and bade Eumzus ſhow 
The rival pecrs the ringlets and the bow. 

From his full eyes the tears unbidden ſpring, 
"Couch'd at the dear memorials of his king. 
Philætius too relents, but ſecret ſhed 

The tender drops. Antinous ſaw, and ſaid. 

: Flence to your fields; ye ruſtics ! hence away, 
Nor ſtain with grief the pleaſures of the day ; 
Nor to the royal heart recal in vain 
The ſad remembrance of a periſh'd man. 
Enough her precious tears already flow 
Or ſhare the feaſt with due reſpect, or go 
To weep abroad, and leave to vs the bow: 
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No vulgar taſk ! Ill ſuits this courtly crew 
That ſtubborn horn which brave Ulyſles drew. a5 
I well remember (for 1 gaz'd him o'er 
While yet a child) what majeſty he bore ! 
And {till (all infant as I was) retain 
The port, the ſtrength, the grandeur of the man. 
He ſaid, but in his ſoul fond joys arile, 100 
And his proud hopes already win the prize. 


To ſpeed the flying ſhaft thro' every ring, 


I 
Wretch ! is not thine: the arrows of the king 4 
Shall end thoſe hopes, and fate is on the wing! : 
Then thus Telemachus. Some god 1 find 105 


With pleaſing phrenzy has poſſeſs'd my mind; 
When a lov'd mother threatens to depart, 
Why with this ill-tim'd gladneſs leaps my heart ? 
Come then ye ſunors! and diſpute a prize 
Richer than all th? Achaian ſtate ſupplics, 115 
Than all proud Argus, or Myczna knuws, 
Than all our iſles or continents enclote : 
A woman matchlefs, and almoſt divine, 
Fit for the praiſe of ev'ry tongue but mine, 
No more excuſes then, no more delay; 125 
Haſte to the trial Lo! I lead the way. 
I too may try, and if this arm can wing 
The feather'd arrow thro? the deltin'd ring, 
Then if no happier knight the conqueſt boaſt, 
I hail not ſorrow tor a mother loſt ; 12 
But bleſt in her, poſſeſs theſe arms alone, 
Heir of my father's ſtrength, as well as throne. 

He ſpoke; then riſing, his broad ſword unbound, 
And caſt his purple garment on the ground. 


23 
© 


A trench he open'd in a line he plac'd 125 
The level axes, and the points made fa, : 
(His perfect ſcill the wond'ring gazers ey'd, | 


The game as yet unſeen, as yet untry'd). 
Then, with a manly pace, be took bis ſtand ; 
And graſp'd the bow, and twang'd it in his hand. 139 
Three times, with beating heart, he made eſſay; 
Three times, unequal to the taſk, gave way 
A modeſt boldneſs on his cheek appear'd; 
And thrice he hop'd, and thrice again he fear'd, 
D d 2 The 
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The fourth had drawn it. The great fire with joy 135 
Beheld, but with a ſign forbade the boy. 
His ardour ſtraight th” obedient prince ſuppreſt, 
And, artful, thus the ſuitor-train addreſt. 
Oh lay the cauſe on youth yet immature ! 
(For heav'n forbid ſuch weakneſs ſhould endure); 140 
How ſhall this arm, unequal to the bow, 
Retort an inſult, or repel a foe ? 
Put you! whom heav'n with better nerves has bleſt, 
Accept the trial, and the prize conteſt. 
He calt the bow before him, and apart 145 
A gainit the poliſh'd quiver propt the dart. 
teſuming then his ſeat, Epitheus' ſon, 
The bold Antinous, to the reſt begun. 


© From where the 3 firſt begins to flow, 

“ From right to left, in order take the bow ; 150 

„And prove your ſev'ral ttrengths.” —The princes 
heard, 


And ſirſt Leiodes, blamelefs prieſt, appear'd 

"The eldeſt born of Oenops? noble race, 

Who next the goblet held his holy place: 

He, only he, of all the ſuitor-throng, 15 5 

heir deeds deteſted, and abjur'd the wrong. 

With tender hands the ſtubborn hora he ſtrains, 

The ſtubborn born reſiſted all his pains ! 

Already in deſpair he gives it o'er: 

'Pake it who will, he cries, I ſtrive no more. 160 

What num'rous deaths attend this fatal bow! 

What ſouls and ſpirits ſhall it ſend below! 

Better indeed to die, and fairly give 

Nature her debt, than diſappointed hve, 

With each new ſun to ſome new hope a prey, 165 

Yet {till to-morrow falſer than to-day. 

How long in vain Penelope we ſought ? 

his bow ſhall eaſe us of that idle thought, 

And ſend us with ſome humbler wife to Fo 

Whom gold ſhall gain, or deſtiny ſhall give. 170 
Thus ſpeaking, on the floor the bow he plaz'd, 

(With rich inlay the various floor was grac'd), 

At diſtance far the feather'd ſhaft he throws, 

And to the ſeat retu ns from whence he roſe, 
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To him Antinous thus with fury ſaid : 1756 
What words ill-omen'd from thy lips have fled ? 
Thy coward- function ever is in fear 
Thoſe arms are dreadful which thou can'ſt not bear. 
Why ſhould this bow be fatal to the brave ? 
Becauſe the prieſt is born a peaceful ſlave. 180 
Mark then what others can—He ended there, 
And bade Melanthius a vaſt pile prepare; 
He gives it inſtant flame: then faſt beſide 
Spreads o'er an ample board a bullock's hide. 
With melted lard they ſoak the weapon o'er, 185 
Chafe ev'ry knot,. and ſupple ev'ry pore. 
Vain all their art, and all their ſtrength as vain 
The bow inflexible- reſiſts their pain. 
The force of great Eurymachus alone 
And bold Antinous, yet untry'd, unknown : 190 
"Thoſe only now remain'd ; but thoſe confeſt 
Of all the train the miglitieſt and the belt. 
Then from the hall, and from the noiſy crew, 
The maſters of the herd and flock withdrew. 
The king obſerves them: he the hall forſakes, 195 
And, paſt the limits of the court, o'ertakes. 
Then thus with accent mild Ulyſles ſpoke : 
Ye faithful guardians of the herd and flock ! 
Shall I the ſecret of my breaſt conceal, - 
Or (as my ſoul now dictates) ſhall I tell? 200 
Say, ſhou'd fome fav'ring god reſtore again 
The loſt Ulyſſes to his native reign ; - 
Now beat your hearts? what aid wou'd you afford ? 
Do the proud ſuitors, or your ancient lord? 
Philætius thus. Oh were-thy word not vain! 2c 5 
Wou'd mighty Jove reſtore that man again ! 
Theſe aged fincws with new vigour ſtrung 
In his bleſt cauſe ſhould emulate the young. 
With equal vows Eumeus too implor'd 
Each pow'r above, with wiſhes for his lord. 21G 
He ſaw their ſecret ſouls, and thus began. 
Thoſe vows the gods accord: behold the man! 
Your own Ulyſſes! twice ten years detain'd 
By woes and wand'rings from this hapleſs land: 
At length he comes; du comes deſpis'd, unknown, 
And finding faithful, vou, and you 2lone, — 8 
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All elſe have caſt him from their very thouglit, 
Ev'n in their wiſhes, and their pray'rs forgot! 
Hear then, my friends! if Jove this arm 23 
And give yon impious revellers to bleed, 220 
My care ſhall be, to bleſs your future lives 
With large poſſeſſions, and with faithful wives 
Faſt by my palace ſhall your domes aſcend, 
And each on young 'Velemachus attend, 
And each be call'd his brother, and my friend, = 
To give you firmer faith, now truſt your eye ; 
Lo! the broad ſcar indented on my thigh, 
When with Autolychus's ſons, of yore, 
On Parnaſs' top I chas'd the tuiky boar. 
. His ragged veſt then drawn afide diſelos'd 230 
The ſizn conſpicuous, and the ſcar expos'd : 
Eager they view'd; with joy they ſtood am z'd; 
With tear-ful eyes o'er all their maſter gaz'd: 
Around his neck their longing arms they call, 
is head, his ſhoulders, and his knees embrac'd: 23 5 
Tears follow'd tears; no word was in their pow'r : 
In ſolemn blence fell the kindly ſhow'r. 
Phe king too weeps, the king too graſps their hands, 
And movcleſs, as a marble fountain, ſtauds. 
Thus had their joy wept down the ſetting ſun, 240 
zut fir{t the wiſe man ceas'd, and thus begun. 
Fnough—on other cares your thought employ, 
For danger waits on all untimely joy. 
Full many foes, and fierce, obſerve us near : 
Some may betray, and yonder walls may hear, 245 
Re-enter then, not all at once, but liay 
Bome moments you, and let me lead the way, 
To me, neglected as J am, I know 
The haughty ſuitors will deny the bow; 
But thou, Eumczus, as 'tis borne away, 250 
hy maſter's weapon to his hand convey. 
At ev'ry portal let ſome matron wait, 
And each lock faſt the well compacted gate: 
(lofe let them keep, whate'er invades their ear; 
"{'ho? arms, or ſhouts, or dying groans they hear. 255 
"To thy ſtrict charge, Philztius! we conſign 
"Une court's main gate: to guard that pals be thine. 
This 
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This ſaid, he brit return'd: the faichful ſwains 
At diftance follow, as their king ordaius. 
Before the flame Eurymachus now tands, 260 
And tuns the bow, aud chates it with his hands: 
Still the tough bow unmov'd. Phe lofty man 
Sigh'd from his mighty ſoul, and thus began : 

{ mourn the common cauſe: for, oh my friends! 
Ou me, on all, what grief, what ſhame attends? 265 


319 


Not the loſt wuptials can affect me more, n 
(bor Greece has beauteous dames on ev'ry ſhore), 
But baftled thus! conteis'd ſo far below 
Ulyſſes' ſtrength, as not to bend his bow! 
How ſhall all ages our attempt deride ? 270 


Or weakneſs ſcorn! Antinous thus reply'd. 
Not fo, Euryumchus: that no man draws 
Tlie woud'rous bow, attend another cauſe. 
Sacred to Phœbus is the folemn day, 
Which thoughticis we in games would waſte away : 
Till the next daun this ili-tim'd firife torego, 276 
And here leave at the ringlets in a row. 
Now bid the ſew'r approach, and let us join 
In due libations, and in rites divine, 
So end our night: before the day thall ſpring, 280 
Thc choicelt oft 'rings let Melauthius bring: 
Let then to Phoatbus' name the fatted thighs 
Feed the rich imoxes, high-curiing to the ſkies z; 
So thall the patron of theſe arts bettow 
(Lor bis the gitt) the Kill to bend the bow. 285 
They heard well-pleas'd: the ready heralds briag 
The cleanſing waters from the limpid ſpring: 
The goblet high with roſy wine they crown'd, 
In order circling to the pecrs around. | 
That rite compicte, up rote the thoughtful man, 290 
And thus bis meditated ſcheme began. 
If what I aſk your noble minds approve, 
Ye peers and rivals in the royal love! 
Chief, if it hurt not great Antinous' car, 
( hoſe ſage deciſion 1 with wonder hear), 
And if Eurymachus the motion pleaſe; _ 
Give heav'n this day, and rett the bow in peace. 
'V'o-morrow let your arms diſpute the prize, 
And take it he, the tavour'd of the fKies! 


295 
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But ſince till then, this trial you delay, 

Truſt it one moment to my hands to-day: 

Fain would I prove, before your judging eyes, 
What once I was, whom wretched you Lelpiſe ; 


Or if my woes (a long-continued train) 


300 


If yet this arm its ancient force retain; | 
305 


And wants and inſults make me leſs than man. 


Rage flaſh'd in lightning from the ſuitors eyes, 


Yet mix'd with terror at the bold emprize. 

Antinous then: O miſerable gueſt ! 

Is common ſenſe quite baniſh'd from thy breaſt ? 

Suffic'd it not within the palace plac'd 

To ſit diſtinguiſh'd, with our preſence grac'd, 

Admitted here with princes to confer, 

A man unknown, a needy wanderer ? 

To copious wine this inſolence we owe, 

And much thy betters wine can overthrow : 

The great Eurytion when this frenzy ſtung, 

Pirithous' roofs with frantic riot rung; 

Boundleſs the Centaur rag'd; till one and all 

The heroes roſe, and dragg'd him from the hall; 

His noſe they ſhorten'd, and his ears they lit, 

And ſent him ſober'd home, with better wit. 

Hence with long war the double race was curſt, 

Fatal to all, but to th* aggreſlor firſt. 

Such fate | propheſy our gueſt attends, - 

If here this interdicted bow he bends : 

Nor ſhall theſe walls ſuch inſolence contain; 

The firſt fair wind tranſports him o'er the main; 

Where Echetus to death the guilty brings, 

(The worlt of mortals, ev'n the worſt of kings). 

Netter than that, if thou approve our cheer ; 

Ceaſe the mad ſtrife, and ſhare our bounty here. 
Jo this the queen her juſt diſlike expreit : 

'Tis impious, prince! to harm the ſtranger gueſt, 

Baſe to inſult who bears a ſuppliant's name, 

And ſome reſpe& Telemachus may claim. 

What if th' immortals on the man beſtow 

Sufficient ſtrength to draw the mighty bow ? 

Shall I, a queen, by rival chiets ador'd, 

Accept a wand'ring ſtranger for my lord? 
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A hope ſo idle never touch'd his brain: 
Then eaſe your boſoms of a fear ſo vain. 
Far be he baniſh'd from this flately ſcene 
Who wrongs his priacels with a thought ſo mean. 
O fair! and wiſelſt of ſo fair a kind! | 345 
(Reſpectful thus Eurymachus rejoin'd), 
Mov'd by no weak ſurmiſe, but ſenſe of ſhame, 
We dread the all-arraigning voice of fame ; 
We dread the cenſure of the meanett ſlave, 
The weakeſt woman: all can wrong the brave. 350 
«© Behold what wretches to the bed pretend 
«© Of that brave chief whoſe bow they could not bend! 


ln came a beggar of the ſtrolling crew, 


«© And did what all thoſe princes could not do.“ 
Thus will the common voice our deed defame, 355 
And thus poſterity upbraid our name. 

To whom the queen. If fame engage your views, 
Forbear thoſe acts which infamy purtues ; 
Wrong and oppreſſion no renown can raiſe ; | 
Know, friend! that virtue is the path to praiſe. 360 
The ſtature of our gueſt, his port, his face, 
Speak him deſcended from no vulgar race. 
To him the bow, as he deſires, couvey ; 
And to his hand if Phoebus give the day, 
Hence, to reward his merit, he ſhall bear 365 
A two-edg'd falchion and a ſhining ſpear, 
ILmbroider'd ſandals, a rich cloak and veit, 
And ſafe conveyance to his port of reſt. 

O royal mother! ever-honour'd name ! 
Permit me (cries L'elemachus) to claim 370 
A ſon's juſt right. No Grecian prince but I 
Has pow'r this bow to grant, or to deny. 
Of all that Ithaca's rough hills contain, 
And all wide Els? een e. plain, 
To me alone my father's arms deſcend; 375 
And mine alone they are, to give or lend. 
Retire, oh queen! thy houſhold taſk reſume, 
Tend, with thy maids, the labours of the loom; 
The bow, the darts, and arms of chivalry, 
Theſe cares to man belong, and moſt to me. 380 

Mature beyond his years, the queen admir'd 
His ſage reply, and with her train retir'd ; 

| There 
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There in her chamber as ſhe ſat apart, 
Revolv'd his words, and plac'd them in her heart. 
On her Ulyſſes then ſhe fix'd her ſoul, 385 
Down her fair cheek the tears abundant roll, 
Till gentle Pallas, piteous of her cries, 
In ſlumber clos'd her ſilver- ſtreaming eyes. 

Now thro” the preſs the bow Eumzus bore, 
And all was riot, noiſe, and wild uproar. 390 
Hold, lawleſs ruſtic! whither wilt thou go? 
To whom, inſenſate, doſt thou bear the * 4 
Exil'd for this to ſome ſequeſter'd den, 
Far from the ſweet ſociety of men, 
To thy own dogs a prey thou ſhalt be made; 395 
If heav'n and Phoebus lends the ſuitors aid. 

Thus they. Aghaſt he laid the weapon down, 
But bold Tdonechun thus urg'd him on. 
Proceed, falſe ſlave, and flight their empty words; 
What ! hopes the fool to . ſo many lords? 400 
Young as I am, thy prince's vengeful hand 
Stretch'd forth in wrath, ſhall drive thee from the land. 
Oh ! could the vigour of this arm as well 
'Th' oppreſſive ſuitors from my walls expel ! 
Then what a ſhoal of lawleſs men ſhould go 405 
To fill with tumult the dark courts below? 

The ſuitors with a ſcornful ſmile ſurvey 
The youth, indulging in the genial day. 
Fumzus, thus encourag'd, haſtes to bring 
The ſtrifeful bow, and gives it to the king; 410 
Old Euryclea calling then aſide, 
Hear what * enjoins (he ery'd) 
At ev'ry portal let ſome matron wait, 
And each lock faſt the well-compacted gate; 
And if unuſual ſounds invade their ear, 415 
If arms, or ſhouts, or dying groans they hear, 
Let none to call or iſſue forth preſume, 
But cloſe attend the labours of the loom. 

Her prompt obedience on his order waits; 
Clos'd un an inſtant were the palace gates. 420 
In the ſame moment forth Philætius flies, 
Secures the court, and with a cable ties 
The utmoſt gate; (the cable ſtrongly wrought 
Of Bybloe' reed, a ſhip from Egypt brought); 


| Then 
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Then unperceiv'd and filent at the board 425 
His ſeat he takes, his eyes upon his lord. 
And now his well-known bow the maſter bore, 
Turn'd on all fides, and view'd it o'er and o'er : 
Leſt time or worms had done the weapon wrong, 
Its owner abſent, and untry'd ſo long. 430 
While ſome deriding—How he turns the bow! 
Some other like it ſure the man muſt know, 
Or elſe wou'd copy ; or in bows he deals ; 
Perhaps he makes them, or perhaps he ſteals. — 
Heav'n to this wretch (another cry'd) be kind! * 
And bleſs, in all to which he ſtands inclin'd, 055 
With ſuch good fortune as he now ſnall find. 

Heedleſs he heard them; but diſdain'd reply; 
The bow peruſing with exacteſt eye. 
Then, as ſome heav'nly minſtrel, taught to ſing 440 
High notes reſponſive to the trembling ſtring, 
To ſome new ſtrain when he adapts the lyre, 
Or the dumb lute refits with vocal wire, 
Relaxes, ſtrains, and draws them to and fro; 
Zo the great maſter drew the mighty bow: 445 
And drew with eaſe. One hand aloft diſplay'd 
The bending horns, and one the ſtring eſſay'd. 
From his laying hand the ſtring let fy 
Twang'd ſhort and ſharp, like the ſhrill ſwallow's cry. 
A gen'ral horror ran thro? all the race, 450 
Sunk was each heart, and pale was ev'ry face. 
Signs from above enſu'd: the unfolding ſky 
In lightning burſt ; Jove thunder'd from on high. 
Fir- at the call of heav'n's almighty Lord, 
He ſnatch'd the ſhaft that glitter'd on the board: 455 
(Faſt by, the reſt lay ſleeping in the ſheath, 
But ſoon to fly the meſſenger of death). 

Now fitting as he was, the cord he drew, 
Thro' ev'ry ringlet levelling his viewz _ 
Then notch'd the ſhaft, o. Jy and gave it wing; ) 
The whizzing arrow vaniſh'd from the ſtring, buf 
Sung on direct, and threaded ev'ry ring. 
The ſolid gate its fury ſcarcely bounds ; 
Pierc'd thro” and thro', the ſolid gate reſounds. 

Then to the prince. Nor have I wrought thee ſhame; 
Nor err'd this hand unfaithful to its aim; "2088 

Nor 
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Nor prov'd the toil-too hard ; nor have I loſt 
That ancient vigour once my pride and boalt, 
III I deferv'd theſe haughty peers diſdain ; 
Now let them comfort their dejected train, 470 
In ſweet repaſt the preſent hour employ, 
Nor wait till ev'ning for the genial joy: 
Then to the lute's ſoft voice prolong the night; 
Muſic, the banquet's moſt refin'd delight. 
He ſaid, then gave a nod; and at the word 475 
Telemachus girds on his thining ſword. 
Faſt by his father's fide he takes his ſtand ; 
The beamy jav'lin lightens in his hand. 


11 
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Tun AR UMENT. 
The death of the ſuitors. 


Ulyſes begins the laughter of the ſuitors by the death of 
Antinous. He declares himfelf, and lets fly bis arrows 
at the reſt. Telemachus aſſiſts, and brings arms for his 
father, himſelf, Eumæus and Philetius, DMelanthius 
does the ſame for the worgers. Minerva encourages UI 
[es in the ſhape of Mentor. The ſuitors are all ſlain, 
only Medon and Phemius are ſpared. Melanthius and 
the unfaithful ſervants are executed. The reſt acknow- 
ledge their maſter with all demonſtrations of joy. 


HEN fierce the hero o'er the threſhold ſtrode ; 
Stript of his rags, he blaz'd out like a god. 
Full in their face the lifted bow he bore, 
And quiver'd deaths, a formidable ſtore ; 
Before his feet the rattling ſhow'r he threw, 5 
And thus terrific to the ſuitor crew. 
One vent'rous game this hand has won to-day, 
Another, princes ! yet remains to play; 
Another mark our arrow mult attain, 
Phoebus aſſiſt! nor be the labour vain. 10 
Swift as the word the parting arrow ſings, 8 
And bears thy fate, Antinous, on its wings : 
Wretch that he was, of unprophetic ſoul ! 
High in. his hands he rear'd the golden bowl! 
Evn then to drain it lengthen'd out his breath; 15 
Chang'd to the deep, the bitter draught of death: 
| Ee For 
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For fate who fear'd amidſt a feaſtful band? 


And fate to numbers, by a ſingle hand? 
Full thro” his throat Ulyſſes? weapon paſt, 


And pierc'd the neck. He falls and breathes his laſt. 


The tumbling goblet the wide floor o'erflows, 

A ſtream of gore burlt ſpouting from his noſe; 
Grim in convulſive agonies he Brat: 

Before him ſpurn'd, the loaded table falls, 

And ſpreads the pavement with a mingled flood 

Of floating meats, and wine, and human blood. 
Amaz'd, confounded, as they ſaw him fall, 
Uproſe the throngs tumultuous round the hall ; 
O'er all the dome they caſt a haggard eye, 

Each look'd for arms: in vain ; no arms were nigh; 
Aim'ſt thou at princes? (all amaz'd they ſaid); 
Thy laſt of games unhappy haſt thou play'd; 
Thy erring ſhaft has made our braveſt bleed, 

And death, unlucky gueſt, attends thy deed. 
Vultures ſhall tear thee. —Thus incens'd they ſpoke. 
While each to chance aſerib'd the wond'rous ſtroke, 
Blind as they were; for death ev'n now invades 
His deſtin'd prey, and wraps them all in ſhadcs. 
Then grimly frowning with a dreadful Jook, 
That wither'd all their hearts, Ulyſſes ſpoke. 

Dogs, ye have had your day; ye fear'd no more 
Ulyſſes vengeful from the Trojan ſhore ; 

While to your Juſt and ſpoil a guardleſs prey, 
Our houſe, our wealth, our helpleſs handmaids lay: 
Not ſo content, with bolder frenzy ſir'd, 

Ev'n to our bed prefumptuous you afpir'd : 

Laws or divine or human fail'd to move, 

Or ſhame of men, or dread of gods above: 
Heedleſs alike of infamy or praiſe, 

Or fame's eternal voice in future days: 

The hour of vengeance, wretches, now eis come, 
Impending fate is yours, and inſtant doom. 

Thus dreadful he. Confus'd the ſuitors ſtood, 
From their pale cheeks recedes the flying blood; 
Trem bling they ſought their guilty heads to hide, 
Alone the bold Eurymachus reply'd. | 

If, as thy words import, (he thus began), 
Uly es lives, and thou the mig' ty man, 


20 


23 


30 


35 


40 


45 


50 


55 


Gieat 


Book XXII. HOMER: ODYSSEY. 


Great are thy wrongs, and much haſt thou ſuſtain'd 
In thy ſpoil'd palace, and exhauitcd land ; 
The cauſe and author of thoſe guilty deeds, 
Lo! at they fect unjuſt Antinous bleeds. 

Not love, but wild ambition was his guide; 
To ſlay thy fon, thy kingdoms to divide, 
"Theſe were his aims; but juſter Jove deuy'd. 
Since cold in death th' offender lies; oh ſpare 
Thy ſuppliant people, and receive their pray'r! 
Braſs, gold, and treaſures ſhall the ſpoil defray, 
Two hundred oxen ev'ry prince ſhall pay: 

The waite of years refunded in a day. 


Till then thy wrath is juſt. — Ulyſſes burn'd 


With high diſdain, and ſternly thus return'd. 
All, all the treaſures that enrich'd our throne 

Before your rapines, join'd with all your own, 

If offer'd, vainly ſhould for mercy call ; 

*Fis you that offer, and I ſcorn them all 

Your blood is my demand, your lives the prize, 

Till pale as yonder wretch. each ſuitor lies. 


Hence with thoſe coward terms; or fight, or fly; 


This choice is left ye, to reſiſt or die; 

And die I truſt ye ſhall.— He ſternly ſpoke: 

With guilty fears the pale aſſembly ſhook. 

Alone Eurymachus exhorts the train: 

Yon archer, comrades, will not ſhoot in vain 

But from the threihold ſhall his darts be ſpec, 

(Whoe'er he be), till ev'ry prince lie dead. 

Be mindful of yourſelves, draw forth your ſwords, 

And to his ſhatts obtend theſe ample boards, 

50 need compels) ; then, all united, ftrive 

The bold invader from his pott to drive; 

The city rous'd ſhall to our reſcue haſte, 

And this mad archer ſoon have ſhot his laſt. 
Swift as he ſpoke, he drew his traitor {word, 

And like a lion ruth'd againtt his lord: 

The wary chief the ruſhing foe repreſt, 

Who met the point, and forc'd it in his breaſt: 

His failing hand deſerts thc lifted ſword, 

And prone he falls extended o'er the board! 

Before him wide, in mis'd elfuſion roll 

Tu' untaſted viands and the jovial bowl. 
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Full thro? his liver paſs'd the mortal wound, 
With dying rage his forehead beats the ground, 
He ſpurn'd the ſeat with fury as he fell, 
And the fierce ſoul to darkneſs div'd, and hell. 
Next bold Amphinomus his arms extends 105 
To force the paſs: the god-like man defends. 
Thy ſpear, Telemachus ! prevents th” attack, 
The brazen weapon driving thro” his back, 
Thence thro' his breaſt its bloody paſſage tore; 
Flat falls he thund'ring on the marble floor, 110 
And his eruſh'd forehead marks the ſtone with gore, 
He left his jav'lin in the dead, for fear 
'The long incumbrance of the weighty ſpear 
To the tierce foe advantage might afford, 
To ruſh between and uſe the ſhorten'd ſword. 115 
With ſpeedy ardour to his fire he flics, 
And, Arm, great father! arm! (in haſte he cries) ; 
Lo hence I run for other arms to wicld, 
For miſſile jav'lins, and for helm and ſhield; 
Fait by our fide let either faithful ſwain 120 
In arms attend us, and their part ſuſtain. 
Haſte and return, ( Ulyſſes made reply), 
While yet th? auxiliar ſhafts this hand ſupply ; 
I.eſt thus alone, encounter'd by an hoſt, 
Priv'n from the gate, th' important paſs be loſt, 125 
With ſpeed Telemachus obeys, and flies | 
Where pil'd on heaps the royal armour lies; 
Four brazen helmets, eight refulgent ſpears, 
And four broad bucklers, to his fire he bears; 
At once in brazen panoply they ſhone, 130 
At once each ſervant brac'd his armour on; 
Around their king a faithful guard they ſtand, 
While yet each ſhaft flew deathful from his hand; 
Chief after chief expir'd at ev'ry wound, 
And ſwelld the bleeding mountain on the ground. 135 
Soon as his {tore of flying fates was ſpent, 
Againſt the wall he ſet the bow unbent: 
And now his ſhoulders bear the maſſy ſhield, 
And now his hands two beamy jav'lins wield : 
[le frowns beneath his nodding plume, that play'd 140 
(Yer the high creft, and caſt a dreadful ſhade. | 
There 
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There ſtood a window near, whence looking down 
From o'er the porch, appear'd the ſubject town. 
A double ſtrength of valves ſecur'd the place, 
A high and narrow, but the only pals: 145 
The cautious king, with all-preventing care, . 
To guard that outlet, plac'd Eumzus there: 
When Agelaus thus. Has none the ſenſe 
To mount yon window, and alarm from thence 
The neiphbour town? the town ſhall force the door, 
And this bold archer ſoon ſhall ſhuot no more. 151 
Melanthius then: That outlet to the gate 
So near adjoins, that one may guard the ſtraight. 
But other methods of defence remain, 
Myſelf with arms can furnith all the train; 155 
Stores from the royal magazine | bring, 
And their own darts ſhall pierce the prince and king. 
He ſaid ; and mounting up the lofty ſtairs, 
Twelve ſhiclds, twelve lances, and twelve helmets bears: 
All arm, and ſudden round the hall appears 160 
A blaze of bucklers, and a wood of ſpcars. 
The hero ſtands oppreit with mighty woe, 
On ev'ry ſide he ſees the labour grow : 
Oh curſt event! and oh unlook'd-for aid! . 
Mecelanthius or the women have betray'd 165 
Oh my dear fon !—The father with a tigh ! 
Then ceas'd; the filial virtue made reply, 
Falſhood is folly, and ' tis juſt to own 
The fault committed; this was mine alone; 
My haite neglected yonder door to bar, 170 
And hence the villain has ſupply'd their war. 
Run, good Eumeus chen, and (what before 
I thoughtleſs err'd in] well ſecure that door: 
Learn if by female fraud this deed were done, 
Or (as my thought miſgives] by Dolius' ſon. 175 
While yet they ſpoke, in queſt of arms again 
To the high chamber ſtole the faithleſs ſwain, 
Not unobſerv'd. Eumæus watchful ey'd, 
And thus addrefs'd Ulyſſes near his fide, 
The miſcreant we ſuſpected takes that way; 180 
Him, if this arm be pow'rful, ſhall 1 ſlay? 
Or drive him hither to receive the meed 


From thy own band, of this deteſted deed ? 


E e 3. Not 
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Not ſo, (reply'd Ulyſſes), leave him there, 
For us ſuflicient is another care : 
Within the ſtructure of this palace wall 
To keep inelos'd his maſters till they fall. 
Go you and ſeize the felon ; backward bind 
His arms and legs, and fix a plank behind; 
On this, his body by ſtrong cords extend, 
And on a column near the roof fuſpend ; 
So ſtudy'd tortures his vile days ſhall end. 

The ready ſwains obey'd with joyful haſte, 
Behind the felon unperceiv'd they paſt, 
As round the room in queſt of arms he goes 
(The half-ſhut door conceal'd his lurking foes) ; 
One hand ſuſtain'd a helm, and one the ſhield 
Which old Laertes wont in youth to wield, 
Cover'd with duſt, with dryneſs chapt and worn, 
The braſs corroded, and the leather torn : 
Thus laden, o'er the threſhold as he itept, 
Fierce on the villain from each tide they leapt, 
Back by the hair the trembling daſtard drew, 
And down reluctant on the pavement threw. 
Active and pleas'd, the zealous ſwains fulfil 
At ev'ry point their maſter's rigid will!: 
Firit, faſt behind, his hands and feet they bound 
hen {treighten'd cords involv'd his body round: 
90 drawn aloft, athwart the column ty'd, 
The howling felon ſwung from fide to ſide. 

FEumzus icofling then with keen diſdain: 
There paſs thy pleaſing night, oh gentle ſwain ! 
On that ſoft pillow, from that envy'd height 
Firſt may'ſt thou fee the ſpringing dawn of light 
$5 timely riſe, when morning ſtreaks the eaſt, 
To drive thy victims to the \ Fre feaſt. 

This ſaid, they left him, tortur'd as he lay, 
Secur'd the door, and haſty ſtrode away : 
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Each, breathing death, reſum'd his dang*rous poſt 


Near great Ulyſſes; four againſt an holt. 
When lo! deſcending.to her hero s aid, 


Jove's daughter, Palias, war's triumphant maid : 


In Mentor's friendly form {he join'd his fide ;. 
Ulylles faw, and thus with tranſport cry'd. 


220 


Come, 
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Come, ever welcome, and thy fuccour lend; 225 
Oh ev'ry ſacred name in one! my friend ! 
Early we lov'd, and Jong our loves have grown: 
Whate'er thro? life's whole ſeries J have done, 
Or good, or grateful, now to mind recal, 
And aiding this one hour, repay it all. 230 
Thus he; but pleaſing hopes bis boſom warm 
Of Pallas latent in the iriendly form. 
The adverſe hoſt the phantom warrior ey'd, 
And firſt, loud threat'ning, Agelaiis cry'd. 
Mentor beware, nor let that tongue perſuade 235 
Thy frantic arm to lend Ulyſſes aid; 
Our force {ucceſsful ſhall our threat make good, 
And with the tire's and ſon's commix thy blood. 


What hop'ſt thou here? Thee firſt the {word ſhall ſlay, 


hen lop thy whole poſterity away; 240 
Far hence thy baniſh'd confort ſhall we fend ; 

With his, thy forfeit lands and treaſures blend; 5 
Thus, and thus only ſhalt thou goin thy friend. 


His barb'rous inſult ev'n the goddeſs fires, 


Who thus the warrior to revenge juſpires. 245 


Art thou Ulyſſes? where then ſhall we find 
The patient body and the conſtant mind? 
That courage, once the IL'rojans daily dread, 
Known nine long years, and felt by heroes dead? 
And where that conduct, which reveng'd the lult 250 
Of Priam's race, and laid proud Troy in dull ? 
If this, when Helen was the cauſe, were done; 
What for thy country now, thy queen, thy ſon ? 
Riſe then in combat, at iny ſide attend ; 
Obſerve what vigour gratitude can lend, 255 
And foes how weak, oppos'd agaiult a friend! 
She ſpoke ; bat willing longer to ſurvey 
The fire and ſon's great acts, with-held the day; 
By farther toils decreed the brave to try, 
And level pois'd the wings of victory: 260 
Then with a change of form cludes their ſight, 
Perch'd like a ſwallow on a rafter's height, 
And unperceiv'd enjoys the riſing fight. 5 
Damaitor's ſon, bold Agelaiis, leads 
The guilty war; Eurynomus ſucceeds 265 
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With theſe, Piſander, great Polyctor's ſon, 
Sage Polybus, and ſtern Amphimedon, 
With Demoptolemus : theſe fix ſurvive ;; 
The belt of all the ſhafts had left alive. 
Amidſt the carnage deſp'rate as they ſtand, 270 
Thus Agclaiis rous'd the lagging band, 

Ihe hour is come, when yon fierce man no more 
With bleeding princes ſhall beſtrew the floor: 
Lo! Mentor leaves him with an empty boaſt ; 
"The four remain, but four againſt an hoſt, 275 
Let cach at once diſcharge the deadly dart, 
One ſure of {ix ſhall reach Ulyſſes heart: 
Ihus ſhall one ſtroke the glory loſt regain : 
The reſt muſt periſh, their great leader ſlain. 

Then all at once their mingled Jances threw, 280 
And thirity all of one man's blood they flew ; 
In vain | Minerva turn'd them with her breath, 
And ſcatte;*d ſhort, or wide, the points of death; 
With deaden'd ſound, gne on the threſhold falls, 
One ſtrikes the gate, one rings againlt the walls; 285 
"The ſtorm palt innocent. The god-like man 
Now loftier trod, and dreadful thus began. 
is now (brave friends) our turn, at once to throw 
(So ſpeed 'em heav®n) our jav'lins at the foe. 


That impious race to all their paſt miſdeeds 29T 


Would add our blood. Injuſtice ſtill proceeds. 
He ſpoke : at once their fiery lances flew: 
Great Demoptolemus, Ulyſſes flew ; 
Euryades receiv'd the prince's dart; 
The goatherd's quiver'd in Pifander's heart; 295 
Fierce Elatus by thine, Eumeus, falls; 
Their fall in thunder echoes round the walls.“ 
The reſt retreat: the victors now advance, 
}.ach from the dead reſumes his bloody lance. 
Again the foe diſcharge the fteely ſhow'r ; 300 
Again made fruſtrate a the virgin pow'r. | 
Some, turn'd by Pallas, on the threſhold fall, 
Some wound the gate,. ſome 2 the wall; 
Some weak, or pond'rous with the brazen kead, 
Drop karmlels, on the pavement founding dead. 305 
Then bold Amphimedon his jav'lin calt ; | 
Thy hand, Telemachus, it lightly raz'd ; 
| And 
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Aud from Cteſippus' arm the ſpear elanc*d 
On good Eumæus' ſhield and ſhoulder glanc'd ; 
Not leſſen'd of their force (fo flight the wound) 310 
Each ſung along, and dropp'd upon the ground. 
Fate doom'd thee next, Eurydamus, to bear 
Thy death, ennobled by Ulyſſes' ſpear. 
By the bold fou Amphimedon was (lain ; 
And Polybus renowu'd the faithtu} fwain. 315 
Pierc'd thro' the breait the rude Ctelippus bled, 
And thus Philatius glorted o'er the dead. 

There end thy pompous vaunts and high diſdain ; 
Oh tharp in ſcandal, voluble and vain ! 
How weak is mortal pride! To heav'n alone 320 
Th' event of actions and our fates are known: 
Scoffer, behold what gratitude we bear: 
The victim's heel is aniwer'd with this ſpear. 

Ulyſſes brandiſh'd high his vengeful iteel, 
And Damaſtorides that inſtant fell; 325 
Fatt by Leoeritus expiring lay, 
"The prince's jav'lin tore its bloody way 
'Thro” all his bowels : down he tumbles prone, 
His batter'd front and brains befmear the itone. 

Now Pallas ſhines confeſs'd ; aloft ſhe ſpreads 330 
The arm of vengeance o'er their guilty heads; 
The dreadful ægis blazes in their eye; 
Amaz'd they ſee, they tremble, and they fly : 
Confus'd, diſtracted, thro' the rooms they fling, 
Like oxen madden'd by the breeze's ting, 335 
When ſultry days, and long, ſucceed the geatle ſpring. 
Not half fo keen, fierce vultures of the chace 
Stoop from the mountains on the feather'd race, 
When, the wide held extended ſnares belet, 
With conſcious dread they ſhun the quiv'ring net: 340 
No help, no flight ; but wounded ev'ry way, 
Headlong they drop : the fowlers ſeize the prey. 
On all ſides thus they double wound on wound, 
In proſtrate heaps the wretches beat the ground, 
Unmanly ſhrieks precede each dying groan, 345 
And a red deluge floats the reeking ſtone. 

Leiodes firſt before the victor falls: 
The wretched augur thus for mercy calls. 
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O gracious hear, nor let thy ſuppliant bleed: 

Still undiſhonour'd or by word or deed, \ 359 
Thy houſe, for me, remains; by me repreſs'd 

Full oft was check'd th' injuſtice of the reſt: 

Averſe they heard me when | counſell'd well, 

Their hearts were harden'd, and they jaſtly fell. 

Oh ſpare an augur's conſcerated head, 355 
Nor add the blameleſs to the guilty dead. 

Prieſt as thou art! for that deteſted band 

Thy lying prophecics deceiv'd the land: 

Againſt Ulyſſes have thy vows been made; 

For them thy daily oriſons were paid: 360 
Yet more, ev'n to our bed thy pride aſpires : 

One common crime one common fate requires. 

Thus ſpeaking, from the ground the Gd he took 
Which Agelaüs' dying hand forſook ; 

Full thro? his neck the weighty faulchion ſped: 365 
Along the pavement roll'd the mutt'ring head. 

Phemius alone the hand of vengeance ſpar'd, 

Phemius the ſweet, the heav'n-inſtructed bard. 

Betide the gate the rev'rend minſtrel ſtands ; 

Ihe lyre, now filent, trembling in his hands; 370 
Dubious to ſupplicate the chief. or fly 

To Jove's inviolable altar nigh, 

Where oft Laertes holy vows had paid, 

And oft Ulyſſes ſmoking victims laid. 

His honour'd harp with care he firſt ſet down, 375 
Between the laver and the filver throne ; 

Then profrate ſtretch'd before the dreadful man, 
Perſuaſive, thus, with accent {oft began. 

O king! to mercy be thy ſoul icin, | 
And ſpare the poet's ever-gentle kind. 380 
A deed like this thy future fame would wrong, 

For dear to gods and men is ſacred ſong. 

Self-taught J fing; by heav'n, and heav'n alone, 

The genuine ſeeds of poeſy are ſown ; 

And (what the gods beſtow) the lofty lay, 385 

To gods alone, and god-like worth, we pay. 

Save then the poet, and thyſelf reward; 

*T'is thine to merit, mine is to record. 

That here I ſung, was force and not defire 

This band reluctant touch'd the warbling wire: 390 
Aud 
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And let thy ſon atteſt, nor ſordid pay, 
Nor ſervile flatt'ry Rlain'd the moral lay. 
The moving words Velemathus attends, 
His fire approaches, and the bard detends. 
Oh mix not, father, with thoſe impious dead 395 
The man divine; forbear that ſacred head 
Medon the herald too our arms may ſpare, 
Medon, who made my infancy his care; 
If yet he breathes, permit thy ſon to give 
Thus much to gratitude, and bid him live. 400 
| Beneath a table, trembling with diſmay, 
Couch'd cloſe to earth, unhappy Medon lay, 
Wrapt in a new ſlain ox's ample hide: 
Swift at the word he caſt his ſkreen aſide, 

Sprung to the prince, embrac'd his knee with tears, 
And thus with grateful voice addreſs'd his ears. 4c6 
O prince! O friend! lo here thy Medon ſtands ; 

Ah ſtop the hero's unreſiſted hands, 

Incens'd too juſtly by that impious brood, 

Whoſe guilty glories now are fet in blood. 410 
To whom Ulyſſes with a pleaſing eye: 

Be bold, on friendſhip and my ſon rely; 

Live, an example for the world to read, 

How much more ſafe the good than evil deed : 

Thou, with the heav'n-taught bard, in peace reſort 

From blood and carnage to yon open court : 416 

Me other work requires With tim'rous awe 

From the dire ſcene th' exempted two withdraw, 

Scarce ſure of life, look round, and trembling move 

To the bright altars of protector Jove. - 420 

Mean while Ulyſſes ſearch'd the dome, to find 

If yet there live of all the offending kind. 

Not one ! compleat the bloody tale he found, 

All ſteep'd in blood, all gaſping on the ground. 

So, when by hollow ſhores the fiſher train 425 

Sweep with their arching nets the hoary main, 5 

And ſcarce the meſhy toils the copiousdraught contain, 

All naked of their element, and bare, 

The fiſhes pant, and gaſp in thinner air 

Wide over the ſands are ſpread the ſtiff'ning prey 430 

Till the warm ſun exhales their ſoul away. 
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And now the kiag commands his ſon to call 
Old Euryclea, to the deathful hall: 
The ſon obſervant not a moment (tays 
The aged governeſs with ſpeed obeys : 435 
The ſounding portals inſtant they diſplay ; 
The matron moves, the prince direCts the way. 
On heaps of death the {tern Ulyſſes ſtood, 
All black with duſt, and cover'd thick with blood. 
So the grim lion from the ſlaughter comes, 440 
Dreadful he glares, and terribly he foams, : 
His breaſt with marks of carnage painted o'er, 
His jaws all dropping with the bull's black gore. 
Soon as her eyes the welcome object met, 
The guilty fall'n, the mighty deed compleat ; 445 
A ſcream of joy her ſceble voice eſſay'd: | 
The hero check'd her, and compos'dly ſaid. 
Woman, experienc'd as thou art, controul 
Indecent joy, and fealt thy ſecret ſoul. 
T” inſult the dead is cruel and unjuſt; 450 
Fate, and their crime, have ſunk them to the duſt. 
Nor heeded theſe the cenſure of mankind, 
The good and bad were equal in their mind, 
Juſtly the price of worthleſſneſs they paid, 
And each now wails an unlamented ſhade. 455 
But thou ſincere ! Oh Euryclea, ſay, 
What maids diſhonour us, and what obey ? 
Then ſhe. In theſe thy kingly walls remain 
(My ſon) full fifty of the handmaid train, 
Taught by my care to cull the fleece, or weave, 460 
Aud ſervitude with pleaſing taſks deceive z3 
Of theſe, twice fix purſue their wicked way, 
Nor me nor chaſte Penelope obey ; 
Nor ſits it that Telemachus command 
(Young as he is) his mother's female band. 465 
Hence to the upper chambers let me fly, : 
Where ſlumbers ſoft now cloſe the royal eye; 
There wake her with the news — The matron cry'd ; 
Not ſo, (Ulyſſes more ſedate reply'd), 
Bring firlt the crew who wrought theſe guilty deeds ; 
In haſte the matron parts: the king procceds. 471 
Now to diſpoſe the dead, the care remains 


To you, my fon, and you, my faithful ſwains ; 
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'Th* offending females to that taſk we doom, 
To waſh, to ſcent, and purify the room. 475 
"Theſe N table cleans'd, and ev'ry throne, 
And all the melancholy labour done) 
Prive to yon court, without the palace-wall, 
There the revevging {word ſhall ſmite them all; 
So with the ſuitors let them mix in duſt, + 480 
Stretch'd in a long oblivion of their luſt. 

He ſaid : the lamentable train appear, 
Each vents a groan, and drops a tender tear 
Each heav'd her mournful burden, and beneath 
The porch, depos'd the _— heaps of death. 485 
The chief ſevere, compelling each to move, 
Urg'd the dire taſk imperious from above. 
With thirſty ſponge they rub the tables o'er, 
(The ſwains unite their toil), the walls, the floor, 5 
Waſh'd with th' effuſive wave, are purg'd of gore. 
Once more the palace ſet in fair array, 491 
To the baſe court the females take their way; 
There compals'd clofe between the dome and wall, 


(Their life's laſt ſcene), they trembling wait their fall. 


Then thus the prince. To theſe ſhall we afford 495 
A fate ſo pure, as by the martial {word ? 
Jo theſe, the nightly proſtitutes to thame, 
And baſe revilers of our houſe and name? 

Thus ſpeaking, on the circling wall he ſtrung 
A ſhip's ove cable, from a column hung ; FcO 
Near the high top he ſtrain'd it ſtrongly round, 
Whence no contending foot could reach the ground. 
Their heads above connected in a row, 
They beat the air with quriog feet below : 


'Fhus on ſome bree hung ſtruggling in the ſnare, gog 


The doves or thruſhes flap their wings in air. 
Soon fled the foul impure, and left behind 
The empty corſe to waver with the wind. 
Ihen forth they led Melanthius, and began 
Their bloody work: they lopp'd away the man, 516 
Morſel for dogs! then trimm'd with brazen ſheers 
'The wretch, and ſhorten'd of his noſe and ears ; 
His hands and feet laſt felt the cruel ſteel ; 
He roar'd, and torments = his ſoul to hell. — 
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They waſh, and to Ulyſſes take their way, 515 
959 ends the bloody bus'neſs of the day. 

To Euryclea then addreſt the king: | 
Bring hither fire, and hither ſulphur bring, 
To purge the palace: then the queen attend, 
And let her with her matron-train deſcend ; 520 
The matran-train with all the virgin band 
Aſſemble here, to learn their lord's command. 

Then Euryclea : Joyful I obey, 
But caſt thoſe mean diſhoneſt rags away; 
Permit me firſt thy royal robes to bring: 525 
III fuits this garb the ſhoulders of a king. | 
« Bring ſulphur ſtraight and fire:?” (the monarch cries) : 
She hears, and at the word obedient flics. 
With fire and ſulphur, cure of noxious fumes, 
He purg'd the walls and blood-polluted rooms. 530 
Again the matron ſprings with eager pace, 
And ſpreads her lord's return from place to place. 
They hear, ruſh forth, and inſtant round him ſtand, 
N gazing N a torch in ev'ry hand. 
They ſaw, they knew him, and with fond embrace 535 
Each humbly kiſs'd his knee, or hand, or face; 
He knows them all; in all ſuch truth appears, 
Ev'n he indulges the ſweet joy of tears. 


ODYSSETY: 
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Furyclea awakens Penelipe with the news of Ulyſſess 
return, and the death of the ſuitors. Penelope ſcarcelz 
credi's* her, but ſuppoſes ſome god has puniſhed them, 
and deſcends from her apartment in doubt. Al the 
firſt interview , Ulyſſes and Penelope, fhe is quite 
unſatisfied. Minerva reſtores bim to the beauty of his 
youth ; but the queen continues incredulous, till by fonie 
circumſtances ſhe is convinced, and falls into all tte 
tranſports of paſſion and tenderneſs. They recount to 
each other all that has paſt during their lang ſeparation. 
The next morning Ulyſes, arming himſelf and his 
friend's, goes from the city to vijit his father. 


HEN' to the queen, as in repoſe ſhe lay, 
The nurfe with eager rapture ſpeeds her way; 
The tranſport of her faichful heart ſupply 
A ſudden youth, and give her wings to fly. 
Aud fleeps my child? the OY matron cries: 5 
Ulyſſes lives! arife, my child, ariſe ! 
At length appears the long expected hour! 
Ulyſſes comes! the ſuitors are no more! 
No more they view the golden light of day; 
Ariſe, and bleſs thee with the olad ſurvey ! 10 
Touch'd at her words, the mourntul queen rejoin'd. 
Ah! whither wanders thy diſtemper'd mind? 
The righteous pow'rs who tread the ſtarry ſkies, 
The weak enlighten, and confound the wiſe, 
And human thought with unrefiſted ſway, 15 
Depreſs or raiſe, enlarge or take away: 
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Truth, by their high decree, thy voice forſakes, 


And folly with the tongue of wiſdom ſpeaks. 


Unkind, the fond illuſion to impoſe : 
Was it to flatter or deride my woes ? 20 
Never did Ia fleep ſo ſweet enjoy, 
Since my dear lord left Ithaca for Troy: 
Why mult I wake to grieve; and bebo thy ſhore, 
O Troy ?—may never tongue pronounce thee more! 
Be gone: another might have felt our rage, 25 
But age is ſacred, and we ſpare thy age. 
To whom with warmth : My ſoul a lie diſdains 
Ulyſſes lives, thy own Ulyſſes reigns : 
That ſtranger, patient of the ſuitors wrongs, 
And the rude licence of ungovern'd tongues, 30 
e, he is thine! Thy ſon bie latent gueſt 
Long knew, but lock'd the ſecret in fis breaſt; 
With well-concerted art to end his woes, 
And burſt at once in vengeance on the foes, 
While yet the ſpoke the queen in tranſport ſprang 35 
Swift from the couch, and round the matron hung; 
Faſt from her eye deſcends the rolling tear, 
Say, once more ſay, is my Ulyſſes here ? 
How could that num'rous and outrageous band 
By one be ſlain, tho' by an hero's hand? 49 
I ſaw it not, ſhe cries, but heard alone, 
When death was buſy, a loud dying groan, 
The damſel-train turn'd pale at ev'ry wound, 
Immur'd we fat, and catch'd each paſſing ſound ; 
When death had ſciz'd her prey, thy ſon attends, 45 
And at his nod the damſel-train deſcends ; 
There terrible in arms Ulyſſes ſtood, 
And the dead ſuitors almoſt ſwam in blood; 
Thy heart had leap'd the hero to ſurvey, 
Stern as the ſurly lion o'er his prey, 50 
Glorious in gore !—Now with ſulphureous fires 
The dome he purges, now the flame aſpires ; 
Heap'd lie the dead without the > Re HY 
Haſte, daughter haſte, thy own Ulyſles calls! 
Thy ev'ry wiſh the bounteous gods beſtow, 2 
Enjoy the preſent good, and former woe; 
Ulyfes lives his vanquiſh'd foes to fee ; 
He lives to thy Telemachus and thee ! 
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Ah no! with ſighs Penelope rejoin'd, 
Exceſs of joy ditturbs thy wand'ring mind; 60 
How bleſt this happy bour, ſhould he appear, 
Dear to us all, to me ſupremely dear! 
Ah no! ſome god the ſuitors deaths decreed, 
Some god deſcends, and by his hand they bleed; 
Blind] to contemn the ſtranger's righteous cauſe, 65 
And violate all hoſpitable laws ! 
The good they hated, and the pow'rs defy*d; - 
But heav'n is juit, and by a god they dy'd. 
For never mult Ulyſſes view this ſhore ; 
Never! the lov'd Ulyſſes is no more! 70 
What words (the matron eries) have reach*d my ears ? 
Doubt we his preſence, when he now appears ? 
Then hear conviction : ere the fatal day 
That fore'd Ulyſles o'er the watry way, 
A boar fierce ruſhing in the ſilvan war 75 
Plough'd half his thigh ; [ faw, | faw the ſcar, 
And wild with tranſport had reveal'd the wound 
But ere I ſpoke, he roſe, and check'd the ſound, - 
Then daughter haſte away; and if a lie 
Flow from this tongue, then let thy ſervant die! 80 
To whom with dubious joy the queen replies, 
Wiſe is thy ſoul, but errors ſeize the wiſe; + 
Ihe works of gods what mortal can furvey ? . 
Who knows their motives, who ſhall trace their way! 
But learn we inſtant how the. ſuitors trod 85 
The paths of death, by man or by a god. 
Thus 4peaks the queen, and no reply attends, 
But with alternate joy and fear deſcends ; 
At.ev'ry ſtep debates, her lord to prove! 
Or, ruſhing to his arms, confeſs her love ! 90 
Then gliding thro' the marble valves in ſtate 
Oppos'd, before the fhining tire ſhe ſat. 
'The monarch, by a column high enthron'd, 
His eye withdrew, and fix'd it on the ground ; : 
Curious to hear his queen the ſilence break : 95 
Amaz'd ſhe fat, and impotent to ſpeak ; ; 
Oer all the man her eyes ſhe rolls in vain, -- 
Now hopes, now fears, now knows, then doubts again, 
At length Telemachus—Oh who can find 
A woman like Penelope unkind !. . 100 
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Why thus in ſilence ? why with winning charms 

Thus flow, to fly with rapture to his arms? 

Stubborn the breaſt that with no tranſport glows, 
When twice ten years are paſt of mighty woes; 

To ſoftneſs loſt, to ſpouſal love unknown, 105 
The gods have form'd that rigid heart of ſtone ! 

O my Telemachus ! the queen rejoin'd, 

Diſtracting fears confound my lab'ring mind; 
Pow'rleſs to ſpeak, I ſcarce uplift my eyes, 
Nor dare to queſtion: doubts on doubts ariſe. 110 
Oh deign he, if Ulyſſes, to remove 

Theſe boding thoughts, and what he is, to prove! 

Pleas'd with her virtuous fears, the king replies, 
Indulge, my ſon, the cautions of the wiſe ; 
Time ſhall the truth to ſure remembrance bring : 115 
This garb of poverty belies the king; 
No more. This day our deepeſt care requires, 
Cautious to act what thought mature inſpires. 
If one man's blood, tho' mean, diſtain our hands, 
Ihe homicide retreats to foreign lands; 120 
By us in heaps th? illuſtrious peerage falls, 
"FI important deed our whole attention calls. 

Be that thy care, Pelemachus replies, 
The world conſpires to ſpeak Ulyſſes wiſe; ; 
For wiſdom all 1s thine ! lo I obey, 125 
And dauntleſs follow where you lead the way; 
Nor ſhalt thou in the day of danger find 
Thy coward ſon degen'rate lag, behind. 

Then inſtant to the bath (the monarch cries) 

Bid the gay youth and ſprightly virgins rife, 130 
Thence all deſcend in pomp and proud array, 

And bid the dome reſound the mirthful lay; 

While the ſweet lyriſt airs of rapture ſings, 

And forms the dance reſponſive to the firings... 

That hence th' cluded paſſengers may fay, 125 
Lo! the queen weds ! we hear the ſpouſal lay! 

The ſuitors death unknown, till we remove 

Far from the court, and act inſpir'd by Jose. 

Thus ſpoke the king: th? obſervant train obey, 
At once they bathe, and dreſs in proud array: 140 
The lyriſt ſtrikes the firing; gay youths advance, 
And fair zon'd damſels form the ſprightly dance. 
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The voice, attun'd to inſtrumental ſounds, 

Aſcends the roofs ; the vaulted roof rebounds; 

Not unobſerv'd: the Greeks eluded ſay, 145 
Lo! the queen weds! we hear the ſpouſal lay! 
Inconſtant ! to admit the bridal hour. 

Thus they—but nobly chaſte ſhe weds no more. 

Mean while the weary'd king the bath aſcends ; 
With faithſul cares Eurynome attends, 4+. 
O'er ev'ry limb a ſhow'r of fragrance ſheds : 

Then dreſt in pomp, magnificent he treads... 
The warrior-goddeſs gives his frame to ſhine 
With majeſty enlarg'd, and grace divine. 


Back from his brows in wavy ringlets fly 155 


His thick large locks, of hyacinthine dye. 

As by ſome artiſt to whom Vulcan gives 

His heav'nly ſkill, a breathing image lives; 

By Pallas taugbt, he frames the wond'rous mould, 


And the pale liver glows with full gold: 160 


So Pallas his heroic form improves 

With bloom divine, and like a god he moves; 

More high he treads, and iſſuiug forth in ſtate, 

Radiant before his gazing conſort fat. - 

And, Oh my queen! be cries; what you'r above 165 

Has ſteel'd that heart, averſe to ſpouſal love! 

Canſt thon, Penelope, when heav'n reſtores 

Thy loft Ulyſles to his native ſhores, 

Canſt thou, oh cruel ! unconcern'd ſurvey - 

'I'ty loſt Ulyſſes, on this ſignal day? 170 

Haſte, Euryclea, and diſpatchful ſpread 

For me, and me alone, th* imperial bed: 

My weary nature craves the balm of- reſt : 

But heav'n with adamant has arm'd her breaſt. 

Ah no! ſhe cries, a tender heart I bear, 175 

A foe to pride; no adamant-is there; 

And now, ev'n now it melts! for ſure I ſee 

Once more Ulyſfes, my belov'd, in thee ! 

Fix'd in my ſoul as when he ſaid to Troy, 

His image dwells: then haſte the bed of joy! 180 

Haſte, 3 the bridal bow'r the bed tranſlate, 

Fram'd by his hand, and be it dreſt in ſtate! | 
Thus ſpeaks the queen, ſtill dubious with diſguiſe ; 

Touch'd at ber words, the king with warmth replies, 
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Alas for this! what mortal ſtrength ean move 185 


Th' enormous burden, who but heav'n above? 

It mocks the weak attempts of human hands; 

But the whole earth muſt move, if heav'n commands. 
Then hear ſure evidence, while we diſplay 


Words ſeal'd with ſacred truth, and truth obey : © 190 


This hand the wonder fram'd ; an olive ſpread 
Full in the court its ever verdant head. 

Vaſt as ſome mighty column's bulk, on high 
"The huge trunk roſe, and heav'd into the ſcy; 


Around the tree I rais'd a nuptial bow | 195 


And roof'd defenſive of the ſtorm and ſhow'r ; 

The ſpacious valve, with art inwrought; conjoins z + 
And the fair dome with polifh'd marble ſhines. 

I lopp'd the branchy head ; aloft in twain 


Sever'd the bole, and ſmooth'd the ſhining grain; 2c 


Then poſts, capacious of the frame, I raiſe, - 
And bore it, regular, from ſpace to fpace ; - 
Athwart the frame, at equal diſtance, lie 
Thongs of tough hides, that boaſt a purple dye; 


Then poliſhing the whole, the ftinifh*d mould 205 


With fülver ſhone, with elephant, and gold. 
But if o'erturn'd by rude, ungovern'd hands, 
Or ſtill inviolate the olive ſtands, 


"Tis thine, oh queen, to fay: and now impart, 


If fears remain, or -doubts diſtract thy heart? 210- 


While yet he ſpeaks, her pow'rs of life decay, 
She fickens, trembles, falls, and faints away : 
At length recov'ring, to his arms ſhe flew, . 
And ſtrain'd him clofe, as to his breaſt the grew: 
The tears pour'd down amain : and oh, ſhe cries, 215 
Let not againſt thy ſpbuſe thine anger riſe! 
O vers'd in ev'ry turn of human art, 
Forgive the weakneſs of a woman's heart! 
The righteous pow'rs that mortal lots diſpoſe, 
| Decree us to ſuſtain a length of woes, 220 
And from the flower of life, the bliſs deny 
To bloom together, fade away, and die. 
O let me, let me not thine anger move, 
That I forbore, thus, thus, to ſpeak my love; 


Thus in fond kiſſes, while the tranſport warms, 225 


Pour out my foul, and die within thy arms! 
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I dreaded fraud ! Men, faithleſs men, hetray 
Our eaſy faith, and make the ſex their prey: 
Againſt the fondneſs of my heart I ſtrove, - 
"Twas caution, oh my lord! not want of love: 230 
Like me had Helen f-ard, with wanton charms, 

Ere the fair miſchief ſet two worlds in arms; 

Ere Greece roſe dreadful in th' avenging day, 

Thus had ſhe fear'd, ſhe had not gone aſtray. 

But heav'n, averſe to Greece, in wrath decreed 23 
That ſhe ſhou!d wander, and that Greece ſhould bleed: 
Blind to the ills that from injuſtice flow, 

She colour'd all our wretched lives with woe. 

But why theſe ſorrows when my lord arrives ? 

I yield, I yield! my own Ulyſſes lives! 240 
The ſecrets of the bridal bed are known 

To thee, to me, to Actoris alone, 

(My father's preſent in the ſpouſal hour, 

The ſole attendant on our genial bow'r). 

Since what no eye has ſeen thy tongue reveal'd, 245 
Bard and diſtruſtful as I am, I yield. 

Touch'd to the ſoul the king with rapture hears, 
Havgs round her neck, and ſpeaks his joy in tears. 
As to the ſhip-wreck'd mariner, the ſhores 
Delightful ries, when angry Neptune roars ; 250 
Then, when the ſurge in thunder mounts the ſky, 

And gulf'd in crowds at once the ſailors die; 

If one more happy, while the tempeſt raves, 

Out-lives the tumult of conflicting waves, 

All pale, with ooze deform'd, he views the ſtrand, 255 

And plunging forth with tranſport graſps the land. 

The raviſh'd queen with equal rapture on, ; 

Claſps her loy'd lord, and to his boſom grows. 

Nor had they ended till the morning ray : 

But Pallas backward held the riling day, 

The wheels of night retarding, to detain 

The gay Aurora in the wavy main: 

Whole flaming ſteeds, emerging thro! the night, 

Beam o'er the eaſtern hills with ſtreaming light. 
At length Ulyſſes with a ſigh replies: 

Yet fate, yet cruel fate repoſe denies ; 

A labour long, and hard, remains behind; 

By heav'n above, by hell beneath enjoin'd ; 
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For, to Tireſias' thro” th? eternal gates 
Of hell I trod, to learn my future fats. 270 
But end we here—the night demands repoſe, 
Be deck'd. the couch! and peace awhile, my woes | 

To whom the queen. Thy word we ſhall obey, 
And deck the couch; far hence be woes away; 


Since the juſt gods, who tread the ſtarry plains 275 


Reſtore thee ſafe, ſince my Ulyſſes reigns. 

But what thoſe perils heav'n decrees, impart; 

Knowledge may grieve, but fear diſtracts the heart. 
To this the king. Ah why muſt I diſcloſe. 

A dreadful ſtory of approaching woes ? 280 

Why in this hour of tranſport wound thy ears, 

When thou mult learn what I muſt ſpeak with tears? 

Heav'n, by the. Theban ghoſt, thy ſpouſe decrees 

Torn from thy arms, to fail a length of ſeas; 

From realm to realm a nation to explore 285 

Who ne'er knew falt, or heard the billows roar, 

Nor ſaw gay veſſel ſtem the ſurgy plain, 

A d. wonder, flying on the main; 

An oar my hand muſt bear; a ſhepherd eyes 

The unknown inſtrument with ſtrange ſurpriſe, 290 

And calls a corn-van : this upon the plain 

I fix, and hail the monarch of the main; 

Then bathe his altars with the mingled gore 

Of victims vow'd, a ram, a bull, a boar: 


Thence ſwift re- ſailing to my native ſhores, 295 


Due victims ſlay to all th' etherial pow'rs. 

Then heav'n decrees in peace to end my days, 

And ſteal myſelf from life by flow decays; 

Unknown to pain in age reſign my breath, 

When late ſtern Neptune points the ſhaft of death; 3ca 
To the dark grave retiring as to. reſt ; | 

My people bleſſing, by my people bleſt. 

Such future ſcenes th? all-righteous pow'rs diſplay, - 
By their dread ſeer “, and ſuch my future day. 

To whom thus firm. of foul : If ripe for death, 305 
And full of days, thou gently yield thy breath: 
While heav'n a kind releaſe from ills foreſhows ; 
Triumph, thou happy victor of thy woes! 
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But Euryclea with diſpatchful care, 

And ſage Eurynome, the couch prepare: 310 
Inſtant they bid the blazing torch diſplay 
Around the dome an artificial day; 

Then to repoſe her ſteps the matron bends, 

And to the queen Eurynome deſcends ; 

A torch ſhe bears to light with guiding fires 315 

The royal pair; ſhe guides them, and retires. 

Then inſtant his fair Pers Ulyſſes led 
To the chaſte love · rites of the nuptial bed. 

And now the blooming youths and ſprightly fair 
Ceaſe the gay dance, and to their reſt repair; 320 
But in diſcourſe the king and conſort lay, 

While the ſoft hours ſtole unperceiv'd away; 

Intent he hears Penelope diſcloſe 

A mournful ſtory of domeſtic woes, 

His ſervants inſults, his invaded bed, 325 
How his whole flocks and herds exhauſted bled, 

His gen'rous wines diſhonour'd ſhed in vain, 

And the wild riots of the ſuitor train. 

The king alternate a dire tale relates, 

Of wars, of triumphs, and diſaſtrous fates ; 330 
All he unfolds : his liſt'ning ſpouſe turns pale 
With pleaſing horror at the dreadful tale ; 

Sleepleſs devours each word; and hears, how ſlain 
Cicons on Cicons ſwell th* enſanguin'd plain; 

How to the land of Lote unbleſt he fails ; 335 
And images the rills, and flow'ry vales ! 

How daſh'd like dogs, his friends the Cyclops tore, 
(Not unreveng'd), and quaff'd the ſpouting gore; 
How the loud ſtorms in priſon- bound, he Fals 

From friendly Æolus with proſp'rous gales 340 
Vet fate withſtands! a ſudden tempeſt roars 

And whirls him groaning from his native ſhores : 

How on the barb'rous Læſtrigonian coaſt, 

By ſavage hands his fleet and friends he loſt ; 

How ſcarce himſelf ſurviv'd : he paints the bow'r, 345 

The ſpells of Circe, and her magic pow'r; 

His dreadful journey to the reahns beneath, 

Jo ſeek Tireſias in the vales of death; 

How in the doleful manſions he ſurvey'd 
His royal mother, pale Anticlea's ſhade ; 350 


343 HOMER's ODYSSEY. Book XXIII. 


And friends in battle ſlain, heroic ghoſts ! 

Then how unharm'd he paſt the Siren coaſts, 

The juſtling rocks where fierce Charybdis raves, 

And howling Scylla, whirls her thund'rous waves, 

The cave of death! How his companions ſlay 355 

The oxen ſacred to the god of day, 

Till Jove in wrath the rattling tempeſt guides, 

And whelms th” offenders in the roaring tides: 

How ſtruggling thro' the ſurge, he reach'd the ſhores 

Of fair Ogygia, and Calypſo's bow'rs 360 

Where the gay blooming nymph conſtrain'd his ſtay, 

With ſweet reluctant amorous delay ; 

And promis'd, vaialy promis'd, to beſtow, 

Immortal life exempt from age and woe ; 

How ſav'd from ſtorms Phæacia's coaſt he trod, 465 

By great Alcinous honour'd as a god, 

Who gave him laſt his country to behold, _ 

With change of raiment, braſs, and heaps of gold. 
He ended, finking into ſleep, and ſhares 

A ſweet for etfulnels of all his cares. 370 
Soon as loft flumber eas'd the toils of day, 

Minerva ruſhes thro' th? aerial way, | 

And bids Aurora with her golden wheels 

Flame from the ocean o'er the eaſtern hills: 

Uproſe Ulyſſes from the genial bed, 375 

And thus with thought mature the monarch ſaid. 
My queen, my conſort ! thro? a length of years 

We drank the cup of ſorrow mix'd with tears, 

Thou, for thy lord; while me th' immortal pow'rs 

Detain'd reluctant from my native ſhores. 380 

Now, bleſt again by heav'n, the queen diſplay, 

And rule our palace with an equal ſway : 

Be it my care, by loans, or martial toils, 

To throng my empty folds, with gifts or ſpoils, 

But now I haſte to bleſs Laertes' eyes 385 

With fight of his Ulyſſes ere he dies; 

The good old man, to waſting woes a prey, 

Weeps a ſad life in ſolitude away. 

But hear, tho? wiſe! This morning ſhall unfold 

The deathful ſcene, on heroes, heroes rolPd ; 390 

Thou with thy maids within the palace ſtay, 

From all the ſcene of tumult far away ! 
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He ſpoke, and, ſheath'd in arms, inceſſant flies 
To wake his ſon ; and bid his friends ariſe. 
To arms! aloud he cries : his friends obey, 395 
With glitt'ring arms their manly limbs array, 
And paſs the city-gate ; Ulyſſes leads the way. 
Now flames the roſy dawn, but Pallas ſhrouds 
The latent warriors in a- veil of clouds. 
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The fouls of the ſuitors are conducted by Mercury to the in- 
fernal ſhades. Ulyſſes in the country goes to the retire- 
ment of his father Laertes ; he finds him buſied in his 
garden all alone : the manner e his diſcovery to him is 
beautifully deſcribed. They return together to his ladge, 
and the king is acknowledged by Dolius and the ſervants. 
The Ithacen/ians, led by Eupithes the father of Antimus, 
ariſe againſt Ulyſſes, who gives them battle, in which 
Fupithes is Killed by Laertes : and the goddeſs Pallas 

makes a laſting peace between Ulyſſes and his ſubjecte, 
which concludes the Odyſſey. 


YLLEN1us now to Pluto's dreary reign 
Conveys the dead, a lamentable train! 

The golden wand, that cauſes fleep to fly, 
Or in ſoft ſlumber ſeals the wakeful eye, 
That drives the ghoſts to realms of night or day; 5 
Points out the long, uncomfortable way, 
Frembling the ſpectres glide, and plaintive vent 
Thin, hollow ſcreams, along the deep deſcent. 
As in the cavern of ſome rifted den, 
Where flock nocturnal bats, and birds obſcene ; 16 
Clufter'd they hang, till at ſome ſudden ſhock, 
They move, and murmurs run thro? all the rock: 
So cow'ring fled the-ſable heaps of ghoſts, 
And ſuch a ſcream fill'd all the diſmal coaſts. 
And now they reach'd the earth's remoteſt ends, 15 
And nov the gates where ev'ning Sol deſcends, 
And Leucas' rock, and Ocean's utmoſt ſtreams, 
And now pervade the duſky land of dreams, 


And 
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And reſt at laſt, where ſouls unbodied dwell 
In ever-flow'ring meads of Aſphodel. 20 
The empty forms of men-inhabit there, 
Impaſſive ſemblance, images of air ! 
Nought elſe are all that ſhin'd on earth before; 
Ajax, and-great Achilles are no more ! 
Yet {till a mafter-ghoſt, the reſt he aw'd,. 25 
The reſt ador'd him, tow'ring as he trod; 
Still at his fide is Neftor's ſon ſurvey'd, 
And lov'd Patroclus. (till attends his ſhade. 
New as they were to that infernal ſhore, 
The ſuitors ſtopp'd, and gaz'd the hero o'er, 30 
When, moving ſlow, the regal form they view'd 
Of great Atrides: him in pomp purſu'd 
And ſolemn ſadneſs thro' the gloom of hell, 
The train of thoſe who by ÆEg yſthus fell. 
O mighty chief! (Pelides thus began), 35 
Honour'd by Jove above the lot of man! 
King of a hundred kings! to whom reſign'd 
The ſtrongeſt, braveſt, greateſt of mankind. 
Com'ſt thou the firſt, to view this dreary ſtate ? 
And was the nobleſt the firſt mark of fate? 40 
Condemn'd to pay the great arrear ſo ſoon, 
The lot, which all lament, and none can ſhun 
Oh! better hadſt thou ſunk in Trojan ground, 
With all thy full-blown honours cover'd round! 
Then grateful Greece with ſtreaming eyes might raiſe 45 
Hiſtoric marbles to record thy praile : 
Thy praiſe eternal on the faithful itone 
Had with tranſiniſſive glories grac'd thy ſon, 
But heavier-fates were deſtin'd to attend: 
What man is happy, till he knows his end? 50 
O ſon of Pelius! greater than mankind ! 
(Thus Agamemnon's kingly ſhade rejoir.'d), - 
Thrice happy thou! to preſs the martial plain | 
Midſt heaps of heroes in thy quarrel ſlain : | | 
In clouds of ſmoke, rais'd by the noble fray, 5 2 


Great and terrific ev'n in death you lay, 

And deluges of blood flow'd round you ev'ry way. 
Nor ceas'd the ftrife, till Jove himſelf oppos'd, 
And all in tempeſts the dire ev'ning clos'd. 


Gg 2 Then 
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'Then to the fleet we bore thy honour'd load, 60 
And decent on the fun'ral bed beſtow'd. 

Then unguents {weet and tepid ſtreams we ſhed ; 

Tears flow'd from ev'ry eye, and o'er the dead 5 
Each clipt the curling honours of his head. 

Struck at the news, thy azure mother came; 65 
The ſea- green ſiſters waited on the dame: 

X voice of loud lament thro? all the main 

Was heard, and terror ſeiz'd the Grecian train: 

Back to their ſhips the frighted hoſt had fled ; 

But Neſtor ſpoke, they liſten'd, and obey'd. 70 
(From old experience Neſtor's counſel ſprings, 

And long viciſſitudes of human things). 
« Forbear your flight: fair Thetis — the main 

« 'To mourn Achilles leads her azure train.“ 

Around thee ſtand the daughters of the deep, 75 
Robe thee in heay'nly veſts, and round thee weep, 
Round thee, the muſes, with alternate ſtrain, 

In ever-conſecrating, verſe, complain. 

Each warlike Greek the moving muſic hears, 

And iron-hearted heroes melt in tears. 80 
Till ſev'nteen nights and ſev'nteen days return'd, 

All that was mortal or immortal mourn'd. 

To flames we gave thee, the ſucceeding day, 

And fatted ſheep and ſable oxen flay | 
Vith oils and honey blaze th* augmented fires, 85 
And like a god adorn'd, thy earthly part expires. 
Unnumber'd warriors round the burning pile 

Urge the fleet courſer's or the racer's toll ; 

Thick clouds of duſt o'er all the circle riſe, 

And the mix'd clamour thunders in the ſkies. 90 
Soon as abſorpt in all embracing flame 

Sunk what was mortal of thy mighty name, 

We then collect the ſnowy bones, and place 

With wines and unguents in a golden vaſe, | 
( The vaſe to 'Thetis Bacchus gave of old, 95 
And Vulcan's art enrich'd the ſculptur'd gold); 
There we thy relics, great Achilles! blend 

With dear Patroclus, thy departed friend: 

In the ſame urn a ſep'rate ſpace contains 

Thy next belov'd, Antilochus' remains, 100 


Now 
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Now all the ſons of warlike Greece ſurround 

Thy deſtin'd tomb, and caſt a mighty mound ; 

Hiyh on the ſhore the growing hill we raiſe, 

That wide tli' extended Hellelpont ſurveys; 

Where all, from age to age, who paſs the coaſt, 105 

May point Achilles“ tomb, and hail the mighty ghoſt: 

'Thetis herſelf to all our peers proclaims 

Heroic prizes and exequial games; 

The gods aſſented; and around they lay 

Rich ſpoils and gifts that blaz'd againſt the day, 110 

Oft have J ſeen with ſolemn fun'ral games 

Heroes and kings committed to the flames; 

But ſtrength of youth, or valour of the brave 

With nobler contelt ne'er renown'd a grave.“ 

Such were the games by azure Thetis giv'n,. 115 

And ſuch thy honours, oh belov'd of heav'n ! 

Dear to mankind thy fame ſurvives, nor. fades 

Its bloom eternal in the Stygian ſhades. 

But what to me avail my honours gone, 

Succeſsful toils, and battles bravely won; 120 

Doom'd by ſtern Jove, at home to end my life, 

By curſt Egyſthus, and a faithleſs wife ! 

Thus they; while Hermes o'er the dreary plain 

Led the ſad numbers by Ulyſles flain. 

On cach majeſtic form they calt a view, 125 

And tim'rous paſs'd, and awfully withdrew, 

But Agamemnon, thro' the gloomy ſhade, |. 

His ancient hoſt, Amphimedon, ſurvey'd ; 

yon of Melanthius! (he began), O ſay! 

What cauſe compell'd ſo many, and ſo gay, 130 

To tread the downward, - melancholy way? 

Say, could one city yield a troop ſo fair? 

Were all theſe partners of one native air ? 

Or did the rage of ſtormy. Neptune ſweep - 

Your lives at once, and whelm beneath the deep 135 

Did nightly thieves,. or pirates cruel bands, 

Drench with your blood your pillag'd country's ſands ? 

Or well-defending ſome beleagur'd wall, 

Say, for the public did ye greatly fall? 

Inform thy gueſt; for ſuch I was of yore 149 

When our triumphant navies touch'd your ſhore; _ © 
Gg3 Forc'd 
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Forc'd a long month the wintry ſeas to bear, 
To move the great Ulyſſes to the war. 

O king of men! I faithful ſhall relate 
(Reply's Amphimedon) our hapleſs fate. 145 
Ulyſſes abſent, our ambitious aim 
With rival loves purſu'd his royal dame; 

Her coy reſerve, and prudence mix'd with pride, 

Our common ſuit nor granted, nor deny'd; 

But cloſe with inward hate our deaths delign'd ; 150 
Vers'd in all arts of wily womankind. 

Her hand, laborious, in deluſion, ſpread 

A ſpacious loom, and mix'd the various thread; 

Ye peers (the cry'd) who preſs to gain my heart 
Where dead Ulyſſes claims no more a part, I55 
Yet a ſhort ſpace your rival ſuit ſuſpend, 

Till this funereal web my labours end: 

Ceaſe, till to good Laertes I bequeath 

A taſk of grief, his ornaments of death: | 
Lelt, when the fates his royal aſhes claim, 160 
The Grecian matrons taint my ſpotlets fame; 

Should he, long honour'd with ſupreme command, 
Want the laſt duties of a daughter's hand. 

The fiction pleas'd: our gen'rous train complies, 
Nor fraud miſtruſts in virtue's fair diſguiſe. 165 
The work ſhe ply'd ; but ſtudious of delay, 

Each following night revers'd the toils of day. 
Unheard, unſeen, three years her arts prevail ; 

The fourth, her maid reveal'd th' amazing tale, 

And ſhow'd, as unperceiv'd we took our tand, 17:5 


The backward labours of her faithleſs hand. 


Forc'd, ſhe compleats it; and before us lay 2 

The mingled web, whoſe gold and filver ray 

Diſplay*d the radiance of the night and day. ) 
Juſt as ſhe finiſh'd her illuſtrious toil, 175 


Ul fortune led Ulyſſes to our iſle. 

Far in a lonely nook beſide the ſea, 

At an old ſwineherd's rural lodge he lay : 
Thither his ſon from ſandy Pyle repairs, 
And ſpeedy lands, and ſecretly confers. 180 
They plan our future ruin, and reſort 
Confed'rate to the city aud the court. 
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Firſt came the ſon ; the father next ſucceeds, 
Clad like a beggar, whom Eumzus leads ; 
Propt on a ſtaff. deform'd with age and care, 185 
And hung with rags, that flutter'd in the air. 
Who could Ulyſſes in that form behold ? 
Scorn'd by the young, forgotten by the old, 
III us'd by all! to ev'ry wrong reſign'd, 
Patient he ſuffer'd with a conſtant mind. 190 
But when, ariſing in his wrath t'obey 
"The will of Jove, he gave the vengeance way; 
The ſcatter*d arms that hang around the dome 
Careful he treaſur'd in a private room: | " 
Then, to her ſuitors bade his queen propoſe 195 
Ihe archer's {trife : the ſource of future woes. 
And omen of our death! In vaia we drew 
The twanging ring, and try'd the ſtubborn yew : 
To none it yields but great Ulyſſes' hands; 
In vain we threat ; b'elemachus commands: 2CO 
"The bow he fnatch'd, and in an initant beut; 
Thro? ev'ry ring the victor arrow went. 
Fierce on the threſhold then in arms he ſtood ; 
Pour'd forth the darts, that thirſted for our blood, : 
And frown*'d before us, dreadful as a god ! 205 
Firit bleeds Antinous: thick the {hafts reſound ; 
And heaps on heaps the wretches {trow the ground; 
This way, and that, we turn, we fly, we fall; 
Some gud. allifted, and unmann'd us all: 
Ignoble cries precede the dying groans; 210 
And batter'd brains and blood beſmear the ſtones. 

Thus, great Atrides ! thus Ulyſles drove 
The ſhades thou ſceſt from yon fair realms above. 
Our mangled bodies, now deform'd with gore, 
Cold and neglected, ſpread the marble floor. 215 
No friend to bathe our wounds! or tears to ſhed 
O'er the pale corſe! the honours of the dead. 

Oh blelt Ulyſſes! (thus the king expreft 
His tudden rapture), in thy conſort bleit ! 
Not more thy wifdom, than her virtue, ſhin'd; 220 
Not more thy patience, than her conſtant mind. 
Icarius' daughter, glory of the paſt, 
And model to the — age, ſhall laſt: 

The 
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The gods, to honour her fair fame; ſhall raiſe 
(Their great reward) a poet in her praiſe. 225 
Not ſuch, oh Tyndarus! thy daughter's deed, 
By whoſe dire hand her king and huſband bled : 
Her ſhall the muſe to infamy prolong, - 
Example dread ! and theme of tragic ſong ! ' 
The gen'ral ſex ſhall ſuffer in her ſhame; 230 
And ev'n the beſt that bears a woman's name. 
Thus in the regions of eternal ſhade - 
Conferr'd the mournful phantoms of the dead. 
While from the town, Ulyſles, and his band, 
Paſt to Laertes' cultivated land. 23s 
The ground himſelf had purchas'd with his pain, ; 
And labour made the rugged ſoil a plain. 
There ſtood his manſon of the rural ſort, 
With uſeful buildings round the Jowly court: 
Where the few ſervants that divide his care, 240 
Took their laborious reſt, and homely fare; 
And one Sicilian matron,” old and ſage, 
With conftant duty tends his drooping age. 
Here now arriving, to his ruſtic band 
And martial ſon, Ulyſſes gave command. 245 
Enter the houſe, and of the briſtly ſwine . | 
Select the largeſt to the pow'rs divine. 
Alone, and unattended, let me. try 
If yet I ſhare the old man's memory: 
If thoſe dim eyes can yet Ulyſſes know, - 2 15 
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(Their light and deareſt object long ago), 

Now chang'd with time, with abſence, and with woe 

Then to his train he gives his ſpear and ſhield; 

The houſe they enter; and he ſeeks the field, 

Thro” rows of ſhades with various fruitage crown'd, 255 

And labour'd ſcencs of richeſt verdure round. 

Nor aged Dolius, nor his ſons were there, 

Nor ſervants, abſent on another care; 

To ſearch the woods for ſets of flow'ry thorn, + 

Their orchard bounds to ſtrengthen and adorn... 266 

But all alone the hoary king he found; 

His habit coarſe, but warmly wrapt around; 

His head, that bow'd with many a penfive care, 
Fenc'd with a double cap of goatikin hair: 


AAR DPI HP Ip HOODS, fo LL. > CZ > {TMHR,g 


— 


His 


Book XXIV. HOME R- ODYSSEY. 357 


His buſkins old, in former ſervice torn, 265 
But well repair'd ; and gloves againſt the thorn. 
In this array the kingly gard'ner ſtood, 
And clear'd a plant, encumber'd with its wood. 
Beneath a neighb'ring tree, the chief divine 
Gaz'd o'er his fire, retracing ev'ry line, 270 
'The ruins of himſelf! now worn awa 
With age, yet {till majeſtic in decay ! 
$ndden his eyes releas'd their watry ſtore; 
The much-enduring man could bear no more, 
Doubtful he ſtood, if inſtant to embrace 275 
His aged limbs, to kiſs his rev'rend face, 
With eager tranſport to diſcloſe the whole, 
And pour at once the torrent of his ſoul !— 
Not ſo: his judgment takes the winding way 
Of queſtion diſtant, and of ſoft eſſay; 280 
More gentle methods on weak age employs; 
And moves the forrows, to enhance the joys. 
Then to his fire with beating heart he moves; 
And with a tender pleaſantry reproves: 
Who digging round the plant ſtill hangs his head, 285 
Nor W remits the work, while thus he faid. 
Great is thy ſkill, oh father! great thy toil, 
Thy careful hand is ſtamp'd on all the foil, 


The olive green, blue fig, and pendent pear ; 

And not one empty ſpot eſcapes thy care. 

On ev'ry plant and tree thy cares are ſhown, 

Nothing neglected, but thyſelf alone. 

Forgive me, father, if this fault I blame; 

Age ſo advanc'd may ſome indulgence claim. 295 
Not for thy ſloth, I deem thy lord unkind ; 

Nor ſpeaks thy form a mean or ſervile mind: 

I read a monarch in that princely air, 

The ſame thy aſpect, if the ſame thy care; 

Soft ſleep, fair garments, and the joys of wine, 300 
Theſe are the rights of age, and thould be thine. 
Who then thy maſter, ſay? and whoſe the land 

So dreſs'd and manag'd by thy ſkilful hand? 

But chief, oh tell me! (what I queſtion moit), 

Is this the far-fam'd Ithacenſian coatt ? 305 


For 


Thy ſquadron'd vineyards well thy art declare, 5 
290 
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For ſo reported the firſt man I view'd, 

(Some ſurly iſlander, of manners rude), 

Nor farther conference vouchſaf'd to ſtay; 

Heedleſs he whiſtl'd, and purſu'd his way. 

But thou ! whom years have taught to underſtand, 
Humanely hear, and anſwer my demand : 311 
& friend I ſeek, a wiſe one and a brave, 

Say, lives he yet, or moulders in the grave? 

Time was (my fortunes then were at the beſt) 

When at my houſe I lodg'd this foreign gueſt; I 
He ſaid, * Ithaca's fiir ile he — 1 TY 
And old Laertes was his father's name. 

To him, whatever to a gueſt is ow'd 

I paid, and hoſpitable gifts beſtow'd ; 

'To him ſeven talents of eve ore I told, 320 


Twelve cloaks, twelve veſts, twelve tunics {tiff with gold, 


A bow], that rich with poliſh'd *lver flames, 
And, ſkill'd in female works, four lovely dames. 
At this the father, with a father's fears: 
{ His venerable eyes bedimm'd with tears): 
This is the land; but ah! thy gifts are loſt, 
For godleſs men, and rude, poſſeſs the coaſt: 
Sunk is the glory of this once fam'd ſhore ! 
Thy ancient friend, oh ſtranger, is no more! 
Full recompenſe thy bounty elſe had borne; 330 
For ev'ry good man yields a juſt return: 
So civil rights demand; and who begins 
The track of friendſhip, not purſuing, fins. 
But tell me, ſtranger, be the truth confeſt, 
What years have circled ſince thou ſaw'ſt that gueſt ? 
That hapleſs gnett, alas! for ever gone! 336 
Wretch that he was! and that I am! my fon! 
Tf ever man to miſery was born, 
'was his to ſuffer, and *tis mine to mourn ! 
Far from his friends, and from his native reign, 340 
He lies a prey to monſters of the main, 
Or ſavage beaſts his mangled reliques tear, 
Or ſcreaming vultures ſcatter thro? the air: 
Nor could his mother fun'ral unguents ſhed ; 
Nor wail'd his father o'er th' untimely dead; 345 
Nor his ſad conſort, on the mournful bier, 
Seal'd his cold eyes, or dropp'd a tender tear! , 
ut 
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But tell me who thou art ? and what thy race-? 
Thy town, thy parents, and thy native place? 
Or if a merchant in purſuit of gain, 350 
What port receiv'd thy veſlel from the main? 5 
Or com'ſt thou ſingle, or attend thy train? 

Then thus the ſon. From Alybas I came, 
My palace there ; Eperitus my name. 
Not vulgar born; from Aphidas the king, 355 
Of Polypemon's royal line, I ſpring. 
Some adverſe dæmon from Sicania . 
Our wand'ring courſe, and drove us on your ſhore: 
Far from the town, an unfrequented bay 
Reliev'd our weary' d veſſel from the ſea. 360 
Five years have circled ſince theſe eyes purſu'd 
Ulyſſes parting thro? the ſable flood ; 
Proſp'rous he ſail'd, with dexter auguries, 
And all the wing'd good omens of the ſkies, 
Well hop'd we, then, to meet on this fair ſhore, 365 
Whom heav'n, alas! decreed to meet no more. 

uick thro? the father's heart theſe accents ran; 

Grief ſeiz'd at once, and wrapt up all the man; 
Deep from his ſoul he ſigh'd, and ſorrowing ſpread 
A cloud of aſhes on his hoary head. 370 
Trembling with agonies of mY delight 
Stood the great ſon, heart-wounded with the ſight : 
He ran, he ſeiz'd him with a {tri& embrace, 
With thouſand kiſſes wander'd o'er his face, 
I, I am he; oh father riſe ! behold 375 
"Thy ſon, with twenty winters now grown old; 
Thy fon, ſo long-defir'd, ſo long detain'd, 
Reſtor'd, and breathing in his native land: 
Theſe floods of ſorrow, oh my fire, reſtrain ! 
The vengeance is compleat ; the ſuitor-train, 380 
Streteh'c in our palace, by theſe hands lie (lain. 

Amaz'd, Laertes. Give ſome certain ſign, 
« (If ſuch thou art), to manifeſt thee mine.“ 
Lo here the wound (he cries) receiv'd of yore, 
The ſcar indented by the tuſky boar, 385 
When by thyſelf and by Anticlea ſent, 
To old Autolychus's realms I went. 
Yet by another ſign thy offspring know; 
The ſev'ral trees you gave me long ago, 


While 
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While, yet a child, theſe fields I lov'd to trace, 390 Wh 


And trod thy footſteps with unequal pace: Ho 
To ev'ry plant in order as we came, 
Well-pleas'd you told its nature and its name, Pal 
Whate'er my childiſh fancy aſk'd, beſtow'd; R 
Twelve peer-trees bowing with their pendent load, 85 
And ten, that red with bluſhing apples glow'd; 396 W 
Full fifty purple figs ; and many a row A 
Of various vines that then began to blow, 8 
A future vintage! when the hours produce W 
Their latent buds, and Sol exalts the juice. 4co T 
Smit with the ſigns which all his doubts explain, O 
His heart within him melts; his knees ſuſtain N. 
Their feeble weight no more; his arms alone | 
Support him, round the lov'd Ulyſſes thrown ; 
He faints, he ſinks, with mighty joys oppreſt: 405 T 
Ulyſſes claſps him to his eager breaſt. 1 
Soon as returning life regains its ſeat, 7 
And his breath lengthens, and his pulſes beat; F 
Yes, I believe (he cries) almighty Jove |! ( 
Heav'n rules us yet, and gods there are above. 410 \ 
»Tis ſo—the ſuitors for their wrongs have paid— 7 
But what ſhall guard us, if the town invade ? ( 
If, while the news thro? ev'ry city flics, 4 


All Ithaca and Cephalenia riſe ? 
To this Ulyſſes. As the gods ſhall pleaſe 415 

Be all the reſt; and ſet thy ſoul at eaſe. 

Haſte to the cottage by this orchard ſide, 

And take the banquet which our cares provide : 

There wait thy faithful band of rural friends, 

And there the young Telemachus attends. 420 
Thus having ſaid, they trac'd the garden o'er, 

And ſtooping enter'd at the lowly door. 

The ſwains and young Telemachus they found, 

The victim portion'd, and the goblet crown'd. 

The hoary king, his old Sicilian maid 425 

Perfum'd and waſh'd, and gorgeouſſy array'd. 

Pallas attending gives his frame to ſhine 

With awful port, and majelty divine ; 

His gazing ſon admires the godiike grace, 

And air celeſtial dawning o'er his face. 439 
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What god, he cry'd, my father's form improves ? 
How high he treads, and how enlarg'd he moves ! 
Oh! would to all the deathleſs pow'rs on high, 
Pallas and Jove, and him who gilds the ſky ! 
Tg 4 the king, elated with his praiſe), 435 
y {trength were {till, as once in better days: 
When the bold Cephalens the leaguer form'd, 
And proud Nericus trembled as 1 ſtorm'd. 
Such were I now, not abſent from your deed 
When the laſt ſun beheld the ſuitors bleed, 440 
This arm had aided yours; this hand beſtrown 
Our floors with death, and puſh'd the ſlaughter on; 
Nor had the fire been ſep'rate from the ſon. 
They commun'd thus ; while homeward bent their 
wa 
The ſwains, fatigu'd with labours of the day; 445 
Dolius the firſt, the venerable man; 
And next his ſons, a long ſucceeding train. 
For due refection to the bow'r they came, 
Call'd by the careful old Sicilian dame, 
Who nurs'd the children, and now tends the fire; 450 
They ſee their lord, they gaze, and they admire. 
On chairs and beds in order ſeated round, 
They ſhare the gladſome board; the roo's reſound. 
While thus Ulyſſes to his antient friend: 
« Forbear your wonder, and the feaſt attend; 455 
« 'The rites have waited long.” The chief commands 
Their loves in vain; old Dohus ſpreads his hands, 
Springs to his maſter with a warm embrace, 
And faſtens kiſſes on his hands and face ; 
Then thus broke out. Oh long, oh daily mourn'd! 
Beyond our hopes, and to our wiſh return'd! 461 
Conducted ſure by heav'n! for heav'n alone 
Could work this wonder: welcome to thy own ! 
And joys and happineſs attend thy throne ! 
Who knows thy bleſt, thy wiſh'd return? oh ſay, ; 
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To the chaſte queen ſhall we the news convey ? 466 
Or hears ſhe, and with bleſſings loads the day ? 
Diſmiſs that care, for to the royal bride 
Already is it known, (the king reply'd, 
And ſtraight reſum'd his ſeat), while round him bows 
Lach faithful youth, and breathes out ardent vows; 47 1 
h "hen 


Then all beneath their father take their place, 
Rank'd by their ages, and the banquet grace. 

Now flying fame the ſwift report had ſpread 
'Thro? all the city, of the ſuitors dead. 475 
In throngs they riſe, and to the palace crowd ; 
Their ſighs were many, and the tumult loud. 
Weeping they bear the mangled heaps of lain, 
Inhume the natives 1n their native plain, 
'The reſt in ſhips are wafted o'er the main. uk 
"Then ſad in council all the ſeniors ſat, 
Frequent and full, aſſembled to debate. 
Amid the circle firſt Eupithes roſe, 
Big was his eye with tears, his heart with woes: 
The bold Antinous was his age's pride, 435 
The firſt who by Ulyſſes? arrow dy'd. 
Down his wan cheek the trickling torrent ran, 
As mixing words with ſighs, he thus began. 

Great deeds, oh friends! this wond'rous man has 

wrought, 

And mighty bleſſings to his country brought! 490 
With ſhips he parted and a num'rous train, 
"Choſe and their ſhips he bury'd in the main. 
Now, he returns, and firſt eſſays his hand 
In the beſt blood of all his native land. 
Haſte then, and ere to neighb'ring Pyle he flies, 49 5 


Or ſacred Elis, to procure ſupplies; 
Ariſe, (or ye for ever fall), ariſe! 
Sbame to this age, and all that ſhall ſucceed! 
If unreveng'd your ſons and brothers bleed. 
Prove that we live, by vengeance on his head, 5co 
Or fink ats once forgotten with the dead. 
Here ceas'd he, but indignant tears let fall 
Spoke when he ceas'd : dumb ſorrow touch'd them all. 
When from the palace to the wond'ring throng 
Sage Medon came, and Phemius came along ; 505 
(Reitleſs and early fleep's ſoft bands they broke) 
And Medon firſt th' aſſembled chiefs beſpoke. 
Hear me, ye peers and elders of the land, 
Who deem this a& the work of mortal hand ; 
As o'er the heaps of death Ulyſſes ſtrode, 7 840 
"Theſe eyes, theſe eyes beheld a preſent god, "Ih 
10 
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Who now before him, now beſide him ſtood, | 
Fought as he fought, and mark'd his way with blood: 
In vain old Mentor's form the god bely'd ; 

'T'was heav'n that truck, and heav'n was on his fide. 

A ſudden horror all th' aſſembly ſhook, 516 
When ſlowly riſing, Halitherſes ſpoke : 

(Rev'rend and wile whoſe comprehenſive view 

At once the preſent and the future knew) ; 

Me too ye fathers hear ! from you proceed 520 
The ills ye mourn; your own the guilty deed. 

Ye gave your ſons, your lawleſs ſons the rein, 

(Oft warn'd by Mentor and myſelf in vain), 

An abſeat hero's bed they ſought to ſoil, 

An abſent hero's wealth they made their ſpoil: 525 
Immod'rate riot, and intemp'rate luſt! 

Th” offence was great, the puniſhment was juſt. 
Weigh then. my counſels in an equal ſcale, 

Nor ruſh to ruin. Juſtice will prevail, 

His mod'rate words ſome better minds perſuade : 
They part, and join him; but the number ſtay'd. 531 
They ſtorm, they ſhout, with hally frenzy fir'd, 

And ſecond all Eupithes' rage inſpir'd. 

"They caſe their limbs in braſs; to arms they run; 

The broad elfulgence blazes in the ſun, 535 
Before the city, and in ample plain, 

They meet: Eupithes heads the frantic train. 

Fierce for his-ſon, he breathes his threats in air; 

Fate hears them not, and death attends him there. 

This paſt on earth, while in the realms above 549 
Minerva thus to cloud-compelling Jove. 

May I preſume to ſearch thy ſecret ſoul ! 

Oh pow'r ſupreme, oh ruler of the whole ! 

Say, haſt thou doom'd to this divided ſtate 

Or peaceful amity, or ſtern debate ? 545 
Declare thy purpoſe ; for thy will is fate. 

Is not thy thought my own ? (the god replies 

Who rolls the thunder o'er the vaulted ſkies). 
Had not long fince thy knowing ſoul decreed, 
The chief's return ſhould make the guilty bleed? 
"Tis done, and at thy will the fates ſucceed. 551 
Yet hear the iſſue : ſince Ulyſſes hand 
Has flain the ſuitors, heav'n ſhall bleſs the land. 
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None now the kindred of th' unjult ſhall own 

Forget the ſlaughter'd brother, and the fon : 555 
Each future day increaſe of wealth ſhall bring, 

And ober the paſt oblivion {tretch her wing. 

Long ſhall Ulyſſes in his empire reit, 

His people bleſſing, by his people bleſt, 

Let all be peace — He ſaid, aid gave the nod 560 
"Chat binds the fates; the ſauction of the god: 

And, prompt to execute th' eternal will, 

Deſcended Pallas from th* Olympian hill. 

Now fat Ulyſſes at the rural feaſt, 

The rage of hunger and of thirſt repreſt: $65 
To watch the foe a truſty ſpy he ſent: 

A ſon of Dolius on the meſſage went, 

Stood in the way, and at a glance b-held 

Ihe foe approach, embattel'd on the field. 

With backward ſtep he hattens to the bow'r, 570 
And tells the news. They arm with all their pow'r. 
Four friends alone Ulyſſes' cauſe embrace, 

And fix were all the ſons of Dolius' race: 

Old Dohus too his ruſted arms put on; 

And, ſtill more old, in arms Laertes ſhone. 575 
'Irembliag with wrach, the hoary heroes ſtand, 

And brazen panoply inveſts the band. 

he op'ning gates at once their war diſplay : 

Fierce they ruſh forth: Ulyſſes leads the way. 

That moment joins them with celeſtial aid, 589 
In Mentor's form, the Jove-deſcended maid : 

The ſuff' ring hero felt his patient breaſt 

Swell with new joy, and thus his ſon addreſt. 

Behold, Telemachus ! (nor fear the fght), 
The brave embattel'd; the grim front of hight! 585 
The valiant with the valiant mutt contend : 

Shame not the line whence glorious you deſcend, 
Wide o'er the world their martial fame was ſpread ; 
Regard thyſelf, the living and the dead. | 
Thy eyes, great father ! on this battle caſt, £90 
Shall learn from me Penelope was chaſte. 
So ſpuke Telemachus! the gallant boy 
Good old Laertes heard with panting joy; 
And blett ! thrice bleſt this happy day! he eries, 
"The day that ſhows me, cre 1 clote my eyes, 595 
A lon 
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A ſon and grandſon of th* Arceſian name 


Strive for fair virtue, and conteſt for fame! 

Then thus Minerva an Laertes' ear: 
Jon of Arceſius, rev'rend warrior, hear! 
Jove and Jove's daughter firſt implore in pray'r, 6co 
Then whirling high, diſcharge thy lance in air. 
She ſaid, infuſing courage with the word. 
Jove and Jove's daughter then the chief implor'd, 
And whirling high, diſmiſt the lance in air, 
Full at Eupithes drove the deathful ſpear :- 6c 5 
The braſs-cheek'd helmet opens to the wound; 
He falls, earth thunders, and his arms reſound. 
Before the father and the conqu*ring ſon 
Heaps ruſh on heaps ; they fight, they drop, they run. 
Now by the ſword and now the jav'lin fall 619 - 
The rebel race, and death had ſwallow'd all; 
But from on high the blue-ey'd virgin ery'd ; 
Her awful voice detain'd the headlong tide. 
% Forbear, ye nations] your mad hands forbear 
“ From mutual ſlaughter : peace deſcends to {pare.”” 
Fear ſhook the nations : at the voice divine '." 030 
They drop their jav'lins, and their rage reſign. 
All ſcatter'd round their glitt'ring weapons Tie ; 
Some fall to earth, and ſome contus'dly fly. 
With dreadful ſhouts Ulyſſes pour'd along, 620 
Swift as an eagle, as an eagle ſtrong. 
But Jove's red arm the burning thunder aims ; 


Before Minerva {hot the livid flames; 


Plaziag they fell, and at her feet expir'd ; 

Then 13 the goddeſs, trembled, and retir'd. G25 
Deſcended from the gods! * Ulyſſes, ceaſe ; 

Offend not Jove ; obey, and give the peace, 
So Pallas ſpoke : the mandate from above 

The king obey'd. The virgin-ſeed of Jove 

In Mentor's form, confirm'd the full aceord, 630 

„% And willing nations knew their law ful lord.” 
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* 
Names of the Mi cx. 


P SYCARPAX, one who plun- 
ders granaries. 
Troxartes, a bread-eater. 
Lychomele, a licker of meal. 
Pternotroctas, a bacon-eater, 
Lycopinax, a licker of diſhes, 
Embaſichitros, a creeper into 
pots. wy 
Lychenor, a name from licking. 
Troglodytes, nc who runs into 
holes. 
Artophagus, who feeds on bread, 
Tyroglyphus, a cheeſe-ſcooper. 
Ptermop bagus, a bacon-eater. 
Cniſſodiodtes, one who follows 
the ſteem of kitchens. 
Sitophagus, an cater of wheat, 
Meridarpax, cne who. plunders 
huis ſhare, 


—— 


Names of the Frocs.. 


A one whe 

ſwells his cheeks. 

Peleus, a name from mud. 

Hydromeduſe, a ruler in the 
waters. 

Hypſtboas, a loud bawler. 

Pelion, from mud. 

Seutlæus, called from the beets, 

Poly pbonus, a great babbler. 

'Lymvocharis, one who loves 
the lake. 

Crambophagus, c2bbage-eater. 

Lymnißus, called from the lake. 

Cali minthius, from the herb. 

Hy drocharis, who loves the 
Mater. 


Bor borocates, who lies in the 


mud, 
Praſſophagus, an eater of garlic, 
Pcluſ us, from mud. 
Pe lobates, who walks in the dirt. 
Prztizus, called from garlic, 


| Crengaſiles, from croaking. . 
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0 I, 


O fill my riſing ſong with facred fire, 
Ye tunefal Nine, ye ſweet celeſtial quire ! 

From Helicon's imbow'ring height repair, 
Attend my labours, and reward my pray'r. 
"The dreadful toils of raging Mars I write, 
The ſprings of conteſt, and the fields of fight; 
How threat'ning mice advanc'd with warlike grace, 
And wag'd dire combats with the croaking race, 
Not Wet tumults ſhook Olympus? tow'rs, 
When carth-born giants dar'd immortal pow'rs. 10 
Theſe equal acts an equal glory claim, 
And thus the muſe records the tale of fame. 

Once on a time, fatigu'd and out of breath, 
And juſt eſcap'd the ſtretching claws of death, 
A gentle mouſe, whom cats purſu'd in vain, 15 
Flies ſwift-of- foot acroſs the neighb'ring plain, 
Hangs o'er a brink his eager thirſt to cool, 
And dips his whiſkers in the ſtanding pool; 
When ncar a courteous frog advanc'd his head, 
And from the waters, hoarle-rcſounding, ſaid. 20 

What art thou ſtranger ? What the line you boaſt ? 
What chance hath caſt thee pauting on our coalt ? 


With 
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With ſtricteſt truth let all thy words agree, 
Nor let me find a faithleſs mouſe in thee. 

If worthy friendſhip, proffer'd friendſhip take, 
And ent'ring view the pleaſurable lake: 
Range o'er my palace, in my bounty ſhare, 
And glad return from hoſpitable fare. 

This Flver realm extends beneath my ſway, 
And me, their monarch, all its frogs obey. 
Great Phyſignathus I, from Pelius“ race, 
Begot in fair Hydromedeuſe' embrace, 
Where by the nuptial bank that paints his ſide, 
The ſwift Eridanus delights to glide. 


25 


Thee too, thy form, thy ſtrength, and port proclaim, 


A ſcepter'd king ; a ſon of martial fame ; 
Then trace thy line, and aid my gueſſing eyes. 
Thus ceas'd the frog, and thus the DE 


Thro' wild expanſes of the midway ſky, 


My name reſounds ; and, if unknown to thee, 


The ſoul of great Pſycarpax lives in me. 

Of brave 'Troxartes line, whoſe ſleeky down 
In love compreſs'd Lycomele the brown. 

My mother ſhe, and princeſs of the plains 
Where'er her father Pternotroctas reigns : 
Born where a cabin lifts its airy ſhed, 

With figs, with nuts, with vary'd dainties fed. 
But ſince our natures nought in common know, 
From what foundation can a friendſhip grow? 
Theſe curling waters o'er thy palace rol; 

But man's high food ſupports my princely ſoul. 
In vain the circled loaves attempt to lie 
Conceal'd in flaſkets from my curious eye; 
In vain the tripe that boaſts the whiteſt hue, 
In vain the gilded bacon ſauns my view, 

In vain the cheeſes, offspring of the pail, 


Or honey'd cakes, which. gods themſelves regale. 


And as in arts I ſhine, in arms I fight, 

Mix'd with the braveit, and unknown to flight. 
"Tho? large to mine the human form appear, 
Not man bimſelf can ſmite my ſoul with fear ;. 
Sly to the bed with ſilent ſteps I go, 

Attempt his. finger, or attack his toe, 


e replies. 


| Known to the gods, the men, the birds that fly 
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And fix indented wounds with dext'rous ſkill, 65 
Sleeping he feels, and only ſeems to feel. 
Vet have we foes which direful dangers cauſe, 
Grim owls with talons arm'd, and cats with claws; 
And that falſe trap, the den of ſilent fate, 
Where death his ambuſh plants around the bait; 70 
All dreaded theſe, and dreadful o'er the reſt 
The potent warriors of the tabby veſt: 
If to the dark we fly, the dark they trace, 
And rend our heroes of the nibbling race. 
But me, nor ſtalks, nor wat'riſh herbs delight, 75 
Nor can the crimſon raddiſh charm my fight ; 
The lake-reſounding frogs ſelected fare, 
Which not a mouſe of any taſte can bear. 
As thus the downy prince his mood expreſt, 
His anſwer thus the eroaking king addreſt. 80 
Thy words luxuriant on thy dainties rove, 
And, ſtranger, we can boaſt of bounteous Jove: | Y 
We ſport in water, or we dance on land, 1 
And, born amphibious, food from both command. 
But truſt thyſelf where wonders aſk thy view, 85 
And ſafely tempt thoſe ſeas, I'll bear thee through: 
Aſcend my ſhoulders, firmly keep thy ſeat, 
And reach my marſhy court, and feaſt in ſtate. 
He ſaid ; and leant his neck; with nimble bound 
Leaps the light mouſe, and claſps his arms around, go 
Then wond'ring floats, and ſees with glad ſurvey 
The winding banks diſſemble ports at ſea. 
But when alot the curling water rides, 
And wets with azure wave his downy fides, 
His thoughts grow conſcious of approaching woe, 95 | 
His idle tears with vain repentance flow, | 
His locks he rends, his trembling feet he rears, 
Thick beats his heart with unaccuſtom'd fears ; 
He ſighs, and, child with danger, longs for ſhore : 
His tail extended forms a Fruitlefs oar. co 
Half-drench'd in liquid death his pray'rs he ſpake, 
And thus bemoan'd him from the dreadful lake. 
So paſs'd Europa thro” the rapid ſea, 
Trembling and fainting all the vent'rous way; 
With hoary feet the bull triumphant rode, 105 | 
And ſafe in Crete depos'd his lovely load, | | 
| Ah 
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Ah ſafe at laſt ! may thus the frog ſupport 


My trembling limbs to reach his ample court. 

As thus he ſorrows, death ambiguons grows, 

Lo! from the deep a water hydra roſe ; 110 
He rolls his ſanguin'd eyes, his boſom heaves; 

And darts with active rage along the waves. 

Confus'd, the monarch ſees his hiſſing foe, 

And dives to ſhun the ſable fates below. 

Forgetful frog! The friend thy ſhoulders bore, 115 
Unſkill'd in {wimming, floats remote from ſhure, 

He graſps with fruitleſs hands to find relief, 

Supinely falls, and grinds his teeth with grief; 
Plunging he ſinks, and ſtruggling mounts again, 

And ſinks, and ſtrives, but itrives with fate in vain. 
The weighty moiſture clogs his hairy veſt, 121 
And thus the prince his dying rage expreſt. 

Nor thou, that flings me " de, Ys from thy back, 
As from hard rocks ads the ſhatt'ring wreck, 
Nor thou ſhalt *ſcape thy due, perſidious Ling 1 145 
Purſu'd by vengeance on the ſwifteſt wing : 

At land thy ſtrength could never equal mine, 

At ſea to conquer, and by craft, was thine. 

But heav'n has gods, and gods have ſearching eyes: 

Ye mice, ye mice, my great avengers riſe! 130 
This ſaid, he ſighing gaſp'd, and gaſping dy'd; 

His death the young Lycophinax eſpy'd, 

As on the flow'ry brink he paſs'd the day, 

Baſk*d in the beam, and loiter'd life away; 

Loud ſhrieks the mouſe, his ſhrieks the ſhores repeat; 

The nibbling nation learn their hero's fate: 136 

Grief, diſmal grief enſues ; deep murmurs ſound, 

And ſhriller fury fills the deafen'd ground; 

From lodge to lodge the ſacred heralds run, 

To fix their e with the riſing ſun; 140 

Where great 'Troxartes crown'd in glory reigns, 

And winds his length*ning court beneath the plains : 

Pſycarpax' father, father now no more! 

For poor Pſycarpax hes remote from ſhore : 

Supine he hes! the ſilent waters ſtand, 145 

And no kind billow wafts the dead to land ! 
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HEN roſy-ſinger'd morn had ting'd the clouds, 
Around their monarch-moule the nation crowds, 

Slow roſe the monarch, heav'd his anxious breaſt, 
And thus the council, fill'd with rage, addreſt. 

For loſt Pſycarpax much my foul endures, 5 
"Tis mine the private grief, the public, yours 
Three warlike ſons adorn'd my nuptial bed, 
Three ſons, alas, before their father dead ! 
Our eldeſt periſh'd by the rav'ning cat, 
As near my court the prince unheedful ſat. 10 
Our next, an engine fraught with danger drew, 
The portal gap'd, the bait was hung in view, 
Dire arts aſſiſt the trap, the fates decoy, 
And men unpitying kill'd my gallant boy. 
The laſt, his country's hope, his parent's pride, 15 
Plung'd in the lake by Phyſignathus dy'd. 
Rout: all the war, my friends! avenge the deed, 
And bleed that monarch, and his nation bleed. 

His words in ev'ry breaſt inſpir'd alarms, 
And careful Mars ſupply'd their hoſt with arms. 20 
In verdant hulls deſpoil'd of all their beans, 
The buſkin*d warriors ſtalk'd along the plains, 
Quills aptly bound, their bracing cors'let made, 
Fac'd with the plunder of a cat they flay'd ; 
"The lamp's round boſs affords their ample ſhield, 25 
Large ſhells of nuts their cov'ring helmet yield; 
And o'er the region, with reflected rays, 
Pall groves of needles for their lances blaze. 
Dreadful in arms the marching mice appear : 
Ihe wond'ring frogs perceive the tumult near, 30 
Forfake the waters, thick'ning form a ring, 
And aſk, and hearken, whence the noiſes ſpring; 
When near the crowd, diſclos'd to public view, 
The valiant chief Embalichytros drew : 
The ſacred herald's ſceptre grac'd his hand, 35 
And thus his words exprelt his king's command. 
Ye frogs ! the mice, with vengeance fir'd, advance, 
And deckt in armour ſhake the ſhining lance ; 
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Their hapleſs prince, by Phyſignathus ſlain, 


.xtends incumbent on the watry plain: 
Then arm your hoſt, the doubtful battle try; 
4.cid forth thoſe frogs that have the foul to die. 
The chief retires, the crowd the challenge hear, 
And proudly ſwelling, yet perplex'd appear ; 
Much they reſent, yet much their monarch blame, 
Who rifing, ſpoke to clear his tainted fame. 
O friends ! I never forc'd the mouſe to death, 
Nor ſaw the gafpings of his lateſt breath. 
He, vain of youth, our art of iwimming try'd, 
And vent'rous in the lake the wanton dy'd. 
o renpeance now by falſe appearance led, 
They point their anger at my guiltleſs head. 
But wage the riling war by deep device, 
And tuch its fury on the crafty mice. 
Your king directs the way; my thoughts, elate 5 
With hopes of conqueſt, form deſigns of fate. 
Where luoh the banks their verdant ſurface heave, 
And the iteep fides confine the flceping wave, 
There, ncar the margin, and in armour bright, 
Suſtain the firſt impetuous ſhocks of fight: Go 
Then where the dancing feather joins the crelt, 
Jet cach brave frog his obvious moule arrcit ; 
Wach ftirongly graſping, headlong plunge a foe, 
"PU eonntleſs circles whirl the lake below; . 
Down nk the mice in yielding waters drown'd; Gs 
Jod Hau the water; echoing thores reſound ; 
The trons tri mphant tread the conquer'd plain, | 
Aud raite their glorious trophies of the flain. | 
Je Trake no more, his prudent ſcheme imparts 
e onbling ardour to the boldeſt hearts. 
Green was the ſuit his arming heroes choſe, 
round their legs the greaves of mallows cloſe, 
(icon were the beets. about their thoulders laid, 
and green the colwort, winch the target made; 
rorin'd of the vary'd ſhells the waters yield, 75 
"heir gloſly helmets gliſten'd o'er the field ; 
| And tah'ring ſfea-reeds for the poila'd ipear, 
| „ ith upright order piere'd the ambient air. N 
us drets'd lor war, they take th? appointed height, 
„ig the long arma, and urg'd the bromis'd ſighi. 055 
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But now, where Jove's irradiate ſpires ariſe, 
With ſtars ſurrounded in etherial ſkies, 
(A ſolemn touneil call'd), the brazen gates 
Unbar ; the gods aſſume their golden eats : 
The fire ſuperior leans, and points to ſhow 85 
What wond'rous combats mortals wage below: 
How ſtrong, how large, the num'rous heroes {tride ; 
What length of lance they hake with warlike pride: 
What eager fire their rapid march reveals ; - 
Zo the fierce Centaurs ravag'd o'er the dales; 99 
And ſo confirm'd, the daring Titans roſe, 
Heap'd hills on hills, and bid the gods be foes. 

This ſeen, the pow'r his ſacred viſage rears, 
He caſts a pitying ſmile on worldly cares, 
And aſks what heav'nly guardians take the liſt, 95 
Or who the mice, or who the frogs aflilt ? 

Then thus to Pallas. If my daughter's mind 
Have join'd the mice, why ſtays ſhe {till behind? 
Drawn forth by ſav'ry ſteams they wind their way, 
And ſure attendance round thine altar pay, 1c o 
Where while the victims gratify their taſte, 

They ſport to pleaſe the goddeſs of the feaſt. 
Thus ſpake the ruler of the ſpacious ſkies, 

When thus, reſolv'd, the blue-ey'd maid rephes, 
Tn vain, my father! all their dangers plead ; 105 
To ſuch, thy Pallas never grants her: aid. 
My flow'ry wreaths they petulantly ſpoil, 
And rob my cryſtal lamps of feeding oil ; 
(7% following ills) ; but what afflicts me more, 

ly veil, that idle race profanely tore. 110 
The web was curious, wrought with art divine 
Relentleſs wretches ! all the work was mine: 
Along the loom the purple warp ! ſpread, 
Calt the light ſhoot, and croſt the filver thread. 


In this their teeth a thouſand breaches tear; 115 


The thouſand breaches ſkilful hands repair ; 

For which, vile earthly duns thy daughter grieve : 

But gods, that uſe no coin, have none to give; 

And learning's goddeſs never leſs can owe ; 

Neglected learning gets no wealth below. 120 
Nor let the frogs to gain my ſuccour ſue, 

Thoſe clam'rous fools have loit my favour too. 
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For late, when all the conflict ceas'd at night, 
When my ftretch'd finews ach'd with eager fight, 
When, ſpent with glorious toil, I left the field, 125 
And funk with flumber on my ſwelling thield ; 
1.o from the deep, repelling ſweet repoſe, 
With noiſy croakings half the nation roſe : 
Devoid of reft, with aching brows I lay, 
Till cocks proclaim'd the crimſon dawn of day. 130 
Let all, like me, from either holt forbear, 
Nor tempt the flying furies of the ſpear. 
Let heav*nly blood (or what for blood may flow) 
Aclorn the conqueſt of a meaner foe, | 
Who, wildly ruſhing, meet the wond'rous odds, 135 
Tho” gods oppoſe ; and brave the wounded gods. 
O'er gilded clouds rechu'd, the danger view, 
And be the wars of mortal ſcenes for you. 

So mov'd the blue-ey'd queen, her words perſuade, 
Great Jove aſſented, and the reſt obey'd. 140 


i. 


OW front to front the marching armies ſhine. 
Halt ere they meet, and form 4 length'ning line; 
The chicfs conſpicuous ſeen, and heard afar, 
Give the loud ſign to looſe the ruſhing war; 
Their dreadful trumpets deep-mouth'd hornets ſound, 5 
The ſounded charge remurmurs o'er the ground 
Ev'n Jove proclaims a field of horror nigh, 
Aud rolls low thunder thro” the troubled ſky. 
Firſt to the fight the large Hypſiboas flew, 
And brave Lychenor with a jav'lin flew ; to 
The luckleſs warrior, ſill'd with gen'rous flame, 
Stood ſoremoſt glitt'ring in the poſt of fame, 
When in his liver ſtruck, the jav'lin hung; 
The mouſe fell thund'ring, and the target rung: 
Prone to the ground he ſinks his clofing eye, 15 
And, ſoil'd in duſt, his lovely treſſes lie. | 
A ſpear at Pelion Troglodytes calt ; 
The miſlive ſpear within the boſom paſt 3 
| Death's 


en 
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Death's ſable ſhades the fainting frog ſurround, 
And life's red tide runs ebbing from the wound. 20 
43 Embaſichytros felt Seutlæus' dart 
Traustix, and quiver in his panting heart; 
But great Artophagus eng the ſlain, 
And big Seutlæus tumbling loads the plain, 
And Polyphonus dies, a frog renown'd 25 
30 For boaſtful ſpeech, and 3 of ſound; 
Deep thro” the belly pierc'd, ſupine he lay, 
And breath'd his ſoul againſt the face of day. 
The itrong Lymnocharis, who view'd with ire, 
A victor triumph, and a friend expire; 3© 
5 With leaving arms a rocky fragment caught, 
And fiercely flung where ſroglodytes fought, 
A warrior vers'd in arts, of ſure retreat, 
Yet arts in vain elude impending. fate; 
Full on his finewy neck the fragment fell, 30 
And o'er his eye-lids clouds cterual dwe!), 
Lychenor {ſecond of the glorious name) 
Striding advanc'd, and took no wand'ring aim; 
Thro' all the frog the ſhining jav'lin flies, 
And near the vanquith'd mouſe the victor dies. 40 
The dreadful ſtroke Crambophagus affrights, 
Long bred to banquets, leſs inur'd to fights ; 
Heedleſs he runs, and {tumbles o'er the ite. p, 
And wildly flound'ring flaſhes up the deep : 
Lychenor, following, with a downward blow 45 
Reach'd, in the lake, his unrecover'd for ; 
Gaſping he rolls, a purple bream of blood 
Uiſtains the ſurface of the flver flood; 
hro' the wide wound the ruining entralls throng, 


And flow the breathleſs carcaſs floats along. 2 
Lymnihus good Tyroglyphus adhilz, | 

; Prince of the mice that haunt the flow'ry valcs, : 

| Lott to the milky fares and rural ſet, - 

He came to periſh on the bank of face. 


The dread Pternoglyphus demands the fight, 

Which tender Calamiathius ſhuns by flight, 

Drops the green target, fpringing quits the foe, 
{hides thro? the lake, and ſafely dives below. 

The dire Pternophagus divides his way 

Thro' breaking ranks, and leads the dreadful dn; = 


1 . * 4 
1 3 1 


378 BSATITALS OF THE 


No nibbling prince excell'd in fierceneſs more, 
His parents fed him on the ſavage boar : 

But where his lance the field with blood imbru'd, 
Swift as he mov'd Hydrocharis purſu'd, 

Till fall'n in death he lies; a ſhatt'ring ſtone 
Sounds on the neck, and cruſhes all the bone; 
His. blood pollutes the verdure of the plain, 

And from his noſtrils burſts the guſhing brain. 
Lycopinax with Borbocxtes (ights, 

A blameleſs frog, whom humbler life delights ; 
The fatal jav'lin unrelenting flies, 

And darkneſs ſeals the gentle croaker's eyes. 
Incens'd Praſſophagus, with ſprightly bound, 
Bears Cniſſodioctes off the rilmn ground; 

Then drags him o'er the lake, Jepriv'd of breath; 
And, downward plunging, finks his ſoul to death. 
But now the great Pſycarpax ſhines afar, 

(Scarce he ſo great whoſe loſs provok”d the war), 
Swift to revenge his fatal jav'lin fled, 

And thro? the liver {truck Peluſius dead ; 

His freckled corps before the victor fell, 

IIis ſoul indignant ſought the ſhades of hell. 

This ſaw Pelobates, and from the flood 

Lifts with both hands a monſtrous maſs of mud. 
"Phe cloud obſcene o'er all the warrior flies, 85 
Diſhonours his brown face, and blots his eyes. 
Enrag'd, and wildly ſputt'riug, from the ſhore 
tone immenſe of fize the warrior bore ; 

A load for lab'ring earth, whoſe bulk to raiſe, 

Aſks ten degen'rate mice of modern days: 90 
Full to the leg arrives the cruſhing wound; | 

"The frog, ſupportleſs, writhes upon the ground. 

Thus fluſh'd, the victor wars with matchleſs force, 

Pill loud Craugaſides arreſts his courſe : 
Hoarſe-croaking threats precede z with fatal ſpeed 95 
Deep thro? the belly runs the pointed reed, 

Then, ſtrongly tug'd, return'd imbru'd with gore; 
And on the pile lus reeking entrails bore, 

The lame Sitophague, oppreſs'd with pain, 

Creeps from the deſp'rate dangers of the plain: 1co 
And where the ditches riſing weeds ſupply, 
Vo fpread their lowly ſhades beneath the (ky ; 


There 


FROGS AND MICE. 379 


There lurks the ſilent mouſe reliev'd of heat, 
And, ſafe imbower'd, avoids the chance of fate. 
But here Troxartes, Phyſignathus there, rog 
Whirl the dire furics of the pointed ſpear : 
Then where the foot around its ankle plies, 
Troxartes wounds, and Phyſignathus Mies, 
Halts to the pool, a ſafe retreat to find, 
And trails a dangling length of leg behind. 110 
The mouſe {till urges, {till the frog retires, 
And half in anguiſh of the flight expires; 
Then pious ardour young Praileus brings, 
Betwixt the fortune of contending kings: 
Lank, harmleſs frog ! with forces hardly grown, I15 
He darts the reed in combats not his own, 
Which faintly tinkling on 'Troxartes' ſhield, 
Hangs at the point, and drops upon the field. 

Now nobly tow'ring o'er the reſt appears 
A gallant prince, that far tranſcends his years, 120 
Pride of Ins fire, and glory of his houſe, 
And more a Mars in combat than a moule : 
His action bold, robult his ample frame, 
And Meridarpax his reſounding name. 
The warrior, {ingled from the fighting crowd, 125 
Boalts the dire honours of his arms aloud; 
Then ſtrutting near the lake, with looks elate, 
Thrœats all its nations with approaching fate. 
And fuch his ſtrength, the lilver lakes around, 
Might roll their waters o'er unpeopled ground. 130 
But pow'rful Jove, who ſhews no leſs his grace 
To frogs that perith, than to human race, 
Felt ſoft compaſlion riſing in his foul, 
And thook his ſacred head, that ſhook the pole. 
Then thus to all the gazing pow'rs began, 135 
"The lire of gods, 1 ee and moule, and man. 

What ſeas of blood I view, what worlds of (lain ? 
An lliad rifting from a day's campaign! | 
How fierce his jav'lin, o'er the trembling lakes, 
The black-ſur'd hero, Meridarpax, ſhakes ! 140 
Unleſs ſome fav'ring deity deſcend, 
Soon will the frogs loquacious empire end, 
Let dreadful Pallas wing'd with pity fly, 
Ang make her :ygis blaze before his eye: 


While 
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While Mars, refulgent on his rattling car, 145 


Arreils his raging rival of the war. 

He ceas'd, reclining with attentive head, 
When thus the glorious god of combats faid. 
Nor Pallas, Jove ! tho' Pallas take the field, 


With all the terrors of her hiſſing ſhield ; 150 


Nor Mars himſelf, tho' Mars in armour bright 
Aſcend his car, and wheel amidſt the fight; 
Not theſe can drive the deſp'rate mouſe afar, 
And change the fortunes of the bleeding war.“ 
Let all go forth, all heav'n in arms ariſe; 155 
Or launch thy own red thunder from the ſkies: 
Such ardent bolts as flew that wond'rous day, 
When heaps of Titans mix'd with mountains lay; 
When all the giant-race enormous fell; 
And huge Enceladus was hurl'd to hell. 
"Twas thus th' armipotent advis'd the gods, 
When from his throne the cloud-compeller nods ; - 
Deep-length'ning thunders run from pole to pole, 
Olympus trembles as the thunders roll. 
Then ſwift he: whirls the brandiſh'd bolt around, 165 
And headlong darts it at the diltant ground; | 
The bolt, dit charg d, inwrap'd with lightning flies, 
And rends its flaming paſſage thro? the ſkies : 
Then earth's inhabitants, the nibbſers, ſhake ; 
And frogs, the dwellers in the waters quake. 170 
Yet ſtilh the mice advance their dread deſign, 
And the laſt danger threats the croaking line 
Till Jove, that inly mourn'd the loſs they bore, 
With {ſtrange aſſiſtance fill'd the frighted ſhore. | 
Pour'd from the neighb'ring {Lrand, deform'd to view, 
They march, a ſudden unexpected crew. 176 
Strong ſuits of armour round their bodies eloſe, 
Which like thick anvils blunt the force of blows ; 
In wheeling marches turn'd, oblique they go; 
With harpy claws their limbs divide below; 180 
Fell ſheers the paſlage to their mouth command; 
From out the fleſh the bones by nature ſtand : 
Broad ſpread their backs, their ſhining ſhoulders riſe, 
Unnumber'd joints diſtort their lengthen'd thighs, 
With nervous cords their hands are tirmly brac'd, 185 
Their round black cye-balls in their boſom plac'd, 8 
11 
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On eight long feet the wond'rous warriors tread, 

And either end alike ſupplics a head. 

Theſe to call crabs, mere mortal wits agree 

But gods have other names for things than we. 190 
Now, where the jointures from their loins depend. 

The heroes tails with ſev'ring graſps they rend. 

Here, ſhort of feet, depriv'd the pow'r to fly; 

There, without hands, upon the field they lie. 

Wrench'd from their holds, and ſcatter'd all around, 

The bended lances heap the cumber'd ground. 196 

Helpleſs amazement, fear purſuing fear, 

And mad confuſion thro? their hott appear 

O'er the wild waſte with headlong flight they go, 

Or creep conceaPd in vaulted holes below. 200 
But down Olympus, to the weſtern ſeas, 

Far- ſhoot ing Phoebus drove with fainter rays 

And a whole war (ſo Jove ordain'd) begun, 

Was fought, and ceas'd, in one revolving ſun. 
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The firſt number marks the book, the ſecond the verſe. 


ANTIQUITY. 
A 
[Cuſtoms and opinions of antiquity. ]. 


O join vocal and inſtrumental muſic, i. 199. iv. 23. viii. 40» 
307. 
Weaving, the employment of queens and the greateſt princeſſes, i. 
455, as alſo ſpinning, iv. 178. 
Dogs kept as inſtances of ſtate by kings, ii. 14. xx. 182. 


Waſhing beſore meat, i. 183, Making libations on all ſolemn oc- 
caſions, ii. 470. 


Honours paid te old age, iii. 66. 
Piracy eſteemed honourable, iii. 86. 
The art of beating gold i into leaves, iii. 555. 


Bathing of ſtrangers, iii. 593. Performed by virgins of the beſt 


quality, ib. iv. 58. 

Arrows poiſoned, but not uſed in war, i. 341. 

The art of inlaying with ivory, Cc. iv. 87, xxi. 10, 

Sports of the ancients : cheſs, i. 141. Throwing the javelin, and 
quoits, iv. 848. xvii. 193. Leaping, racing, wreſtling, and box» 
ing, viii. 125. Shooting through the rings, xix. 671. 


| Ploughing with mules, iv. 860, With oxen, viii. 130, 


Skill in navigation, v. 345. 

The belief of the ancients in amulets or charms, v. 440. 

Princeſſes accuſtomed to waſh their own robes, vi. 35, 108. By 
treading them in ciſterns, v. 101. The ſport of the ball, vi. 113. 
Embroidery, vii. 125. xix. 265. Women employed to turn the 
mill, vii. 133. xx. 133. 

They believed that the g gods appeared in the form of men, vi. 175. 
vii. 265. In light, xix. 50. They believed i in demons, v. Fog. 
Authors of calamities, x. 71. xi. 96. xii, 352. XXIv. 357. 

Their opinions of gholts, xi. 48, 180, 248, 261. That the gods 
had commerce with women, xi. 2.90, F hat infernal furics aven- 
ged violence offered to patents, ii. 157. xi. 340 

'The father's patrimony divided by lot among(t all the children, xiv. 
2.39. 

The mother's dowry refunded by the ſon, if ſent home upon the 
death of the huſband, ii. 153. 


Adultery 


| 
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Adultery atoned by a pecuniary mul&, viii. 358, 

Selling of ſlaves, xiv. 327. 

Surety hip practiſed in the days of Homer, viii. 386. Baniſhment 
the puniſhment of murder, xxili, 120. Sce Theoclymenus, xv. 
301. That the gods, viſible or invifible at pleaſure, appear in the 
form of ſtrangers, xvii. 578. xvi. 275. That the perſon of kings 
was inviolable, xvi. 417. Their belief in prodigies, xx. 415. 
Their uſe of ſulphur in purifying polluted places, xxii. 527. 
xxiii. 51. The nuptial-chamber ſeen only by the ncareſt relations, 
xxiii. 241. Altars erected by public roads for the devotion of 
travellers, xvii. 244. That ſneezing was ominous, xvii. 625. 
They believed that charms and muſic conld ſtaunch blood, xix. 
536. Children nurſed with wine, milk, and honey, xx. 83. 


Sponges uſed to cleanſe the tables, xx. — xxii. 488. Altars 
built in groves, XX. 342. 


AUGURY AND OME NS. 


Omen of two cayles, ii. 1711. From a caſual voice, i. 367. ii. 44, 
245. XX. 123. From an eagle truſſing a fowl, xv. 119. From an 
hawk tearing a dove, XX. 30z. xv. 566. From an eagle deſtroy- 


ing a flock of ypeeſe, xix. 628, From thunder in a clear ſky, 
xx. 128. xXx1. 453. 


Antinous, i. 489. His character, v. 491. Replies to Telemachus, 
11. 95, 431. Lays an ambuſh to intercept 'Velemachus, iv, 686, 
&c, His ſpeech, xvi. 378. Slain by Ulyſſes, xxii. 12. 

Aatiphus, fon of Egyptius, lain by Cyclops, ii. 23. 

Amphialus, victor in the leap, viii. 135. 

Antilochus, ſon of Neſtor, ſlain before Troy, iti. 138. By Mem- 
non, iv. 256. His bones buried in the urn of Achilles, xxiv. 97. 
Agamemnon returns from Troy, in, 234. Is murdered, 386. iv. 


500. Relates his own (tory, xi, 499. His conference in hell 
with the ghoſt of Amphimedon, xxiv. 127, 


Aſphalion, attendant on Meuclaus, iv. 297. 

Anticlus, iv. 387. 

Ajax Oileus lain for his preſumption by Neptune, i iv. 677. Aj ex 
Telamon, his ftory, xi. 655. 

Allgris, a ſmall iſland, iv. 1104, | 

Alcinous, king of Phzacia, vi, 18. His palace, vii. 107. Calls 


a council, viii. 3. Gives preſents to Ulyiles, viii. 425. Sends 
hun to his country, xili. 80. 


Arete, wife of Alcinous, vii. 70. Her excellent character, 92. 
Arcthuſa, xiii. 47 2. 


Athens deſeribed, vii. 103. 

Antiphates, king of the Læſtrigons, x. 120. 
Aitacia, a ſtream, x. 12r. 

Acheron, an infernal river, x. 699. 


Anticlei, mother ot Uiytics, xi. 157. Dies through ſorrow for 
Ulylles, 2 40. 


Amithaon, ton of Crethus, xi. 315. 
Alcmena, mother of Hercules, xi. 325. 
Amphithea, 
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Amphithea, xix. 488. 

Amphion, Xi. 319. 

Ariadne, her hittory, xi. 399, 

Achilles, his conference in hell with Ulyſſes, xi. 576. With the 
ghoſt of Agamemnon, xxiv. 35. His funeral deſcribed, x xiv. 60. 

Argo, a ſhip ſv named, xii, 83. 

Argus, the dog of Ulyſles, xvii. 345. 

A mphiarans, xv. 268. 

Amphinomus, xvi. 367. His character, 419, His ſpeech, 416. 
Slain by Telemachus, xxii. 110. 

Autolychus, grandfather to Ulyſſes, xix. 467. 

Agelaus, a ſuitor, xx. 388. Threatens Mentor, xii. 235, 274. 
Slain, xxil. 364. 

Aphimedon, flain by Telemachus, xvii. 314. His ſhade relates 
the death of the ſuiters to Agamemnon in hell, xxiv. 145. 


Axgyſthus corrupts Clytemneſtra, wife of Agamemnon, iii. 310, 
326. Slain by Oreſtes, 242, 391. i. 40. Rcigns ſeven years in 
Mycenz, iii. 388. iv. 692. xi. 483. 

Agyptius, faithful to Ulytles, his ſpeech at the opening of the aſ- 
ſembly of Ithacans, ii. 33. 

Agęyptus, or the Nile fo called anciently, iii. 383. xvii. 510, 

Egypt, famous for ſimples, iv. 317. and pharmacy, 321. 

#gxzx, ſacred to Neptune, v. 487. 

Folia, the ifland of Aolus, x. i. 

ZEolus, king of the winds, x. 20. Binds them in a bag, and de- 
livers them to Uly ſſes, ib. 

A.ſon, ſon of Cretheus, xi. 314. 

ZEthon, Xxix. 214. 


C 

Calypſo out of love detains Ulyſles, v. 23. Her ſpeech to Mercu- 
ry, v. 149. To Ulyſles, 257. 

C.ytoncus, victor in the face, viii. 131. 

Cyprus ſacred to Venus, viii. 395. 

Cicons, repulſe Ulyfles, ix. 51. 

Cyclops, the fertility of the country, ix. 123. Their manners, 127. 
Polypheme deſcribed, ix. 217. His cave, 252. Deſtroys the 
companions of Ulyſles, ix. 342. 

Circe, an enchantreſs, x. 158. Her palace, 240. Transforms the 
companions of Ulyſles into beaſts, 277. Takes Ulylles to her 

bed, 412. She ſends him to the ſhades below, x. 576. Inltructs 
him in his tuture voyages, Xii. 51. 

Cocytus, a river in hell, x. 610. 

Cunmcrians, a land of darknels, xi 16. 

Crethcus, huſband of Tyro, xi. 313. 

(Chloris, xi. 34t. 

Chrumius, ſon of Neleus, xi. 349. 

Caſtor, xi. 369. His (tory, 370. 

Clymene, Xi. 485. | 

Clytemneftra, wite of Ag:memnon, murders her huſband, xi. 596. 

Caſſindra, murdered, xi. 526. 

Cetæans, à people of Mylia, xi. 636. 

Charybdis, xil. 139. 

Crete, 
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Crete, xiii. 307. xiv. 171. Contains ninety cities, xix. 290. 
Cretans, remarkable liars, xiv. 41, | 
Cydonians, famed for archery, xix. 200. 

Cnoſſus, capital of Crete, xix. 204. 

Crelippus, a Samian, xx. 353. Slain by Philætius, xxii. 316. 


D 

DESCRIPTIONS. 

Of Minerva deſcending to Ithaca, i. 124. Of failing, ii, 460, Of 
a ſacriſice iii. 564. Of the palace of Menelzus, iv. 68. Of Ne- 
penthe, iv. 301. Of the various ſhapes of Proteus, iv. 563, 615. 
Of Elyſum, iv. 365. Of the deſcent of Mercury, v. 36. Of 
the ifle and bower of Calypſo, v. 72. Of a florm, v. 375. Of 
Uly fles fainting, v. 380. Of heaven, vi. 49. The grove of Pal- 
las, vi. 349. Of the palace of Alcinous, vii. 10. Of his gar- 
dens, 142. Of the land of Lotos, ix. 94. Or a man in a fright, 
x. 286, 383. Of an infernal ſacrifice, x. 624. xi, 45. Of a 
ſtone heaved againſt a mountain, xi. 736. Of its ruſhing down, 
738. Of the Sirens, xiii. 51. Of the erratic rocks, xii. 71. 
Of Scylla, xii. 10. Of Charybdis, xii. 129. Of a ſtorm, xii, 
369, 475. Of old age, xii, 455, 497. Ot the landſcape about 
Ithaca, xvii. 230, Of a beggar, xvii. 410 Of a charitable man, 
xvii. 501. xix. 94. Of a (ſtrong perſon, xviii. 36, 84. Of a fin- 
tle combat, xviii. 102. Of intolent men in power, xviil. 187. 
Of a drunken perſon, xviii. 281. Of the evening-ſtar, xviii. 382. 
Of hunting the boar, xix: 500. Of taning a lyre, xxi, 440. Of 
the twanging of the ſtring, xxi. 448. Ot bending a bow, xi; ib. 
Of the flight of an arrow, xxi. 461, Of Uly ſſes beginning a 
fight, xxii. 1. Of hanging, xxii. 50 3. Of the nuptial apart ment 
of Ulyſſes, xxiii. 185. Of the funeral of Achilles, xxiv. 60, Of 
the victory of Ulyſſes, xxiv. 60g. 


Di-cleus, prince of Pherz, iti. 619. xv, 210. 

Deiphobus, iv. 375. viii. 56s. . 

Dolins, maſter of the fruit-groves to Ulyſſes, iv. 972. . 

Demodocus, a poet, vii. 40. Is blind, 59. His ſong to the Phæ- 
acians, 69.. His ſong of Mars aud Venus, 307: 

Dancing deſcribed, viii. 303. 

Dance with the bail, viii. 407. | 

Dodona, famous for the oracles of Jupiter, xiv, 364. xix. 340. 

Dmetor, king of Cyprus, xvii. 523. 

Dolius aſſiſts Ulyſſes, xxiv. 575. 

Dorians jettled in Crete, xix. 202, 

Deucalion, xix. 208. | 

Demoptolemus heads the ſuitors, xxiti. 268. Slain, 293. 

Demaſtorides lain, xxii. 325. 


Ephyre, i. 437. noted for poiſons, ii. 390, - 
Elis, famed for a breed of horſes, iv. 858. xxi. 374. 
Eurymachus, his ſpeech, i. 50g. His character, v. 491. v. 6. His 
ſpeech, ii. 209. xvi. 452. Slain by Ulyſſes, xxii. 96. | 
Euryclea, a ſage matron, nurſe to Ulyſſes, and attendant on Tele- 
machns, i. 341. Her fondneſs to Telemachns, ii. 406. Her 
XK | ſpeech 


„ 


zweech to Penelope, iv. 980. Knows Ulyſks, xix. 5479. Tells 
Penelope of Ulyſſes's return, xxiii. 5. 

Fidothea, a fea nymph, daughter of Proteus, iv. 493. She inſtructs 
Menclaus to ſurpriſe Proteus, iv. $50. 

FlyGum, iv. 765. 

F.umeus, king of 'Theſaly, iv. 1050. 

Eurymeduſa, rurſe to Nauſicaa, vii. o. 

Echeneus, an aged counſellor to Alcinous, vii. 209. xi. 428. 

Elatreus, victor in the game of the qu it, viii. 137. 

Euryatus, victor in wreſtling, viii. 134 Affronts Ulyſſes, viii. 
175. Repairs the wrong, 441. 

Eurytus, his (Kill in archery, viii. 256. Slain by Apollo, ib. 

Eurylochus, x. 235. His terror deſcribed, 287, 313. His ſpeech, 
$09. Xil. 333, 403. | | 7 

Elpenor, x, 659. Breaks his neck throngh drunkenneſs, 666. 
Meets Ulyfles at the entrance of hell, xi. 65. His obſequies, 
xi. 11. 

Enipeus, a river, xi. 283. 

Ephialtes, a giant, bis ſtory, xi. 377. 

Eryphyle betrays her huſband for gold, xi. 406. 

Eorypylus flain by the fon of Achilles, xi. 635. 

Erratic rocks, xil. 71. 

FEamens, maſter of the ſwine to Ulyſſes, xiv. 8. His lodge, 9. 
His piety and hofpitality, 65. Informs Ulyſſes of the riots of the 
fuitors, xiv. 115, Of the affiirs of his family, xv. 375. Of his 
own hiſtory, xv. 438. The ſon of a king, xv, 455. Aſſiſts 
Ulyſſes in fight, xxii. 178, 296. 

Etroneus, xv. 156. 

Fchetus, a ſavage tyrant, xviii. 96, 142. xi. 329. 

_ Eurytton, the Centaur, XI. 317. 

Furyades fl in by Telemachus, xxii. 294. 

Eleatins ſluin by Eumans, XXII 296, 

Kurydamus flain by Ulyfles, xxii. 312. 

Eupithes raiſes the Ithacans 2 Ulyſſes, xxtv. 484. 


Grecks fail from 'F roy to Tenedos, iii. 191. To Leſbos, 203. To 
Eubza, 212. To Gereſtus, 216. To Sunium, by Athens, 352. 
To the Maizan cape, 366. To Crete, 371. Fo Cydon, and 
Gortyna, ib. To the Phzſtian coaſt, 380. To the Nile, 383. 

Gods ſubordinzte, v. 130. vi. 391. Know one another, v. rco, 
Appear in the form of ſtrangers, xviii. 876. In light, xix. 52, 

Ghoſts, their appearance, xi. 47. Ignorant of what paſſes in the 
world, xi. 566. 

G orgon, xi 788. 


Grotto of the Nereids, xiii. 124. 


H 
Halitherſes, an augur, his ſpeech, ii. 189. 

Hercules, his ſhade in hell, xi. 141. Slays Iphitns, xxi. 29. 
Hermione, daughter of Helen, married to Ncoptolemus, fon of 
Achilles, iv. 7. bs 
Helen, her majeſtic air, iv. 137. Her ſpeech, 185. Her {ki in 
drugs, 315. She relates an adventure of Ulyſſes, 335. Her {kill 
in embroidery, xv. 139. Interprets an omen, xv. 194- | 

| Happineſs 


EN 


Happineſs of a private life, i. 279. Of kingiy power, i. 495. 0 
a married life, vi. 223. 
Herds of Apollo, xii. 160, 315: 


Jupiter, i. 41. Converts the gods. His ſpeech, 33. The con- 
ference between him and-Nepture, xiii. 144. Commands th*- 
re eſtabliſkment of Ulyſſes, xxiv. 548. 

Ithaca, the deſcription of it, rough and maunt nous, iv. Bar, iz. 
- 21, Xiti-- 285. xi v. 7. xix. 127. 

Idomeneus, -xiti. 314. xiv. 271, 

Iphthima, ſiſter to Penelope, iv. 1038. 
aſion, loved by Ceres, v. 161. 

Iſmarus, ix. 42. 

Jocaſta, queen of Thebes, xi. 330. Hangs herſelf, ib. 

. Iphiclus, a Philacian, xi. 354- 

Iphimedia, mother of two giants, xi. 375. | 

runs, a beggar, xviii. 4, Inſults Ulyſſes, xyiii. 19. Chaſtiſed by 
Ulyſſes, xviii. 114. 

Iomalius, excellent in mechanics, xix. 69. 

Iphitus, xxi. 18, 25. Slais by Hercules, xxi. 30. 


L 
Leocritus, one of the ſuitors, his ſpeech, ii. 275. Slain by Ulyſles, 
xxii. 326. | 
Laerceus, iii. 539. Gilds the horns of the bullock before the {- 
crifhce, iii. 55 
Libya, the deſcription of it, iv. 104. Ewes bear three lambs each 
year, ib. See the note. 
Leucothea, a ſea- nymph, preſerves Ulyſſes, v. 425. 
Laodamus, ſon of Alcinous, viii. 122, Victor at the gauntlet,:r 41, 
'Lotopbagi, ix. 107, 
Lachæa, an iſland, the deſcription of it, ix. r35. 
'Lamos,. ſcat of, the Læſtrigons, Xx. 91. 
'Lzftrigons, a race of giants, ſlay the friends of Ulyſſes, x, 13. 
'Laertes, his ſolitary life, xi. 226, xv. 375. xvi..148, . The inter- 
view between him and Ulyſſes, xxiv, 261. Arms aud kills Eu- 
pithes, xxiv. 576, 399. | 
"Leda, xi. 365. ö 
Leiodes, his trial of the bow, xxi. 182. Slain, xxli. 347. 
Leucadian rock, xxiv. 17. 


M O R A L 1 hy , 

God not the author of man's ſin, i. 41. Free will aſſerted, ib. God 
ſavours the juſt, i. 86. Is aomnipotent, Ii. 288. Duty to pa. 
rents recommended, i. 387. -11 148. 

Folly and vice inſeparable, ii. 320. 

Piety to ſtrangers, iv. 37. 

The anger of Ten not eaſily appeaſed, iii. 178. 

Man dependent upon God, iii. 62. Angry when man offends, iv. 
477. 

We ought to rely on heaven, iv. 1079, 

Picty to perſons in diſtreſs, = £59, 35, 235. XV, 64. 


virgin 


78D | T. 


Virgin-modeſty commended, vi. 34r. 

Friendſhip held ſacred, vii. 240. Friend equal to a brother, 635. 
Friendſhip continues after death, xi. 575. 

The gods appeaſed by prayer, viii. 623. 

Lying deteſtable, iii. 26 i. 459. xiv. 427. 

Sacrilege puniſhed with death, xii. 48s. 

The power of the gods irreſiſtible, xvi, 280. 


Minerva, i. 55. Pleads with Jupiter for the return of Uluſſes. Her 
ſpeech to Telemachus, ii. 305. To Jupiter, v. 12. Reſtrains a 
ſtorm, v. 490. Appears to Ulyſſes, xiii. 267. To 'Telemachus, 

XV. 1, Warns Telemachus of the ſuitors ambuſh, 33. Appears 
to Ulyſſes, xvi. 168. xx. 40. Aſſiſts Ulyſles, xxii. 221, 330 In- 
tercedes with Jupiter for the re-eſtabliſhment ot 'Ulyſles, xxiv. 54r. 

Mentes, king of Taphos, i. 136. His ſpeech to Telemachus, i. 
227. 

Mentor, friend of Ulyſſes and Telemachus, ii. 253. Attends him 
to Pyle. iii. 2y. His prayer, iii. 69. Aſſiſts in the deſtruction 
of the ſuitors, xxii. 223. 

Mercury ſent to Calypſo, v. 38. His pleaſantry, viii. 377. Ap- 
pears to Ulyſſes, x. 330. Patron of induſtry and arts, xv. 336. 
Of faith and ſtratagem, xix. 468. Conducts the ſouls of the ſui- 
tors to hell, xxiv. 1. 

Maron, prieſt of Apollo, ix. 230. 

Moly, powerful againſt enchantment, x. 365. 

Megara, wife of Hercules, xi. 327. 

Mera, xi. 404. 

Minos, xix. 205. An infernal judge, xi. 698. 

Melampus, a prophet, xi. 357. XV. 253. 

Mclinthins outrages Ulyſſes, xvii. 247. xx. 225. Affiſts the ſuitors, 
xxii. 153. His death, xxii. 509. 

Melantho, maid to Penelope, xviii. 363. xix. 78. 

Mulius, xviii 468. 

Mulea, iii. 366. xix. 2:7. 

Mars ſurpriſed by Vulcan, viii. 339. | 

Medon, heral! to the ſuitors, iv. 902. Irforms Penelope of the 
ſuitors defigns, xvi. 426. His character, xvii. 196. Spared by 
Ulyſles, xxii. 418. Perfuides the Ithacans to peace, xx1v. 508. 

Menelaus, his voyages, iii. 351, 384. Receives Telemecbus boſ- 
pitably, iv. 37, His further voyages, 97. Continues his ſpeech, 
119, 225. He relates his own adventures, iv. 473. Promiſed 
Ely ſium without dying, 765. D:ſmilles Telemachus, xv. 168. 

N 


Neptune, why jgcenſed agaiaſt Ul ſſes, i. 8. Raiſes a ſtorm, v. 
375. Shiparecks.Ulyſles, v. 403. 

Neion, i 239. | 

Nettor, iii. 50. His ſpeech, bz, 125. His hoſpitality, 443- 

Nepenthe, iv. 302. Its qualities, ib. ; 

Noemon lends {'clemachus a bark, i. 424. Diſcovers it to the 
ſuitors, iv. 883 ; : 

N.uſicaa, dwghter of Alcirous, vi. 22. Relieves Uiyſſes, vi. 247. 

Neleus, father of Neſtor, xi. 343. | 

Muius, a mcuntain of Ithaca, xiii, 399. | 

| Oreſtes 


Oreſte 


Orion 
Ort: n 
Ozy$ 
Oratc 
Orus, 
Orſile 


IN D E . 


Oreſtes, ſon of Ag:zmemnon, iii. 259, 248. xi. $59. 
Orion, beloved by Aurora. v. 135. 

Orion, a giant, ki. 380, 703. 

Ogygia, vii. 338. » 
Orator deſcribed, viii. 189. 

Otus, a giant, his ſtory, xi. 377. 

Orfilochus, xiii. 312. xxi. 19. 

Orty gia, xv. 438. . 

Omens. Sce A. Cuſtoms of Antiguity. 


P 


Phemins, a poet, i. 199. His ſong to the ſuitors, i. 441. Spare 
by Ulyſſes, xxii. 415. Perſuades the Tthacans to peace, xxiv, $06. 

Penelope, her character, i. 321. ii. 99. Her warm ſpeech to Me- 
don, iv. 906. To the ſuitors, xvi. 434. Her tranſport at the re- 
turn of 'Telemacnus, xvii. 52, Her wiſe conduct, xviii. 195. Her 
ſpeech, xviii. 209, Cc. 255, 293- The interview between her 
and Ulyſſes, xviii. 93, 168. She owns him, xxili. 211. 

Piſiſtratus, ſon of Neſtor, iii. 479. Attends Telemachus to Sparta, 


611, His ſpeech to Menelaus, iv. 203, 259. Returns from 
Sparta, xv. t60, 


Philoctetes's (kill in archery, iii. 231. viii. 252. 

Phrontes, pilot to Menelaus, dies ſuddenly, iii. 354. 

Polycaſte, daughter of Neſtor, bathes Telemachus, iii. 593. 

Peon, god of pharmacy, iv. 321. 

Philomelides conquered by Uiyſſes, iv. 463, 

Pharos, an iſland in the mouth of Nile, iv. 479- 

Proteus, iv. 563. 

Phocæ, the flucks of Proteus, iv. 543. 

Phantom appears to Penelope, iv. 1047. 

Polypvus, a fiſh, v. 380. 

Phæacia, (now Cortu), vi. 3. The people ignorant and effeminate, 
vi. 1. Their manners, 320. viii. 289. Their chief city de- 
ſcribed, vi. 311. vii. 55. The common iſlanders rude, vi. 327. 
Vil. a8, 41 | 

Paphos, ſacred to Venus, viii. 396. 

Poctry, the honours due to it, viii. gat. xvii. 466, The gift of 
heaven, ib. Aicribed to inſpiration, vill. $3t. | 

Phzdon, king of I'heſprotia, xix, 329. 

Polites, c: mpanion of Ulyſſes, x. 258. 

Phiegeihon, a burning river iu hell, x. 618. 

Pelias, king of Iolcos, xi. 311. 

Pheres, ſon of Cretheus, xi. 314. 

Periclimenus, xi. 348. 

Pollux, his ſtory, xi. 367. 

Phedra, xi. 395. 

Precris, xi. 395. 

Pelcus, father of Achilles, xi. 605. 

Pero, a great beauty, xi. 351. v. 259. 

Phorcys, the bay of it deſcribed, xiii. 177, 393 1 

| Pheœniciaas 


. 


Phornicians great Gilors, xiti. 316, Noted for falſhood, xiv. 315, 
Skill in aſtronomy, xv. 4.40. 

Polyphides, à prophet, xv. 274. 

Peiræus, xv. 587. 

Parnaſſus, xix. 463, 504. 

Pandarus, xx. 78. . 
Philætins, a faithful ſervant to Ulyſſes, xr. 234. His ſpeech to 

Ulyſſes, xx, 249. xxi. 205. Aſſiſts him in the fight, and kill; 

Ctelippus, xx11. 316. 

R. 


Reitbrus, i. 238. 
Rhadamanthus, iv. 766. 
- Rhexenor dies ſuddenly, vil. 8r. 


0 8 
SIM ILITU DES, 
From things animate, 


From a lion's tearing young fawns, iv. 450. xvii. 140. From. 
ſhepherd tending his flocks, iv. 559. From a fatted ox killed in 
the ſtall, iv. 119. From a lioneſs defending her whelps, 1041, 
From water fowl, v. 64. From a ſea mew, v. 428. From chil. 
dren rejoicing for the recovery of a father, v. $06. From a fiſh 
called a polypus, v. 5 50. From Diana dancing with her nymphs, 
vii. 116. From a lion ruſhing from a wootl to ſeize his prev, vi, 
.I53. From a matron ſeeing an haſbund dying, viii. 571. From 
a (hip-wright boring with a wimble, ix. 4357. From an armourer 
_ tempering iron in water, 465, From calves friſking round their 
dams, x. 435. From a fiber, xii. 300, From a bat clinging toa 
beam, xii. 313. From a ploughman wearied with labour, xiii, 
39. From the motion of horſes in a race, xiii. 98. From the 
dropping down of a crow, xiv. 241. From a father receiving an 
only fon after a long abſence, xvi. 1. From an eagle or vulture 
lamenting for her young, xvi. 238. From the mulic of poetry, 
xvii, 609, From the nightingale,-xix. Gas, From a maſtiff, xx, 
20. From a man in hunger. xX. 32. From the roaring of a bull, 
xxi. 81. From a lyriſt tuning his harp, xxi. 440. From the 
voice of a ſwallow, „xi. 449. From the breeſe-fly, xxii. 335. From 
vultures ſeizing their prey, xxii. 337. From filhing, xxii. 425, 
From a lion ſtanding over his prey, xxii. 440. From birds caught 
in a ſnare, xxii. 505. From a ſailor eſcaping from a wreck, xxitl, 
249. From the ſcreaming of bats, - xxiv. 9. 
: Similitudes from things inanimate, 
From an heap of thorns driven by the wird, v. 417. From ſheaves 
of corn taſt by a whirlwind, 470. From a peaſant preſerving 
fire in embers, v. 630. From pouring ſilver over gold, vi. 275, 


"From the motion of the leaves of a poplar, vii. 135. From 
ſnows diſſolving, xix. 238. 


* Suitors, their luxury and riot, i. 138, 189, 291. iv. 429. Through- 
out the whole Odyſſey. 
Sparta, ſcated in a:vale,. iv. 2. Famed for dancing, xv. 3. 
«Syria, am iſland, xy. 438. Fruitful and healthy, ib. ; 
| Sidon, 


Sicken, 
Styx. 5 
Set ten 
Ships * 
in 
Salma 
Sify oh 

Sirens 

Scylla 

Sicily, 


N 


Sidon, famous for works in metals, iv: 834. xv. 130. 


31g, Styx. an inſcrnal river, by which the gods ſwear, V. 239. 
Sete ces, heir ate in poetry, vii. Note on v. 379. 
Ships ot Aleinous inſtio&t with thought, viii. 604. Transformed 
in a rock, x1. 188. 
galmaneus, xi. 28r, 8 
| ts Sify phus, his puniſhment in hell, xi. 734. 
will; Sirens deſcribed, xii. Fr, 219. 


Scylla, a dreadiu! rock, xii. 87, 280. 

Sicily, why ſo called, xx. 456. : 

Telemachns, i. 148. His hoſpitality, bis fpeech to Mentes, i. 203. 
Convenes a council, ii. 10. His ipecch, 1. 49, 147 ii. 237%. 
His prayer to Minerva, 296. Lands in Pyle, iii. 8. His ſpeech 
to Neſtor, go, Lo Menelaus, iv. 425 Sets fail for Fthaca, xy, 
310. Lands, xv. 535. Confers with Eumæus, xvi. 3 With 
Penelope, xvii. 36. With Uiyfles, xvi, 779. Knows bim, 234. _ 
His trial of the bow, Axi. 130. Kills Amphinomus, ux. 10g. 

Temeſe, i. 410. | 

Thone, king of Egypt, iv. 316. 

Thyeſtes, iv. 690. 

Thrace, ſacred to Murs, vin. 394. 

Troy, the taking of it, viii. 551. 

Telemus, a prophet, ix. 595. 

Tireſias, x. 582. vi. ra. Tells Ulyſſes bis fate, 126. 

Tyro, her hiſtory, xi. 261. 

Tityus, his puniſhment in hell, xi. 709. 

Tantalns, his puniſhment, xi. 719. 

Taphians practite piracy, xv. 469. 

Thecelymenus, an augur, xv. 278. Explains an omen to Telema« 


chus, xv. 271. To Penelope, xvii. 235. Interprets a prodigy, 
xXx. 421. - 


Theſprotians, xvi. 19,* 66, 309, 330. 


U 

Vlyfles, bis charscter, ii. 79. Detained by Cilypſo, iv; 933. His 
adventure in Troy, 335. Mourns for his country, v. 10g, 193, 
His ſpeech to Calypſo, v. 273. He builds a raft, v. 311. Sets 
fail, v. 345. Is fhipwrecked, 403. "Thrown upon an unknown 
ſhore, 580. Pafles the night in a wood, 613. His addreſs to 
Nauſicaa, vi. 195. He is relieved by her, 223. Entertained by 

Alcinous, vii. 250, His ſpecch before the Pheacians, viii. x8 
Out-throws all the Phaacians, 210. His challenge to the Phæ- 
acians, 230. Relates his adventures to the Phæacians, ix. 27. 
The tory of the Cicons, ix. 41. Of the Lotophagi, 95. Of 
Cyclops, 21. Ulyſſes efcaper, 549. Received by Hold, x. Is 
Sails to the Læſtrigons, x. 92. To Circe, 157. Deſcends to 
hell, xi. 279. Confers with his mother Anticlea, 186. With 
Agamemnon, &c. 485. Sets fail towards his country, xiii. 90. 
Lands, xiii. 138. Goes to Evmzvs in diſguiſe of a begpar, xiv. 
33. Amuſes him with invented ſtories, xiv. 220, Continues the 
conference, xv. 326. Diſcovers himſelf to Tele macbhus, xvi. 206. 
Goes to his palace, xvii. 410. Begs of the ſvitors, xvii. 439, 
(6. 


I DU 


c. Beats Irus, xviii. 110. His moral diſcourſe to Amphinomug, 
xviii. 136. His conference with Penelope, xix. 127. Ts diſco. 
vered by Euryclea, xix. 545. Makes himſelf known to Eumæu 
and Philætius, xxt. 211. Draws the bow, xxi. 411. Kills 
Antinous, xxii. 58, Eurymachus, xxii. 96, Cc. Hangs the 
female ſervants that were falſe: to him, xxii. 500. Makes him- 
ſelf known to Penelope, xxiii. 211, 2409. To Lacrtes, xxiv. 
248, 375- Engages the Ithacans, xxiv. 609. And regaius his 
kingdom, 632. , 
Viſion appears to Nauſicaa, vi. 23. To Penelope, xix. 626, 
Vuican ſurpriſes Mars and ans: - * viii. 315. 


Women, when young and beautiful, ſeldom wiſe, vii. 379, The 
evils they occaſion, xi. 531. Not to be truſted, 545, Women 
fond of ſoldiers, xiv. 246. Fond of the ſecond huſband and his 
children, xv. 25. 

Wooden borſe, viii. 553. | 

Wioes of Maron, ix. 220. x 
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